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^PiiE  four  books,  whose  titles  we  have  placed  at  the  head 
of  this  article,  are  very  different  in  their  character. 
Miss  Ilolroyd’s  letters,  which  Miss  Adeane  has  edited 
with  so  much  care,  and  which  are  {jiven  t(»  us  with  all  the 
charms  which  printing  and  illustrations  can  supply,  are  the 
compositions  of  an  exceptionally  clever  ^irl,  frequently 
written  amidst  surroundings  of  unusual  interest.  For  Miss 
Holroyd  was  the  daughter  of  the  Lord  Sheffield  who  is 
known  to  most  of  us  as  the  friend  and  editor  of  Gibbon,  and 
to  some  of  us  as  the  author  of  a  few  economical  tre:itises. 
She  had  the  good  fortune  to  pay  the  historian  a  visit  at 
Lausanne  on  the  eve  of  the  French  Ilevolution,  and  in  her 
journey  through  France  to  see  much  (hat  was  worth  seeing 
and  many  people  who  were  worth  knowing.  Fortunately  for 
us,  too,  nature  had  given  her  a  singularly  facile  pen  and 
relations  and  friends  who  appreciated  her  correspondence. 
Hence  we  have  a  volume  full  of  what  Gibbon  called  ‘the 
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‘  incomparable  letters  of  Maria,’  and  of  wbat  we  gladly 
admit  are  the  lively  productions  of  a  clever  girl,  who,  in  an 
age  when  the  art  of  letter-writing  was  at  its  best,  could  have 
played  her  part  with  the  best  letter-writers. 

The  other  books  are  more  serious,  though,  in  their  way, 
not  less  interesting.  One  of  them  is  a  new  edition  of  ‘  The 
*  Decline  and  Fall,’  produced  under  the  highly  competent 
editorship  of  Professor  Bury.  The  other  two  com2)rise  the  six 
Autobiographies,  which  Gibbon  left  behind  him,  from  which 
Lord  Sheffield  comiJounded  the  famous  Autobiography,  and 
the  unpublished  letters  of  the  historian.  In  these  two  books  we 
have,  for  the  first  time,  access  to  the  whole  literary  remains 
of  one  of  the  greatest  English  authors.  On  the  pro2)riety 
of  their  i^ublication  we  do  not  imagine  that  much  doubt  will 
be  felt.  The  first  Lord  Sheffield,  indeed,  gave  explicit 
directions  in  his  will  that  ‘  none  of  the  said  manuscripts, 
‘  papers,  or  books  of  the  said  Edward  Gibbon  be  published 
‘  unless  my  api)robation  of  the  imblication  be  directed  by 
‘  some  memorandum  indorsed  and  written  or  signed  by  me.’ 
But  the  present  Lord  Sheffield  lias  rightly  concluded  that  a 
testamentary  direction  of  this  kind  could  not  be  allowed 
permanently  to  restrain  the  natural  curiosity  of  an  interested 
public. 

‘  Tlic  comnicnionition  of  1801  raised  the  «juestion  wlietlior  .such  an 
embargo  on  giving  to  the  world  writings  of  national  importance  was 
ever  meant  to  be,  or  even  ought  to  be,  regarded  as  perpetual.  And  the 
opinion  of  those  whom  I  have  consulted,  botli  professionally  and  as 
private  friends,  amply  corrolwrates  my  own  conclusion,  that  it  is  a 
duty,  which  I  owe  to  my  own  .ancestor  and  to  the  public,  to  give  to  the 
world  all  the  remains  of  the  historian,  which  for  more  than  a  century 
liavc  been  preserved  in  the  strong  room  of  ShclTield  Park.’ 

Thus,  by  a  fortunate  circumstance,  Avithin  a  few  months 
we  are  idaced  in  iiossession  of  Gibbon’s  Autobiographies 
in  their  original  form,  of  his  hitherto  unjmblished  cor¬ 
respondence,  as  well  as  of  the  lively  letters  of  the  young  lady, 
whose  father  was  Gibbon’s  best  friend,  Avhose  intimacy  with 
the  historian — ‘  le  grand  Gibbon,*  as  she  occasionally  calls 
him — was  the  chief  interest  in  her  own  girlhood,  who  was 
one  of  the  first  i^ersons  who  ever  read  the  Autobiographies, 
who  has  described  in  an  excellent  letter  the  impression 
which  they  made  upon  her,  and  who — so  the  present  Lord 
Sheffield  tells  us — herself  marked  in  pencil  the  passages 
which  her  father  ultimately  wove  into  the  famous  Auto¬ 
biography.  We  shall,  therefore,  seize  the  opportunity  which 
the  simultaneous  publication  of  these  books  affords  us  to 
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sum  up  in  a  few  pages  our  general  conclusions  on  Gibbon’s 
life  and  writings.  But  before  doing  so  we  propose  to  say  a 
few  words  about  the  character  of  liis  friend.  Miss  Adeane 
has  placed  on  her  cover  silhouettes  of  ‘  the  Peer  and  of  the 
‘  Historian,’  and  we  wish  to  say  something  about  the  peer 
before  we  proceed  to  investigate  the  career  and  achieve¬ 
ments  of  the  historian. 

We  have  somewhere  read  a  story  that  Canning  once  spent 
a  wet  Sunday  morning  in  a  country  house  in  carefully 

erasing  with  a  penknife  the  W’s  in  the  first  pages  of  Lord 

Shettield’s  ‘  Dissertation  on  Wools,’  and  inserting  F’s  in 
their  place.  Thus  amended,  the  leading  sentence  ran  some¬ 
what  as  follows : — ‘We  have  no  doubt  that,  with  due  pro- 
‘  tection,  the  production  of  British  Fools  may  be  rendered 
‘  sufficient  for  our  national  wants,  so  as  to  render  the 
‘  importation  of  foreign  Fools  wholly  unnecessary.’ 

We  are  not  sure  that  Miss  llolroyd  did  not  share 
Canning’s  opinions  about  her  father’s  writings.  At  any  rate 
she  wrote,  before  she  was  fourteen,  to  her  aunt:  — 

‘  We  liave  no  hopes  that  he  [her  father]  will  now  ever  be  better 

than  an  Author.  If  he  must  be  one  I  wish  he  was  a  Poet.  It  would 

be  pleasanter  to  me,  wlicn  I  speak  to  him,  that  he  should  utter 
some  sublime  verses,  than  let  it  appear  ho  was  uttendinp  only  to  the 
Herring  Fishery  or  the  Woolen  Manufiicture.  I  am  occasionally 
employed  to  read  some  horrid  and  almost  illegible  Manuscripts  on 
these  Subjects ;  dear  Mama  does  not  doat  upon  these  pursuits  more 
than  Louisa  [her  sister]  or  I.  Louiwi  calls  it  nasty  commerce.’ 

Miss  llolroyd  adds,  however  : — 

‘  A  Scotch  Author  called  on  Papa  last  week  in  London  and  told  him 
he  might  come  in  for  any  place  in  Scotland  if  there  was  a  vacancy, 
and  Mr.  Tarlefon  sjiys  that  some  great  Frenchman,  talking  of  Papa’s 
work,  said,  “  If  he  should  live  to  see  a  French  Nobleman  write  thus  on 
Commerce,  he  should  be  quite  content  and  satisfied."  ’ 

Notwithstanding  the  views  of  Scotch  borough-owners  and 
great  Frenchmen,  the  famous  ‘  Dissertation  on  Wools  ’  is,  we 
fear,  almost  completely  dead ;  and  the  first  Lord  Sheffield 
would  have  been  forgotten  if  he  had  done  nothing  more 
creditable  to  his  head  and  heart  than  write  ‘  horrid  and 
‘  illegible  Manuscripts  on  these  Subjects.’  We  say  to  his 
heart,  for  his  danglxter’s  pages  furnish  ample  evidence  that 
this  rather  formal  and  precise  nobleman  was  among  the 
kindest  of  men.  Indeed 

‘  During  the  social  upheaval  in  France,  distinguished  emigre's, 
fugitive  princesses,  exiled  savants,  and  shipwrecked  priests,  found  under 
Lord  Sheffield’s  roof  the  kindest  welcome  and  the  most  efficient  aid.’ 
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We  say  to  Lis  lioad,  for  his  fortunate  friendship  with 
Gibbon  introduced  him  to  the  most  cultivated  society,  and 
gave  him  the  opportunity  for  which  he  was  eminently  fitted, 
which  has  placed  him  in  .an  almost  unique  position  among 
English  men  of  letters. 

Lord  Sheffield — or  Mr.  Holroyd,  as  he  was  at  the  time — 
made  Gibbon’s  acquaintance  at  Lausanne  in  17GL  Thence¬ 
forward  the  two  men  were  constant  correspondents  and 
intimate  friends.  The  historian  declared  in  his  will  tliat  he 
could  never  discharge  his  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  warm  and 
active  friendship  of  the  peer,  whom  he  describes  in  one  of 
his  letters  as  ‘  the  man  in  the  world  whom  I  love  and  esteem 
‘  the  most.’  lie  made  Lord  Sheffield  one  of  his  executors,  and 
he  entrusted  him  with  the  publication  of  his  unpublished 
p.apers. 

The  most  important  of  these  papers  are  the  six  Auto- 
biograjihies  which  are  now  before  us,  and  which  are 
undoubtedly  among  the  most  curious  and  interesting  docu¬ 
ments  in  English  literature.  Many  other  men  have  written 
their  own  lives.  lJut  we  doubt  whether  any  man  of  emi¬ 
nence,  either  before^  or  since,  ev(‘r  left  six  autobiographical 
fragments  behind  him.  All  of  them  seem  to  h.ave  been 
composed  between  1 788  and  1 7118.  The  first,  the  earliest 
sketch,  was  commenced  in  1 788,  and  carries  down  the 
narrative  to  17(>l  ;  the  second  goes  over  the  same  ground,  in 
greater  detail,  and  comes  down  to  17()t;  the  third,  written 
in  1789,  brings  the  story  down  to  1772;  the  fourth,  written 
in  1790-91,  stops  short  at  1770;  the  fifth  extends  to  1789; 
and  the  sixth,  which  is  the  most  perfect  as  far  as  it  goes, 
w’ritten  in  1798,  ends  abruptly,  while  the  author  is  an  under¬ 
graduate,  in  17r>:l.  The  published  Atitobiography  with  which 
we  have  hitherto  been  familiar  is  woven  with  extraordinary 
skill  from  these  various  nari’ativos.  The  opening  sentences 
are  taken  from  the  first  of  the  Autobiographies,  though  some 
passages,  from  a  fragment  which  was  intended  to  become  a 
seventh  autobiography,  are  incorpoi-ated  in  them.  After 
these  prefatory  paragraphs.  Lord  Sheffield  mainly  relied  on 
the  sixth  autobiography.  The  second,  third,  and  fifth 
autobiographies  contribute,  in  varying  proportions,  to  the 
rest  of  the  narrative. 

A  couple  of  illustrations  may  show  the  manner  in  which 
Lord  Sheffield,  with  Miss  Holroyd’s  help,  executed  his  task. 
The  well-known  passage  in  which  Gibbon  describes  his 
courtship  of  ^Ille.  Ourcbod  is  t.aken  from  the  second  auto¬ 
biography;  but  the  most  famous  sentence  in  it,  ‘  I  sighed  as 
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‘  a  lover,  I  obeyed  as  a  son,’  is  cut  out  of  the  tbiid.  Again, 
the  journey  to  Italy  is  taken  from  the  third  autobiography ; 
but  the  passage  in  which  Gibbon  relates  the  conception  of 
his  History  is  imimrted  into  the  narrative  from  the  tifth. 

‘  It  was  at  Konie,  on  the  15th  of  October,  1764,  as  I  sat  musing 
amuist  the  ruins  of  the  Capitol,  while  the  barefooted  fryara  were 
singing  Vespers  in  the  temple  of  Jupiter,  that  the  idea  of  writing  the 
decline  atid  tall  of  the  City  first  started  to  my  mind.’  * 

If,  however.  Lord  Sheffield,  with  his  daughter’s  help,  dis¬ 
played  judgement  in  selecting  and  skill  in  blending  his 
materials,  he  also  showed  taste  in  what  he  omitted.  In 
whatever  Gibbon  wrote,  whether  it  related  to  the  decaying 
empire  or  to  the  early  Christians,  or  to  his  own  life,  he  felt 
and  thought  strongly ;  and  he  wrote  what  he  thought. 
Lord  Sheffield  evidently  considered  that  some  of  his  friend’s 
judgements,  if  they  were  made  public,  would  give  unnecessary 
pain  to  persons  who  were  still  alive,  and  would  tlu’ow  dis¬ 
credit  on  the  author’s  heart.  Thus,  in  Gibbon’s  account  of 
his  mother’s  death,  the  Autobiography  runs ; — 

‘  After  a  real  or  nominal  resilience  at  Kingston  school  of  near  two 
years,  I  was  finally  recalled  (December  1747)  by  my  mother’s  de.ith, 
which  was  occasioned  in  her  thirty-eighth  year,  by  the  consequences  of 
her  last  laliour.  .Is  /  had  siltlom  enjof/ed  the  smiles  of  maternal 
tendeimesStf  she  teas  rather  the  object  of  my  respect  than  of  my  love; 
some  natural  tears  trere  soon  iriped.  1  was  too  young  to  led  the 
iin])ortancc  of  her  loss.’ 

And  the  passtige  which  we  have  printed  in  italics  was  struck 
out  by  Lord  Sheffield.  In  the  same  way,  in  describing  his 
father's  death.  Gibbon  wrote:  — 

‘  The  tears  ef  a  son  are  seldom  lastimj.  I  submitted  to  the  order  of 
Nature,  and  my  grief  was  soothed  by  the  conscious  sjitisfaction  that  I 
had  discharged  all  the  duties  of  filial  piety.  /Vie,  perhaps,  are  the 
children  tcho,  after  the  expiration  of  some  months  or  years,  would 
sincerely  rejoyce  in  the  resurrection  of  their  parents  :  and  It  is  a 
melancholy  truth  that  my  Father's  death,  not  unhappy  for  himself,  was 

*  The  passage  in  the  thiid  autobiography  ran,  ‘  Yet  the  historian 
cf  the  decline  and  fall  must  not  regret  his  time  or  expence,  since  it 
was  the  view  of  Italy  and  llome  which  determined  the  choice  of  the 
subject.  In  my  journal  the  place  and  moment  of  conception  aro 
recorded  :  the  15th  of  October,  1761,  in  the  close  of  evening,  as  I  sat 
musing  in  the  Church  of  the  Zoccolanti  or  Fninciscan  Fryars,  while 
they  were  singing  Vesjiers,  in  the  temple  of  Jupiter  on  the  ruins  of  the 
Capitol.’ 

t  In  one  of  his  letters  to  Lord  Sheffield  Gibbon  described  himself  as 
'  a  puny  child,  neglected  by  my  mother.’ 
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the  only  event  that  could  save  me  from  an  hopeless  life  of  obscurity  and 
indigence.'  * 

Our  italics  again  show  what  Lord  Sheffield  rejected. 

Perhaps  we  may  give  an  even  better  specimen  of  Lord 
Sheffield’s  workmanship  by  comparing  the  accounts  which 
Gibbon  gave  of  his  second  tutor  at  Oxford  with  the  published 
Autobiography.  In  the  second  of  his  memoirs  Gibbon 
wrote : — 

‘Before  iny  return  to  Oxford,  after  speiuling  the  vacation  in 
Hampshire,  Dr.  Waldegrave  was  removed  to  a  College  living  :  but  I 
was  transferred,  with  tlie  rest  of  his  pupils,  to  his  Academical  heir,  a 
Dr.  Winchester,  whose  only  science  was  supiwsed  to  bo  that  of  a 
broker  and  salesman.  From  my  own  experience,  I  am  not  indeed 
qualified  to  represent  his  character ;  his  person  I  scarcely  knew,  and 
in  the  eight  months,  for  which  he  demanded  a  salary,  I  never  received 
a  word  of  lesson  or  advice  from  the  Director  of  my  Studies.’ 

In  the  sixth  autobiography  the  passage  runs  : — 

‘  After  the  dej^rture  of  Dr.  Waldegrave,  1  was  tninsferred  with  the 
rest  of  his  live  stock  to  a  Senior  fellow,  whose  literary  and  moral 
character  did  not  command  the  respect  of  the  College.  Dr.  Winchester 
well  remembered  that  he  had  a  salary  to  receive,  and  only  forgot 
that  he  had  a  duty  to  perform.’ 

In  Lord  Sheffield’s  version  we  have — 

‘  After  the  dejKirturc  of  Dr.  Waldegrave  I  was  transferred,  with  his 
other  pupils,  to  his  Academical  heir,  whoso  literary  character  did  not 

command  the  respect  of  the  College.  Dr. - well  remembered 

tliat  he  had  a  salary  to  receive,  and  only  forgot  that  he  had  a  duty  to 
perform.’ 

Almost  every  word ■  is  Gibbon’s;  yet  the  passage  is  com¬ 
pounded  from  two  different  accounts,  and  Dr.  Winchester’s 
name,  and  the  worst  charges  against  him,  are  suppressed. 

If  Gibbon  wrote  occasionally  with  bitterness  of  other 
people,  he  was  sometimes  also  betrayed  into  expressions 
about  his  own  behaviour  which  Lord  Sheffield  had  the  good 
taste  to  suppress.  We  will  only  give  one  example.  In  re¬ 
lating  his  father’s  embarrassments  Gibbon  wrote 

‘  Each  year  multiplied  the  number  and  exhausted  the  patience  of 
his  creditors.  Under  these  painful  circumstances  my  own  bt  haviour 

*  Gibbon  evidently  thought  that  his  owm  views  about  fathers  were 
shared  by  the  generality  of  sons.  lie  wrote  to  Lord  Sheffield,  in  1774, 
of  a  friend  common  to  both — and  the  passage  was  suppressed  by  Lord 
Sheffield  when  he  published  the  letter — ‘  Incredible  as  it  sounds  to  the 
generality  of  sons,  and  as  it  ought  to  sound  to  most  fathers,  he  con* 
sidered  tne  old  gentleman  as  a  friend.’ 
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teas  not  only  guiltless,  but  meritorious.  Without  stipulating  any 
personal  advantages,  I  consented,  at  a  mature  and  teell-infonned  age, 
to  an  additional  mortgage,  to  the  sale  of  Putney,  and  to  every  sacrifice 
that  could  alleviate  his  distress.’ 

Our  italics  again  mark  the  passages  which  Lord  Sheffield 
struck  out.  The  tact  of  the  peer  corrected  the  taste  of  the 
historian.  When  we  read  such  passages — and  we  could 
multiply  our  examples  by  scores — we  understand  the  friendly 
direction  that  nothing  should  be  published  the  publication 
of  which  Lord  Sheffield  had  not  himself  either  directed  or 
approved,  and  Miss  Ilolroyd’s  observation,  ‘If  the  Papers 
‘  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  a  Boswell,  what  fun  the  world 
‘  would  have  had  !  ’  * 

It  must,  however,  be  admitted  that  few  men  have  had 
better  reason  than  Gibbon  for  satisfaction  with  their  own 
conduct  and  for  complaining  of  the  conduct  of  their 
relatives.  In  one  sense,  no  doubt,  he  was  born  amidst 
many  advantages,  ilis  father  had  inherited  a  considerable 
estate,  ‘  magnitied  in  his  own  eyes  by  flattery  and  hope.’t 
His  mother,  who  ‘  vainly  attempted  to  cheek  with  a  silken 
‘  rein  the  passions  of  an  independent  husband,’  was  an 
‘  amiable  and  adectionate  ’  wife  and  a  beautiful  woman. 
Gibbon  was  the  eldest  son ;  his  five  brothers  and  sisters  died 
young,  and  their  deaths  left  him  the  undisputed  heir  to  the 
whole  of  his  father’s  patrimony.  And  this  patrimony,  if  his 
father  had  lived  with  tolerable  prudence,  would  have  made 
the  son  a  very  rich  man.  It  must  then  have  been  with  no 

•  Wo  liiivc  nothing  but  conimendutiun  for  Lord  .Shellicld’s  tiistc  and 
skill  in  blending  the  six  Autobiographies  itito  one  Memoir.  Hut  we 
cannot  justify  the  liberties  wliich  he  occasionally  took  with  the 
correspondence.  The  Editor  of  the  corri.sjMjndcuce  gives  the  following 
curious,  though  extreme,  instance  of  Lord  Sheffield’s  editorial  methods. 

‘  The  letter  numbered  xxxii.  in  Lord  Sheffield’s  edition  of  “  Letters  to 
and  from  Edward  Gibbon,  Estp,”  is  dated  October  13,  1772.  It  begins 
with  the  first  four  lines  of  [a  letter]  written  on  April  21,  1772.  The 
next  nine  lines  are  taken  from  the  commencement  of  the  letter  written 
on  October  3, 1 772.  The  five  following  lines  consist  of  the  letter  written 
on  November  3,  1772.  The  next  four  lines  are  taken  from  the  letter 
dated  October  30,  1772.  The  two  following  lines  are  from  the  letter 
written  on  Octo^r  15,  1772.  Thus  what  purports  to  be  a  real 
letter  in  itself,  proves  to  be  a  patchwork  composed  from  five  letters 
extending  over  a  period  of  six  months.’ 

t  This  extract,  and  the  extracts  which  follow,  arc  from  the  various 
autobiograjihies.  We  have  cndeavouriHl  as  far  as  possible  to  quote 
passages  which  Lord  Sheffield  rejected,  and  which  are  conse<piently 
new  to  the  reader. 
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slight  mortification  that  Gibbon  saw  his  inheritance  gra¬ 
dually  melting  away  under  his  father’s  recklessness  and  mis¬ 
management.  Perhaps,  indeed,  when  he  was  asked  to  consent 
to  some  fresh  mortgage,  or  some  other  sacrifice  which  his 
father’s  increasing  embarrassments  necessitated,  he  may 
have  been  tempted  to  think,  as  other  men  have  thought 
before  and  since,  that  life  would  be  tolerable  were  it  not  for 
one’s  relations. 

Gibbon  was  born  at  Putney  on  April  29  (old  style).  May  8 
(new  style),  17:17.  llis  childhood  was  sickly. 

‘  My  poor  aunt  liivs  often  told  me  Iiow  long  she  was  apprehensive  lest 
my  crazy  frame,  which  is  now  of  common  shape,  should  remain  for 
•!ver  crooked  and  deformed.  ...  I  was  successively  afflicted  by 
lethargies  and  feavers ;  hy  opj)Osite  tcndences  to  a  consumptive  and 
dropsical  habit :  by  a  contraction  of  my  nerves,  si  fistula  in  my  eye, 
and  the  Li*e  of  a  dog  most  vehemently  susjK'cted  of  msidncss.  In  the 
list  of  my  sufferings  from  my  birth  to  the  age  of  puberty  few  physical 
ills  would  be  omitted.  .  .  .  There  was  a  time  when  I  swallowed  more 
physic  than  food  ;  and  my  Iwdy  is  still  marked  with  the  indelible  scars 
of  lancets,  issues,  and  caustic.s.’ 

Korlunately  for  Gibbon  and  for  the  world,  his  mother’s 
sister,  Catherine  Porten,  one  of  the  few  people  for  whom 
the  historian  felt  a  genuine  affection,  nursed  him  through 
his  many  illnesses,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the 
boy  to  whom  she  devoted  such  constant  care  gradually  grow 
into  a  strong  and  healthy  man. 

Yet  the  delicacy  which  interfered  with  the  historian’s 
developement  in  his  earlier  years,  and  which  arrested  both 
his  physical  and  mental  gi’owth,  probably  left  its  mark  on 
him  for  life.  He  had  no  taste  for  the  rougher  amusements 
either  of  the  boy  or  of  the  man.  In  his  boyhood  ‘the 
‘  dynasties  of  Assyria  and  Egypt  wore  [his]  top  and  cricket 
‘  ball.’  In  his  maturity 

‘  my  Father  could  never  inspire  me  with  his  love  and  knowledge  of 
farming.  When  he  galloped  away  on  a  licet  hunter  to  follow  the  Duke 
of  Kichmond’s  foxhounds,  I  saw  him  dejwirt  without  a  wish  to  join 
in  the  Sjwrt ;  and  in  the  command  of  an  nmi>Ic  manour,  I  valued  the 
supply  ol  the  kitclicn  much  more  than  the  exercise  of  the  field.  I 
never  handled  a  gun.  I  seldom  mounted  a  horse ;  and  my  philosophic 
walks  were  soon  terminated  by  a  shady  bench,  where  I  was  long 
detained  by  the  .sedentary  amusement  of  reading  or  meditation.’ 

A  boy  without  the  natural  tastes  of  a  boy  could  not  be 
otherwise  than  unhappy.  Gibbon  was  placed  at  seven  in  the 
hands  of  a  private  tutor ;  at  the  age  of  eight  he  was  sent  to  a 
rough  school  at  King.ston,  where,  ‘  by  the  common  methods 
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<  of  discipline,  at  the  expence  of  many  tears  and  some  blood 
‘  [he]  purchased  the  knowledge  of  the  Latin  Syntax ;  ’  and 
in  his  twelfth  year  he  was  moved  to  the  freer  atmosphere  of 
Westminster,  where  his  maternal  aunt,  scorning  ‘  a  life  of 
‘  obligation  and  dependence,’  had  taken  a  boarding-house. 
His  aunt’s  care  probably  saved  him  from  some  of  the 
harder  experiences  in  the  hard  lot  of  a  Westminster  boy 
in  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century.  But  his  delicate 
constitution  interfered  with  his  studies,  and  after  some 
eighteen  months  he  was  removed  from  the  school.  Ill  and 
suffering  as  the  boy  was,  he  had  an  insatiable  appetite  for 
reading. 

‘  Our  family  collection  was  decently  furnished ;  the  circulating 
libraries  of  l.ondun  and  Bath  afl'orded  a  rich  treasures  (sic).  I 
borrowed  many  books,  and  some  I  contrived  to  ]iurchase  from  my 
scanty  allowance.  My  father’s  friends,  who  visited  the  boy,  were 
astonished  at  finding  him  surrounditl  with  u  heap  of  [folios,  of  whose 
titles  Ihci/  were  ignorant,  and  on  whose  contents  tie  could  jKjrtinently 
discourse-.’ 

At  last  as  Gibbon  approtiched  his  sixteenth  year  his  health 
fortunately  improved,  and  his  father  took  what  Gibbon  called 
the  ‘singular  and  desperate  measure’  of  carrying  him  to 
Oxford.  He  arrived  at  the  University  ‘with  a  Stock  of 
‘  Erudition  that  might  have  puzzled  a  Doctor,  and  a  degree  of 
‘ignorance  of  which  a  Schoolboy  would  have  been  ashamed.’ 
We  have  no  intention  of  repeating  the  hard  things  which  in 
later  years  he  had  to  say  of  his  short  undergraduate  career. 
The  fourteen  months  which  he  spent  at  the  University,  so 
be  declared,  were  most  completely  lost  for  every  purpose  of 
improvement.  ‘  But  his  unsatiable  appetite  for  reading  still 
‘  remained.’  Some  Popish  books  unluckily  fell  into  his 
hands. 

‘  1  was  bewildered  in  the  maze  of  controversy,  and  my  understanding 
was  oppressed  by  their  sjiecioiis  arguments,  till  I  believed  that  I 
believed  in  the  stupendous  mysteries  and  infallible  authority  of  the 
Catholic  Church.’ 

He  was  received  into  the  Church  of  Itoinc  ;  as  the 
University  in  those  days  had  no  room  for  either  Papist  or 
Nonconformist,  he  was  forced  to  leave;  and  his  father, 
taking  the  wisest  step  which  he  ever  took  in  his  life,  sent 
bis  son  to  M.  Pavilliard,  a  Calvinist  minister  at  Lausanne.  No 
happier  choice  could  have  been  made.  Gibbon,  indeed, 
at  first  complained  of  the  discomfort  of  his  new  life. 

‘  The  minister’s  wife,  Madame  Pavilliard,  governed  our  domestic 
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economy.  I  now  speak  of  her  without  resentment,  but  in  sober 
truth  she  was  ugly,  dirty,  proud,  ill-temjMjred,  and  covetous.’ 

But  he  went  on  to  admit — and  our  italics  again  mark  the 
passages  which  Lord  Sheflield  rejected — 

‘  The  real  hardships  of  my  situation,  the  house,  the  table,  and  the 
niistress,  were  alleviated  by  time ;  and  to  this  coarse  and  scanty  fare 
1  am  perhaps  indebted  for  the  establishment  of  my  constitution.’ 

It  seemed  at  first  a  more  serious  objection  that  M. 
I’avilliard  ‘  was  not  eminent  for  genius  or  learning.’  The 
pupil  soon  outstripped  the  tutor,  who  led  the  rising  scholar 
‘  through  the  Alphabet,  the  tlrammar,  and  the  Gospel,  to  the 
‘  utmost  limits  of  his  own  progress.’  But  if  M.  Pavilliard 
was  deficient  in  scholarship,  ‘  by  long  practise  he  was  skilled 
‘  in  the  arts  of  teaching,  and  he  laboured  with  assiduous 
‘  patience  to  know  the  character,  gain  the  affection,  and  open 
‘  the  mind  of  his  English  pupil.’  Under  his  encouragement 
Gibbon  embarked  in  a  great  voyage  of  scholarship  on  an 
ocean  which  his  preceptor  had  not  the  knowledge  to 
traverse,  and  lived  to  admit  that  ‘  whatever  may  have  been 

*  the  fruits  of  my  Education,  they  must  be  ascribed  to  the 
‘  fortunate  shipwreck  which  cast  me  on  the  shores  of  the 

*  Leman  lake.  .  .  .  Such  as  I  am,  in  genius  or  learning  or 
‘  manners,  I  owe  my  creation  to  Lausanne ;  it  was  in  that 
‘  school  that  the  statue  was  discovered  in  the  block  of  marble ; 
‘  and  my  own  religious  folly,  ray  father’s  blind  resolution, 
‘  produced  the  effects  of  the  most  deliberate  wisdom.’ 

But  scholarship  was  not  the  only  result  of  Gibbon’s  exile 
at  Lausanne.  When  he  reached  Switzerland  he  was  a  shy, 
awkward  youth,  who  had  never  experienced  the  advantages 
of  society.  At  Lausanne  the  Pavilliards  introduced  him  to 
all  their  acquaintances,  lie  wiis  received  with  kindness  and 
indulgence  in  the  best  families.  He  even  made  the  acquain¬ 
tance  of  Voltaire ;  and  he  learned  to  mix  with  ease  and 
familiarity  with  men  of  brains  and  women  of  beauty. 
These  circumstances  had,  perhaps,  almost  as  much  influence 
on  Gibbon’s  future  life  as  his  large  and  exact  scholarship. 
The  shy,  awkward  youth  became  one  of  the  most  agreeable 
of  companions.  When  he  reached  Lausanne  he  had  never 
contracted  a  permanent  friendship.  Thenceforward  he  never 
lost,  except  by  death,  any  of  the  numerous  friends  whom  he 
made. 

M.  Pavilliard  himself  had  probably  greater  pleasure  in 
another  circumstance.  He  was  ‘  not  unmindful  that  his  first 
‘  task,  his  more  important  duty,  was  to  reclaim  me  from  the 


1897. 


A  Grmt  Ilislurian, 


285 


‘errors  of  Popery.’  The  arguments  which  liad  induced  the 
undergraduate  to  join  the  Church  of  Rome  were  attacked 
in  detail ;  and  within  a  year  and  a  half  of  his  reaching 
Switzerland  Gibbon  rejoined  the  Reformed  Church. 

He  announced  his  conversion  to  his  aunt,  Miss  Porten,  in 
February  1755; — 

‘  Dear  Madam, — I  have  at  length  good  news  to  tell  you :  I  am  now  a 
good  Protestant,  and  am  extremely  glad  of  it :  1  have  in  all  my  letters 
taken  notice  of  the  diiFercnt  movements  of  my  mind.  Entirely  Catholic 
when  I  came  to  Lausanne,  wavering  long  time  between  the  two 
systems,  and  at  last  fixed  for  the  Protestant.  .  .  .  Could  I  leave  off 
here  I  should  bo  very  glad,  but  I  have  another  piece  of  news  to  tell 
you.  •  .  .  One  evening  I  went  to  .see  Mr.  Gee,  one  of  the  English 
now  hero.  I  found  him  in  his  room,  playing  at  Pharaon  [sic]  with 
some  other  gentlemen.  [Gibbon  was  induced  to  join.]  The  play 
warmed,  and  altout  three  o’clock  next  morning  I  found  I  had  lost  only 
[sic]  forty  guinea.s.  Guess  my  situation  (which  I  did  not  dare  to 
communicate  to  any  one) ;  such  a  loss,  and  an  utter  impossibility  ot 
paying  it.  I  took  the  worst  party  I  could.  1  demanded  my  revenge  ; 
they  gave  it  me,  and  the  second  meeting  Wiis  still  worse  than  the  first. 
It  cost  me  1,700  [?2,760]  francs  or  llU  guineas.  .  .  .  What  party 
can  I  take  ?  Should  I  acquaint  my  Father  with  it  ?  What  first  fruits 
of  a  conversion  should  I  give  him  ?  I  have  then  no  other  resource  but 
you.  Tell  me  not  that  you  are  poor,  that  you  have  not  enough  for 
yourself.  I  do  not  address  myself  to  you  as  the  richest,  but  as  the 
kindest  of  my  relations.  ...  I  am  too  much  agitated  to  go  on.  I  will 
tell  you  something  of  myself  in  my  next,  i.c.,  very  soon. 

‘  I  am,  dear  Kitty,  your  unfortunate  Nephew, 

‘  E.  Gibbon.’ 

Miss  Porten,  instead  of  complying  with  her  nephew’s 
request,  sent  his  letter  to  his  father.  And  his  stepmother 
— for  his  father  had  married  again — endorsed  it :  ‘  Please 

‘  remember  this  letter  was  not  addres.sed  to  his  mother-in-law, 
‘  but  his  aunt,  an  old  cat  as  she  was  to  refuse  his  request.’ 

The  sequel  of  the  story  proved  that  the  boy  who  lost  his 
money  was  more  fortunate  than  the  man  who  made  it. 
Flushed  with  his  success,  Mr.  Gee  went  to  Paris  and  played 
high. 

‘Once  he  had  150,000  livrcs  (French  money)  in  hia  pocket,  but  a 
week  after  he  was  1,500  guineas  in  debt.  The  end  was  that  his 
Mother,  though  extremely  poor,  paid  all  his  debts  and  sent  him  into 
England,  where  he  is  now,  having  lost  his  commission,  having  hardly 
any  other  resource  than  his  Majesty’s  highway.  So  much  for  Gee.’ 

The  boy  who  lost,  on  the  contrary,  contrived  to  pay  his 
debts  by  retrenching  his  other  expenses,  and  years  after¬ 
wards  was  able  to  say  to  his  stepmother : — 
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‘  I  have  never  lost  at  play  a  hundred  pounds  at  any  one  lime ; 
perhaps  not  in  tlie  course  of  iny  life.  Play  I  neither  love  nor  under* 
stand.’ 

We  must  not  conclude  our  account  of  Gibbon’s  Brst 
sojourn  at  Lausanne  without  some  reference  to  bis  short 
engagement  to  Mile.  Curchod,  to  which  we  have  already 
alluded.  At  the  time  of  it  Gibbon,  it  must  be  recollected, 
was  not  of  age.  Mile.  Curchod  was  ‘  lively  in  conversation, 
‘  pure  in  sentiment,  and  elegant  in  manners.’  Her  parents 
‘  honourably  encouraged  a  connection  which  might  raise 
‘  their  daughter  above  want  and  dependence.’  But  the 
course  of  true  love  never  runs  smooth.  Gibbon’s  father 
perhaps  naturally  objected  to  his  son’s  marriage  with  the 
daughter  of  a  penniless  Ssviss  clergyman,  and  Gibbon,  sigh¬ 
ing  as  a  lover,  and  obeying  as  a  son,  wrote  to  Mile.  Curchwl 
suid  broke  his  engagement.  Seven  years  afterwards  the 
lady  married  M.  Necker,  and  became  the  mother  of  Madame 
de  Stael.  Gibbon  himself  says  that — 

‘My  wound  was  insensibly  healed  by  time,  abHciico,  and  the  habits 
of  a  new  life  :  and  niy  cure  was  accelerated  by  a  liiithful  report  of  the 
tranquillity  and  chearfulness  of  the  lady  herself.’ 

The  lady’s  own  letters,  however,  give  a  very  diflferent 
account  of  the  affair.  They  showed,  ‘  so  far  tis  words  could 
‘  prove  anything,  that  she  had  never  ceased  to  love  him.’ 
Rousseau,  moreover,  who  was  told  the  story,  and  asked  to 
intercede  in  Mile.  Curchod’s  interest,  ‘  declined  to  inter- 
‘  fere,  saying  that  Gibbon  was  too  cold-blooded  a  young 
‘  man  for  his  taste  or  for  Mile.  Curchod’s  happiness.’  And 
Gibbon’s  own  statement,  made  long  afterwards,  justifies 
Rousseau’s  suspicions  : — 

‘  A  matrimonial  alliance  has  ever  been  the  object  of  my  terror  rather 
than  of  my  wishes.  I  was  not  very  strongly  pressed  by  my  family  or 
my  passions  to  pro])agate  the  name  and  race  of  the  Gibbons,  and  if 
some  reasonable  temptations  occurred  in  the  neighbourhood,  the  vague 
idea  never  proceeded  to  the  length  of  a  serious  negotiation.’  • 

*  When  Gibbon  wrote  this  piissage  in  1781),  his  memory  must  have 
])layed  him  a  serious  trick.  It  seems  <juite  certain  that,  in  1774, 
he  did  seriously  contemplate  matrimony ;  and  that  he  authorised 
his  stepmother  to  feel  the  way  for  him  with  the  lady  of  his  choice. 
Religious  difl'ercnces  seem  to  have  interrupted  the  negotiation.  But  it 
mast  be  confessed  that  Gibbon  bore  his  disap{x)intmeut  with  a  calm 
which  showed  that  his  philosophy  was  stronger  than  his  love.  Lord 
Sheffield,  who  was  aware  of  this  negotiation,  probably  on  that  account 
struck  out  the  (tassage  which  we  have  quoted  in  the  text. 
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At  last,  after  an  exile  of  more  than  four  years,  Gibbon 
was  invited  by  his  father  to  return  home. 

*  My  Father’s  impatience  for  my  return  was  not  wholly  of  the  dis¬ 
interested  kind.  .  .  .  The  time  of  my  recall  had  been  so  nicely  computed 
that  I  arrived  in  London  three  days  before  I  was  of  age ;  the  priests 
and  the  altar  had  been  prepared,  and  the  victim  was  unconscious  of  the 
impending  stroke.  According  to  the  forms  and  fictions  of  our  law,  I 
levied  a  Gne  and  sutTered  a  recovery ;  the  entail  was  cut  off  ;  a  sum  of 
ten  thousand  pounds  was  raised  on  mortgage  for  my  father’s  use,  and 
he  repaid  the  obligation  by  settling  on  me  an  annuity  of  three  hundred 
pounds  a  year.’ 

lie  said  afterwards  of  this  transaction,  in  a  letter  to  his 
stepmother : — 

‘I  was  then  a  niw  lad  of  one  and  twenty,  unaci|uainted  with  law 
or  business,  and  desirous  of  obliging  my  Father,  lie  then  gave  me 
three  hundred  a  year,  a  niotlerate  allowance  to  which  his  eldest  son 
would  have  had  a  natural  claim,  had  no  such  transaction  intervened.’ 

On  this  allowance  (aiblM>n  lived  in  liondoti,  retirinjr  when 
his  ptirse  was  (‘inpty  to  his  fath(‘r’s  seat  in  Ifatnpshire, 
where  he  foitnd  a  liberal  maintenance,  and  iti  his  ‘  own 
‘  studies  an  ine.xhanstible  source  of  atnnsement.’  This  quiet 
life  w.as  interrttpted  after  it  had  lasted  two  years  by  the 
publicatioti  of  his  first  essay,  and  the  embodiment  of  the 
Hampshire  Militia. 

We  know  from  Gibbon  hitnself  that  the  essay  -on  the  Study 
of  Literature — was  commenced  before  ho  had  left  Lausanne, 
and  was  sugfrested  by  his  own  wide  readinj;.  Tt  was  com¬ 
posed  in  French — a  lanj'uago  which  had  beiome  more 
familiar  than  Etij^lish  to  its  author — and  its  publication  was 
suggested  by  his  father,  who  fancied  that  the  knowledge  of 
French  which  it  displayed  might  procure  his  son  some 
appointment  at  the  Oongre.ss  which  was  about  to  meet  to 
negotiate  the  peace  ultimately  concluded  in  1703.  This 
object  was  not  secured. 

‘  It  is  not  surprising  tli.it  .a  work,  of  wliicli  the  style  and  sentiments 
were  so  totally  foreign,  should  have  been  more  8ucces.sful  abroad  than 
at  home.  ...  In  England  it  was  received  with  cold  indifferenco,  little 
read,  and  speedily  forgotten.  .  .  .  Tlie  publication  of  my  History 
fifteen  years  afterwards  revival  the  memory  of  my  first  performance, 
and  the  Es.say  was  eagerly  sought  in  the  shops,  .  .  .  and  when  a  copy 
of  the  original  Edition  hius  lieen  discovered  in  a  sale,  the  primitive 
value  of  half-a  crown  has  risen  to  the  fanciful  price  ofaHuineaor 
thirty  shillings.’ 

Such  is  the  account  which  Gibbon  himself  gave  of  what 
he  calls  ‘  the  loss  of  my  literary  maidenhead.’  At  the 
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time,  however,  of  his  first  publication  he  was  chiefly  occupied 
in  a  very  different  manner.  The  Hampshire  Militia  was 
embodied  in  1760,  under  the  command  of  Sir  Thomas 
Worsley,  and  Gibbon’s  father  was  the  major  of  the  regiment 
in  which  Gibbon  himself  held  a  commission  as  captain. 
During  the  next  two  years  and  a  half  the  regiment  was 
quartered  in  a  great  many  places  in  the  southern  counties  of 
England,  and  gradually  acquired  some  degree  of  proficiency 
and  discipline.  Gibbon  himself,  though  only  a  captain  in 
rank,  seems  from  the  first  to  have  exercised  the  chief 
authority  in  the  battalion,  to  the  command  of  which  he 
ultimately  succeeded.  Sir  Thomas  Worsley  was  ‘  an  easy 
‘  good-humoured  man,  fond  of  the  table  and  of  his  bed ;  ’ 
the  officers  were  ‘  deficient  in  the  knowledge  of  scholars  and 
‘  the  manners  of  gentlemen,’  and  Gibbon  confesses  that  his 
colonel’s  ‘example  encouraged  the  daily  practise  of  hard 
‘  drinking  which  has  sown  in  my  constitution  the  seeds  of 
‘  the  gout,’  and  which  was  probably  the  indirect  cause  of 
the  illness  which  terminated  his  life.  The  society  of  the 
towns  in  which  the  regiment  was  quartered  did  not  com¬ 
pensate  for  these  draavbacks.  At  one  of  them  Gibbon 
complains,  in  a  letter  to  his  stepmother,  there  is  ‘  a  great 
‘  deal  of  noise  and  no  conversation ;  a.  great  many  people 
‘  and  no  society  ;  a  most  excessive  familiarity  and  no  friend- 
‘  ship.’  On  the  other  hand,  Gibbon  found  leisure  in  the 
camp  to  continue  his  favourite  studies ;  while  even  his 
reading  did  not  interfere  with  the  discharge  of  his  military 
duties : — 

‘  Under  the  care  (may  I  presume  to  say  7)  of  a  veteran  oflicer,  the 
South  Battalion  of  the  Hampshire  Militia  acquired  the  degree  of  skill 
and  discipline  which  w.as  compatible  with  the  brevity  of  time  and  the 
looseness  of  peaceful  subordination.’ 

And  if  the  regiment  owed  much  to  Gibbon,  Gibbon  owed 
something  to  the  regiment  : — 

‘  A  familiar  view  of  the  discipline  and  evolutions  of  a  modern 
battalion  travc  me  a  clearer  notion  of  the  Phalanx  and  the  Legion ;  and 
the  Captain  of  the  Ilampsliire  Grenadiers  (the  reader  may  smile)  has 
not  been  useless  to  the  Historian  of  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire.’ 

At  the  end  of  1762  the  regiment  was  at  last  disembodied, 
and  Gibbon  at  once  resolved  to  ‘  execute  the  plan  of  foreign 
‘  travel,  which  had  been  stispended  above  four  years  by  the 
‘  general  war  and  my  particular  engagements.’  He  set  out 
in  January  1763,  spent  three  or  four  months  in  Paris,  where 
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his  essay  introduced  him  to  men  of  mark,  and  in  May,  after 
an  absence  of  five  years,  he  returned  to  Lausanne,  where 
he  remained  for  nearly  twelve  months.*  In  the  following 
spring  he  crossed  the  Alps,  and  after  visiting  Milan,  whose 
famous  cathedral  he  regarded  as  ‘  an  unfinished  monument 
‘  of  Gothic  Superstition  and  Wealth,’  and  after  reposing 
during  the  heat  of  the  summer  months  at  Florence,  he 
‘  approached  and  entered  the  Eternal  City,’  where  he  was  to 
receive  the  inspiration  which  suggested  the  great  work  of 
his  life.  He  returned  to  England,  after  a  short  stay  at 
Venice,  which  gave  him  ‘  some  hours  of  astonishment,  and 
‘some  days  of  disgust,’ in  June  1705,  after  an  absence  of 
two  years  and  a  half. 

The  five  years  which  intervened  between  Gibbon’s  second 
return  from  abroad  and  his  father’s  death  in  1770  were  the 
portion  of  his  life  which  he  ‘  passed  with  the  least  enjoy- 
‘  ment,  and  which  he  remembered  with  the  least  satisfaction.’ 
Whether  he  was  by  himself  in  London  or  with  his  father  in 
Hajiipshire,  he  was  continually  oppressed  by  his  father’s 
increasing  embarrassments  and  the  consciousness  of  his 
own  insufficient  resoui'ces.  In  London  he  was  soon  ‘ballotted 
‘  into  Boodle’s  (that  school  of  virtue,  as  the  Earl  of  Shel- 
‘  burne  had  first  named  it),’  where  he  found  ‘the  daily  re- 
‘  source  of  excellent  dinners,  mixed  company  aud  moderate 
‘  2)lay.’  He  owned,  however,  ‘  with  a  blush,  that  [his] 

‘  virtues  of  temperance  and  sobriety  had  not  completely 
‘  recovered  themselves  from  the  wounds  of  the  Militia,  that 
‘  [his]  connections  were  much  less  among  women  than  men, 
‘  and  that  these  men,  though  far  from  contemptible  in 
‘  rank  and  fortune,  were  not  of  the  first  eminence  in  the 
‘literary  or  political  world.’  In  this  periotl,  indeed,  he 
attempted  one  considerable  work,  the  history  of  Switzerland, 
devoting  the  best  part  of  three  years  to  its  preparation 
and  composition.  Like  his  previous  essay,  the  history  was 
written  in  French,  in  a  style  which.  Gibbon  himself  thought, 
‘  above  prose  and  below  jioetry,  degenerated  into  a  verbose 
‘  and  turgid  declamation.’  The  first  book  was  submitted 


*  Mile.  Curcliod  was  still  unmarried.  Ilut  Gibbon,  writing  to  his 
stepmother,  said,  ‘  I  should  like  extremely  to  pas-s  the  winter  here,  if 
my  Father  would  give  me  leave.  Give  me  leave  to  add  (for  I  am 
sensible  you  may  Imve  suspicions;  that  no  woman  is  the  least  con- 
cerned  in  my  desire,  and  that  os  to  any  old  inclinations,  they  are  so 
far  from  subsisting  that  no  one  can  be  more  opposite  to  them  at 

f resent  than  myself.  This  I  assure  you  of  upon  my  word  of  honour, 
hope  after  that  I  need  say  nothing  more.’ 
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to  a  literary  society  of  foreigners  iu  London ;  their  verdict 
was  unfavourable.  Gibbon  listened  to  their  strictures  and 
committed  his  MSS.  to  the  flames. 

But  this  unhappy  period  of  uncertainty  and  failure  was 
rapidly  coming  to  an  end.  In  November  1770  Gibbon 
lost  his  father ;  and,  though  he  only  succeeded  to  the  wreck 
of  what  had  once  been  a  considerable  fortune,  he  was  thence¬ 
forward  in  enjoyment  of  an  income  usually  sufficient  for 
his  moderate  wants,  and  of  an  independence  which  he  valued 
more  than  his  income.  In  his  own  words,  ‘  the  clear  untainted 
‘  remains  of  my  patrimony  have  been  always  sufficient  to 
‘  support  the  rank  of  a  gentlemen,  and  to  satisfy  the  wants 
‘  of  a  philosopher.’  What  he  himself  called  ‘  the  golden 
‘  mediocrity  of  [his]  fortune  ’  continued  to  fortify  his  appli¬ 
cation.  He  added:  — 

‘  Few  books  of  merit  and  importance  have  been  comiiosod  eitlicr  ia 
a  garret  or  a  palace.  A  gentleman  possessed  ol'  leisure  and  com¬ 
petency  may  be  encouraged  by  the  assurance  of  an  honourable 
reward  ;  but  wretched  is  the  writer  and  wretched  will  be  the  work, 
where  daily  diligence  is  stimulatetl  by  daily  hunger.’ 

Yet  Gibbon  must  have  known  Goldsmith,  and  must  pre¬ 
sumably  have  read  the  ‘  Vicar  of  Wakefield.’ 

In  the  beginning  of  Ml'i  Gibbon  removed  himself  and  liis 
books  into  a  house  in  Bentinck  Street,  which  he  describes  as 
absolutely  the  best  house  in  London,  and  which  became  his 
liome  for  the  succeeding  ten  years.*  These  years  form  the 
fullest,  happiest  and  most  useful  period  of  Gibbon’s  life. 

In  fact,  so  soon  as  he  was  settled  in  his  own  home  Gibbon 
threw  himself  into  the  composition  of  the  great  work  which 
has  made  his  name  immortal.  In  this  article,  where  we  have 
endeavoured  to  dwell  on  the  new  material  which  is  for  the 
first  time  at  our  disposal,  we  shall  not  repeat  the  well-known 
description  which  he  has  given  of  his  labours.  It  will  bo 
sufficient  to  say  that  the  first  volume,  after  having  been 
refused  by  one  publisher,  appe.ared  in  1770,  and  that  it  was 
followed  in  1781  by  the  second  and  third  volumes  of  the 
quarto  edition — bringing  the  narrative  down  to  the  fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire  in  the  West.  The  success  of  the  work  was 


*  Bentinck  Street  was  much  further  removcsl,  it  should  be  recol¬ 
lected,  from  the  bustle  and  smoke  of  London  than  it  is  now.  It  is, 
perhaps,  worth  adding  that  iu  1781  (libbon  thought  of  moving  from 
Bentinck  Street  to  Harley  Street,  and  that  he  describes  the  latter  as 
*  somewhat  further  in  the  Country  than  ’  Bentinck  Street. 
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immediate ;  its  merits  were  at  once  appreciated,  and  Gibbon 
became  one  of  the  most  prominent  men  of  his  time. 

Success  naturally  enlarged  his  social  acquaintance.  He 
soon  became  intimate  with  all  that  was  worth  knowing  in 
politics,  literature  and  society.  Ho  was  elected  to  Brooks’s 
and  White’s,  and  in  1 7  74  became  a  member  of  ‘  The  Club  ’ — the 
Literary  Club,  as  it  was  then  called — which  had  been  founded 
by  Reynolds  and  Johnson  ten  years  previously,  which  still 
continues  the  most  famous  of  the  dining  societies  of  London, 
and  which,  in  the  13:1  years  of  its  existence,  has  perhaps 
seen  at  its  tjibles  more  men  of  note  than  any  other 
society.  Gibbon  himself  suggested  the  form  in  which  the 
election  of  a  new  member  was  to  be  communicated  to  him : — 

‘  Sll!, 

‘  I  luive  tlic  pleasure  to  inform  you  that  you  had  last  night  the 
honour  to  be  elected  a  member  of  The  Celt.. 

‘  I  have,  &c.’ 

And  this  form  has  been  invariably  used  to  the  present  time. 

Other  duties  were  concurrently  occupying  the  historian’s 
time.  Gibbon’s  aunt,  Catherine  Gibbon,  had  married  a 
Captain  Elliston ;  and  their  only  daughter  and  heiress. 
Gibbon’s  cousin,  became  the  wife  of  Mr.  Eliot,  the  heir  of  Lord 
Eliot  of  Port  Eliot.  At  the  general  election  of  1774  Gibbon, 
through  Lord  Eliot’s  influence,  became  member  for  Liskeard.* 
Ho  continued  to  represent  that  borough  till  the  general 
election  of  1781,  when,  by  Lord  North’s  influence,  he  was 
returned  for  Lymington.  In  Parliament  ho  never  broke  an 
habitual  silence  ;  though  he  supported  Lord  North,  he  took 
no  interest  in  the  politics  of  the  day.  Immersed  in  the 
studies  of  the  past,  he  2’iiid  only  an  imperfect  attention  to 
the  aftairs  of  the  2>resent. 

His  own  position,  however,  in  the  world  of  letters,  and 
Lord  North’s  friendship,  iirocnred  him  in  1778  the  comfort¬ 
able  position  of  a  Lordship  of  'Trade ;  and  he  enjoyed  the 
income  of  the  office  for  a  period  of  three  years,  when  it 
was  destroyed  on  the  accession  of  a  new  ^Ministry,  in  accord- 

•  Gibbon  paid  Lord  Eliot  a  visit  in  the  preceding  autumn,  and  he 
wrote  tollolroyd: — ‘  Our  civil  Landlord  possesses  neither  a  ]>ack  of 
hoiinds,  nor  a  sUible  of  running  horses,  nor  a  large  farm,  nor  a  good 
Library.  One  pintiCtmion  he  firm,  ini/eeit,  tnnsl  Inili/  ileeirahle  :  but  I  much 
jeir  that  the  Oanae  of  St.  Oermnine  has  no  particular  inclination  for 
me,  and  that  the  interested  strumpet  will  tp'eld  only  to  a  golden 
shower.'  Our  italics  show,  as  usual,  the  words  which  Lord  Sheffield 
rejected. 
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ance  with  the  programme  of  Economical  Reform  which 
Burke  had  propounded.  On  the  formation  of  the  Coalition 
Ministry,  in  178-‘h  he  entertained  some  ho2>es  that  Lord 
North’s  interest  might  procure  him  some  further  advance¬ 
ment.  He  was  disappointed.  He  found  that  he  had 
insensibly  increased  his  exi>enses  by  his  seat  in  Parliament 
and  by  the  temptations  of  an  olKcial  income.  He  had 
neither  the  inclination  nor,  perhaps,  the  courage  to 
retrench,  and  he  decided  to  leave  England,  and  to  I'ctire 
to  his  old  retreat  on  the  banks  of  tlie  Leman  Like  at 
Lausanne. 

His  philosojihic  temperament  was  easily  reconciled  to  the 
new  change  in  his  circumstances,  lie  had,  i)erhap3,  never 
thoroughly  enjoyed  the  noise  and  bustle  of  a  great  capital, 
the  ‘  fumum  ct  opes  strepitumque  Roime.’  ‘  A  few  friends 
‘  and  a  great  many  books  may  entertain  me,  but  I  think 
‘  fifteen  hundred  jK'ople  the  worst  company  in  the  world.’ 
His  home  in  Bentinck  Street,  which  he  had  described  in 
1773  as  ‘  absolutely  the  best  house  in  London,’  was  regarded 
in  1 784  as  ‘  a  small  house  between  a  Street  and  a  Stable  Yard.’ 
Instead  of  it,  he  ‘  began  to  occuiiy  a  sjiacious  and  convenient 
‘  Mansion,  connected  on  the  North  side  with  the  City  (of 
‘  Lausanne)  and  open  on  the  South  to  a  beautiful  and  bound- 
‘  less  horizon.’  lie  shared  its  possession  with  M.  Dey  verdun, 
whose  acquaintance  he  had  made  during  his  earliest  resi¬ 
dence  in  Switzerland,  and  who  had  ever  since  continued  one 
of  his  closest  friends. 

‘  I  enjoyed  at  every  meal,  at  every  hour,  tlie  free  and  pleasant 
conversation  of  the  friend  of  my  youth,  and  my  daily  table  was  always 
provided  for  the  rccoi>tion  of  one  or  two  extraordinary  guests.  Our 
importance  in  Society  is  less  a  positive  than  a  relative  weight ;  in  London 
I  was  lost  in  the  crowd ;  I  ranked  with  the  first  families  of  Lausanne, 
and  my  style  of  jwudent  expcncc  enabled  mo  to  maintain  afiiir  balance 
of  reciprocal  civilities.’ 

Most  men,  even  should  they  iittain  the  distinction  of  a 
Gibbon,  think  that  the  chief  charm  of  society  in  London  is 
derived  from  their  intercourse  with  men  and  women  whose 
intellects  arc  superior,  or  at  least  equal,  to  their  own. 
Gibbon,  apparently,  as  he  grew  older  preferred  the  solitiiry 
eminence  which  his  fame  secured  him  in  a  smaller  circle. 
He  would  hardly  have  admitted  that  it  was  ‘  better  to  reign 
‘  in  Hell  than  serve  in  Heaven.’  But  he  evidently  thought 
that  it  was  preferable  to  be  an  acknowledged  leader  in 
Lausanne  than  to  be  merged  in  a  crowd  in  London. 

Gibbon  had  already  written  the  greater  portion  of  the 
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fourth  volume  of  his  History  before  he  left  Loiulon.  lie 
completed  the  whole  work  in  the  ensuinj'  years ;  and  in  the 
summer  of  1787  af^ain  returned  to  Enjjland  to  arrange  for 
its  publication.  The  final  publication  was  purposely  delayed 
‘that  it  might  coincide  with  the  fifty-first  anniversary  of 
‘  [his]  birthday ;  ’  and  the  historian  was  thus  detained  in 
England  for  the  bettor  part  of  a  year.  He  passed  most  of 
that  time  with  Lord  Sheffield  either  in  London  or  in  Sussex — 
dining,  when  he  was  in  London  (as  the  llocords  of  the 
Society  still  show),  constantly  with  the  Club  -or  in  paying 
visits  to  his  sU'pmother  in  Bath. 

‘  In  the  larger  circle  of’  the  Metropolis,  I  observe  1  the  coiiiitiy  ami 
the  inhabitant*,  with  the  knowledge,  and  w  itliout  the  prejudices,  of  an 
Englishman  ;  but  I  rejoyced  in  the  apparent  increase  of  woaltli  and 
prosperity  which  might  be  fairly  <Iivided  between  the  spirit  of  the 
nation  and  the  wisdom  of  the  minister.  All  ])arty  resentment  was 
now  lost  in  oblivion  :  since  I  was  no  man’s  rival,  no  man  was  my 
enemy  :  I  felt  the  dignity  of  indejKMidence,  and,  as  I  asked  no  more, 
I  was  satisfied  with  the  general  civilities  of  tl>e  World.’ 

We  may  reasonably  hope,  from  these  stately  sentences, 
that  on  tho  occasion  of  his  last  stay  of  any  duration  in 
England,  Gibbon  found  that  there  was  something  good  in 
London  its  well  as  at  Lausanne ;  and  that  even  tho  ‘  fnmus 
‘  stropitusquo  Komte  ’  have  their  compensations  in  the 
society  of  men  of  mark  and  leading. 

With  the  publication  of  the  last  volume  of  his  History,  in 
1788,  the  interest  in  Gibbon’s  life  largely  terminates.  IHs 
work  was  done,  and  his  remaining  years  were  spent  in 
comparative  leisure  at  Lausanne.  He  had  the  misfortune 
in  1789  to  lose  his  early  friend,  !M.  Doyverdun.  But  his 
place  was  partly  supplied  by  ‘  tho  solid  and  tender  friendship 
‘  of  a  respectable  family  [the  de  Severys].’ 

‘  The  four  persona  of  wliom  it  is  composed  are  all  endowed  with 
the  virtues  best  adapted  to  their  age  and  sitnatiun :  and  I  am  en¬ 
couraged  to  love  the  parents  as  a  brother,  and  tho  children  as  a 
father.’  • 


•  Miss  Ilolroyd  wrote  of  the  do  Severys: — ‘  M’o  had  the  honour 
and  pleasure  of  dining  and  spending  the  evening  at  I\Iona.  de  Severy’s. 
Madame  do  Severy  i*  called  Mont  Blanc,  and  I  cannot  give  you  a 
Itctter  Idea  of  her.  I  feel  more  inclination  to  admire  and  respect  that 
family  than  to  love  them.  There  is  :i  great  deal  of  dignity  and 
frigidity  in  their  comiwsition,  which  is  much  increased  by  Mr. 
Gibbon’s  attentions.  He  dotes  upon  them.  They  arc  called  “Gibbon’s 
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Tlie  outbreak  of  the  French  llevolution  increased  his 
society : — 

‘  A  swarm  of  emigrants  of  both  sexes,  who  escaped  from  the  public 
ruin,  lias  been  attracted  by  the  vicinity,  the  manners,  and  the  language 
of  Lausanne,  and  our  narrow  habitations  in  town  and  country  are  now 
occupied  by  the  first  names  and  titles  of  the  departed  Monarchy.’ 

There  Miss  Ilolroyd  paid  Gibbon  the  visit  to  which  we 
have  already  alluded  in  the  summer  of  1791.  She  was 
charmed  with  the  beauty  of  the  situation,  which  she  admitted 
far  exceeded  her  expectations.  But 

‘  I  own  my  surjirise  is  very  great,  that  Mr.  Giblxin  should 
choose  to  sjiend  his  days  here  in  preference  to  England,  for  there  does 
not  ajipear  to  me  anybody,  with  whom  he  can  converse  on  equal  terms, 
or  who  is  worthy  to  hear  him:  but  it  is  a  proof  how  much  pleasure 
Flattery  gives  the  most  sensible  jieople.  This  is  the  only  advantage 
this  jilace  can  have  over  England  for  him.’ 

Gibbon  lived  almost  entirely  in  Swiss  society  : — 

‘  Mr.  Gibbon  [wrote  Miss  Holroyd]  dislikes  the  French  very  much, 
which  is  nothing  but  Swiss  prejudice,  of  which  he  has  imbibed  a  large 
quantity.* 

Miss  Holroyd  herself  did  not  share  this  opinion.  She 
wrote : — 

*  I  do  not  wonder  that  the  Swiss  arc  not  partial  to  the  French,  for 
they  certainly  cannot  stand  the  comparison.  It  is  not  a  fair  one 
without  doubt,  as  tho  French  we  have  here  are  the  flower  of  the 
French  Court,  and  very  pleasing  and  elegant  they  are.  Of  the  Swiss 
there  seems  to  be  but  one  opinion  :  they  certainly  do  not  possess  “Les 
Graces.”  ’ 

One  grace,  however,  they  had  in  abundance  : — 

‘  Lally  is  a  companion  that  would  not  suit  Mr.  Gibl>on  constantly, 
as  he  does  not  much  like  j)laying  a  second  jMirt.  Vivent  les  Suisses 
for  that !  who,  when  the  “  King  of  tho  Place,”  as  lie  is  called,  opens 
his  mouth  (which,  you  know,  he  generally  does  some  time  lieforc  he 
has  arranged  his  sentence)  all  wait  in  awful  ami  respectful  silence  for 
what  shall  follow,  and  look  up  to  it  as  an  Oracle.’ 

In  this  society,  however,  (Jibbon  passed  his  remaining 
3’ears  happily  and  contentedly.  He  acknowledged  in  one  of 
the  last  pages  that  he  wrote  that  his  lot  had  been  enviable : — 

‘  The  double  fortune  of  my  birth  in  a  free  and  enlightened  country, 
in  an  hoiiourablu  and  wealthy  family,  is  tho  lucky  chance  of  an  unit 
against  millions.  ...  I  am  endowed  with  a  cheerful  tcmjier,  a 
moderate  sensibility,  and  a  natural  disposition  to  rcjiose  rather  than 
to  action  :  some  mischievous  habits  and  apjietites  have,  jierhaps,  been 
corrected  by  philosophy  or  time.  The  love  of  study,  u  jmssion 
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which  derives  fresh  vigour  from  enjoyment,  8upj)Iies  each  day,  each 
hour,  with  a  perpeiual  source  of  independent  and  rational  pleasure. 
The  original  soil  has  been  highly  improved  by  labour  and  manure.  .  .  . 
These  enjoyments  would  be  tasteless  and  bitter  if  their  possession  were 
not  assured  by  an  annual  and  adccpiate  supply.  Jly  the  painful 
method  of  amputation  [our  italics  again  indicate  a  {>assage  which  Lord 
Sheffield  omitted]  tni/  father'll  debts  have  been  compleatly  discharged : 
the  labour  of  my  pen,  the  sale  of  lands,  the  inheritance  of  a  maiden 
aunt,  have  improved  my  property,  and  it  will  be  exonerated  on  some 
melancholy  day  from  the  payment  of  Mrs.  Gibbon's  jointure.  According 
to  the  scale  of  Switzerland,  I  am  a  rich  man ;  and  I  am  indeed  rich, 
since  my  income  is  superior  to  my  cxpcnce,  and  my  expence  is  e(iual 
to  my  wishes.  .  .  .  The  present  is  a  fleeting  moment :  the  j)ast  is  no 
more:  and  our  prospect  of  futurity  is  dark  and  doubtful.  This  day 
may  po&sibly  be  my  last :  but  the  laws  of  probability,  so  true  in  general, 
so  fallacious  in  particular,  still  allow  me  about  fifteen  years.* 

It  was  not,  liowi'viM',  to  l)t‘.  .Symptoms  of  the  dise.ase  to 
which  he  was  ultimately  to  succumb  had  loiijj  been  visible. 
Wliile  he  was  a  comparatively  young  man  ‘  a  horrid  monster, 
‘  ycleped  the  gout,’  paid  him  a  short  visit.  In  1791  he 
acknowledged  that  he  had  suflered  from  seven  or  eight 
different  attacks ;  that  each  attack  had  increased  in  duration 
and  intensity,  and  had  left  him  with  less  strength  and  agility 
than  before.  lie  had  probably  an  hereditary  tendency  to 
the  disease,  since  his  father  had  died  of  dropsy.  But  we 
have  his  own  testimony  that  *  the  daily  practice  of  hard  and 
*  even  excessive  drinking,’  during  his  career  in  the  Militia,  had 
sown  the  seeds  of  gout  in  his  constitution.  With  increasing 
age,  indeed.  Gibbon  became  more  prudent.  But  to  the  last 
day  of  his  life  he  was  fond  of  madeira,  and  with  advancing 
years  he  displayed  an  incix>asing  indis^Kisition  to  take  exercise. 
A  great  English  Minister  once  said  to  one  of  his  own 
colleagues,  ‘  I  am  afniid  that  you  do  not  take  exercise 
‘enough,  or  eat  and  drink  more  than  enough.  One  of  the 
‘two  may  do,  but  not  both  together.’  No  one,  unluckily, 
gave  similar  advice  to  Gibbon.  He  himself  neglected  the 
warnings  of  approaching  illness.  At  last,  on  a  final  visit 
which  he  paid  to  England  in  170:1,  he  was  taken  seriously 
ill  at  Lord  Sheffield’s  Sussex  house.  He  was  brought  to 
London  for  medical  advice,  and  temporarily  relieved  by  being 


in  the  fifty-seventh  year  of  his  age. 

We  have  endeavoured  briefly  to  re-tell  the  old  story  of 
Gibbon’s  life  with  the  help  of  the  new  material  which  is  for 
the  first  time  accessible  to  us.  It  must  be  recollected  that  in 
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doing  so  we  have  an  advantage  which  a  biographer  does 
not  usually  enjoy.  We  know  Gibbon  as  we  know  few  of  his 
contemporaries,  because  he  has  himself  supplied  us  with  the 
necessary  analysis  of  his  character.  What  Boswell  did  for 
Johnson  Gibbon  did  even  more  effectually  for  himself.  He 
dissected  his  own  character  and  gave  us  his  portrait,  painted 
without  any  attempt  to  efface  either  its  strength  or  its  weak¬ 
ness  ;  and  this  portrait  enables  us  to  gauge  the  value  of 
the  verdicts  which  contomporary  men  of  mark  passed  on 
the  historian.  Horace  Walpole,  for  instance,  thought  him 
vain  ;  Boswell,  who  disliked  him,  declared  that  he  did  not 
dare  trust  himself  in  argument  with  Johnson  ;  Burke  thought 
Gibbon’s  style  affected,  ‘  mere  frippery  and  tinsel  ;  ’  Madame 
du  Deffand  shared  Burke’s  opinion,  and  thought  the  *  Decline 
‘  and  Fall  ’  declamatory  and  oratorical ;  and  Mackintosh 
declared  that  Gibbon  might  have  been  taken  from  a  corner 
of  Burke’s  mind  without  ever  being  missed.  Even  in  our 
own  time  Gibbon’s  excellent  biographer,  Mr.  Cotter  Morrison, 
quotes  with  api)roval  Porson’s  saying  of  him :  ‘  We  are  too  often 
‘  reminded  of  that  great  man,  Mr.  Prig,  the  auctioneer,  whose 
‘  manner  was  so  inimitably  fine  that  he  had  as  much  to  say 
‘  on  a  ribbon  as  on  a  Raphael.’  While  of  his  political  career 
lie  says  in  another  passage  that  it  was  altogether  common¬ 
place  and  unworthy  of  him. 

That  there  is  some  truth  in  these  v.arious  verdicts  we  do  not 
deny.  That  Gibbon,  for  example,  w  as  vain  there  can  be  little 
doubt.  His  v.anity  w’as  not  only  the  vanity  of  success  ;  he 
had  the  vanity  of  a  fine  gentleman.  He  liked  to  drive 
about  Paris,  ‘  decked  out  in  silks  and  silver,’  with  two  foot¬ 
men  in  handsome  liveries  behind  his  coach.  He  liked  also 
the  appreciation  or  the  admiration  which  he  received  from 
the  de  Severys  and  the  other  Swiss  at  Lausanne.  That  he 
was  also  incapable  of  withstanding  Johnson  we  are  equally 
prepared  to  admit.  The  same  diffidence,  in  fact,  which 
made  him  a  silent  member  in  the  Commons  prevented 
his  joining  in  the  rough  and  ready  arguments  in  which 
Johnson  delighted.  ‘  His  conversation,’  wrote  Sir  J.  Bland 
Burgess  in  a  well-known  passage,  ‘  w'as  not  what  Dr.  Johnson 
‘  would  have  called  talk.  There  was  no  interchange  of  ideas,  for 
‘  no  one  had  a  chance  of  replying  ;  so  fugitive,  so  variable,  was 
‘  his  mode  of  discoursing,  which  consisted  of  points,  anecdotes 
‘  and  epigrammatic  thrusts,  all  more  or  less  to  the  purpose,  and 
‘  all  pleasantly  said  Avith  a  French  air  and  manner,  which  gave 
‘  them  great  piquancy,  but  which  wereAvithal  so  desultory  and 
‘  unconnected  that  the  attention  of  his  auditors  sometimes 
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‘  flagged  before  his  own  resources  were  exhausted.’  A 
talker  of  this  kind  had  no  chance  with  Johnson,  and  may 
have  seemed  immeasurably  inferior  in  intellect  to  Burke. 
That  his  political  career  was  not  remarkable  we  must  also 
concede  to  Mr.  Morrison.  Gibbon  described  himself  at  one 
time  as  ‘  an  Englishman,  a  philosopher  and  a  Whig,’  but  it 
would  be  much  more  true  to  say  of  him  that  he  was  a 
citizen  of  the  world,  and  that  his  philosophy  was  always 
superior  to  the  claims  of  party. 

It  is,  however,  precisely  because  Gibbon  was  not  perfect 
that  so  much  interest  attaches  to  his  charactei*.  Thanks  to 
his  own  memoirs  and  letters,  he  has  come  down  to  us  not 
as  some  lay  figure  converted  by  biography  into  an  ideal  hero, 
but  as  a  man  of  exceptional  power,  furnished  with  admirable 
qualities  and  endowed  also  with  what  an  American  novelist 
has  called  the  ‘  redeeming  vices  ’  that  add  so  much  interest 
to  character.  And  thus  we  see  and  know  Gibbon  as  we 
see  and  know  few  of  his  contempomries.  We  see  the  student 
poring  over  his  books,  diligently  striving  to  master  diflicult 
and  disputed  passagi^s  with  the  aid  of  the  best  commentators, 
elaborately  analysing  what  he  reads,  and  pondering  over  his 
analysis.  We  see  tlie  philosopher  abruptly  inten'upting  his 
too  short  •walk  either  at  Buriton  or  Lausanne  to  sit  upon 
some  convenient  bench  and  meditate  on  what  he  had  read,  or 
on  the  kindred  thoughts  to  which  his  reading  had  conducted 
him.  We  see  the  captain  of  grenadiers  drinking  late  at 
night  with  the  brother  oflicers  whose  society  he  despised,  but 
practiciilly  obtaining  the  virtual  command  of  his  regiment 
by  the  force  of  his  ability.  We  see  the  line  gentleman  at 
Brooks’s  or  in  Paris,  dressed,  rather  too  elaborately,  in  silk 
or  velvet,  with  his  quaint  little  body  bent  forward,  and  his 
forefinger  stretched  out,  pursing  up  his  little  mouth,  rapping 
his  snuflf-box,  pouring  out  his  rich  stores  of  knowledge  in 
rather  diffuse  conversation,  and  shrinking  from  the  rougher 
talk  of  Johnson  or  the  closely  worded  argument  of  Pitt.  In 
some  respects,  no  doubt,  his  character  contradicted  itself ;  at 
any  rate,  he  had  qualities  which  are  not  usually  associated 
in  the  same  man.  A  hard  student,  yet  a  fine  gentleman ; 
economical  in  great  matters,  yet  extravagant  in  small  things  ; 
a  son  who  gave  his  duty  to  his  father,  and  reserved  his 
affection  for  his  stepmother ;  a  cold  lover,  but  a  warm  friend  ; 
a  partisan  in  past  history,  a  philosopher  in  present  politics ; 
an  Englishman  whose  regard  for  humanity  moderated  his 
love  for  his  own  country.  Such  was  Gibbon  as  a  man ;  we 
have  still  something  to  add  of  him  as  an  historian. 


298 


A  Great  Historian. 


April, 


At  the  present  time  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  insist  on 
Gibbon’s  great  merits  as  an  historian.  His  work  has  already 
endured  for  more  than  a  century ;  later  inquiries  may  have 
enlarged  our  knowledge,  but  they  have  not  shaken  him 
from  his  pre-eminence.  His  reputation,  great  in  his  own 
lifetime,  has  grown  in  the  generations  which  have  passed 
away  since  his  death ;  and  he  ranks,  almost  beyond 
dispute,  and  almost  without  a  competitor,  as  the  greatest 
master  of  history  who  has  written  in  the  English  tongue. 
But  his  fame  as  an  historian  is  not  confined  to  our  own 
country.  Almost  alone  among  the  moderns,  he  challenges 
comparison  with  the  great  ancients.  We  have  ourselves 
been  twice  present  at  a  discussion  when  some  highly  com¬ 
petent  critics  attempted  to  select  the  six  great  historians  of 
the  world.  Two  Grecians — Thucydides  and  Herodotus — 
were  unanimously  placed  among  the  six ;  two  Romans — 
Tacitus  and  Livy — were  with  more  hesitation  added  to  the 
number.  The  same  honour  was  awarded  to  Gibbon.  But 
on  each  occasion  differences  of  opinion  were  expressed  as  to 
whom  the  sixth  place  should  be  assigned. 

The  first  thing,  perhaps,  which  impresses  us  in  Gibbon  is 
the  extent  of  the  ground  which  he  covers.  Herodotus,  though 
he  launches  into  many  dissertations  about  nations  and 
countries,  only  contemplated  writing,  and  hardly  succeeded 
in  concluding,  the  history  of  the  Persian  War.  The  immortal 
work  of  Thucydides,  which  he  did  not  live  to  complete,  was 
only  intended  to  cover  the  period  of  the  Peloponnesian  War. 
The  ‘  Annals  ’  and  ‘  History  ’  of  Tacitus  do  not  extend  over 
a  hundred  years,  Livy  addressed  himself  to  a  larger  task, 
and  actually  completed  the  history  of  Rome  from  the 
legendary  period  of  antiquity  to  the  eve  of  the  Christian 
era.  But  the  earlier  books,  which  are  among  those  which 
have  come  down  to  us,  are  necessarily  written  with  little 
detail.  The  task  to  Avhich  Gibbon  addressed  himself  was, 
however,  even  greater  than  this.  He  undertook  to  write 
the  history  of  the  decline  and  fall  of  the  Roman  Empire 
from  the  age  of  Hadrian  to  the  fall  of  Constantinople.  His 
work,  therefore,  deals  with  the  whole  history  of  the  known 
world  for  a  period  of  thirteen  centuries  -a  period  which 
witnessed,  not  only  the  destruction  of  the  ancient  world,  but 
the  reconstruction  of  modern  Europe;  and  whose  history 
until  Gibbon  began  to  write  was  to  a  great  extent  unknown. 

Large  as  the  task  was  to  which  Gibbon  addressed  himself, 
no  man  ever  approached  a  considerable  work  with  ampler 
preparation  for  it.  His  studies  from  his  earliest  manhood 
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liad  tended  to  equip  him  with  the  re(|uiflite  information. 
Before  he  was  nineteen  he  wrote  in  his  journal : — 

*  I  deternuned  to  read  over  tlie  Latin  authors  in  order,  and  read 
this  year  Virgil,  Sallust,  Livy,  Velleius  Paterculus,  Valerius  Maximus, 
Tacitus,  Suetonius,  Quintus  Curtius,  Justin,  Florus,  Plautus,  Terence, 
and  Lucretius.’ 

He  says  of  the  same  time  in  his  Autobiography: — 

‘  After  finishing  this  great  author  [Cicero],  I  formed  a  more  exten¬ 
sive  plan  of  reviewing  the  Latin  classics  under  the  four  divisions  of 
(1)  Historians,  (2)  Poets,  (3)  Orators,  and  (4)  Philosophers,  from  the 
days  of  Plautus  and  Sallust  to  the  decline  of  the  language  and  empire 
of  home  :  and  this  plan  in  the  last  twenty-seven  months  of  my  resi¬ 
dence  at  liauaannc  1  nearly  accomplished.  Nor  was  this  review,  how¬ 
ever  rapid,  either  hasty  or  superficial.  I  indulged  myself  in  a  second, 
and  even  a  third,  ]>crusal  of  Terence,  Virgil,  Horace,  Tacitus,  &c., 
and  studied  to  imliilie  the  sense  and  spirit  most  congenial  to  my  own. 

I  never  sull'ered  a  diiiicult  or  corrupt  passjige  to  escape  till  I  had 
viewed  it  in  every  light  of  which  it  was  susceptible  ;  though  often  dis- 
appointetl,  1  always  consulted  the  most  learned  or  ingenious  com¬ 
mentators  .  .  .  and,  in  the  ardour  of  my  in<|uiries,  I  embraced  a  large 
circle  of  historical  and  critical  erudition.  My  abstracts  of  each  book 
were  made  in  the  French  language  :  my  observations  often  branched 
into  juirticular  es.snys:  and  I  can  still  read  without  contempt  a  disser¬ 
tation  of  eight  fidio  jiagcs  on  eight  lines  (287-294)  of  the  fourth 
(leorgic  of  Virgil.’ 

Before,  then,  CJibbon  begati  to  write,  before  he  even  con¬ 
templated  his  History,  his  mind  was  saturated  with  the 
whole  literature  of  his  subject.  Like  Macaulay,  he  had  read 
everything,  and  had  assimilated  all  that  he  had  read.  And 
the  thoroughness  of  his  preparation,  which  few  moderns 
have  excelled,  was  the  more  remarkable  from  the  age  in 
which  he  lived.  The  ideas  of  history  which  were  accepted 
in  the  latter  half  of  the  eighteenth  century  were  very 
different  from  those  which  prevail  now.  The  extensive 
knowledge  and  the  minute  research  which  we  expect  to-day 
were  not  required  in  the  age  of  Hume  and  Robertson.  A 
capacity  to  delineate  character  or  to  relate  a  story  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  lx*  more  important  than  accurate  and  detailed 
inquiry  into  facta.  Tlie  historian  had  almost  forgotten  that 
the  Greek  word  to  which  he  owes  his  name  does  not  mean 
to  tell,  but  to  inquire. 

In  reading  Gibbon,  moreover,  we  are  struck  not  merely 
with  his  extensive  knowledge  of  his  own  period,  but  with 
his  acquaintance  with  universal  history.  We  know  from 
his  Autobiography  that  his  study  of  the  greatest  Roman 
authoi*3  was  followed  by  an  equally  comprehensive  examina- 
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tion  of  the  Greek  classics.  The  ‘  Decline  and  Fall  ’  is  full  of 
allusions  which  prove  his  minute  acquaintance  with  modern 
history.  Professor  Bury,  indeed,  infers  from  a  celebrated 
passage  that  ‘  the  gap  in  his  knowledge  of  ancient  history 
‘  was  the  period  of  the  Diadochi  and  Epigoni.  If  he  had 
‘  been  familiar  with  that  j^eriod,  he  would  not  have  said  that 
‘  Diocletian  was  the  first  to  give  to  the  world  the  example  of 
‘  a  resignation  of  sovereignty.’  But  the  remark  seems  to  us 
essentially  the  observation  of  a  critic  rather  than  of  a  writer. 
Any  man  who  has  written  much  knows  how  easily  slips  of 
this  kind  creep  into  the  most  cai’eful  com j)osit ions.  And  it 
would  be,  in  our  judgement,  as  unfair  to  condemn  Gibbon  as 
ignorant  because  he  had  temporarily  forgotten  the  resigna¬ 
tion  of  Ptolemy  Soter  as  it  would  be  to  accuse  Macaulay  of 
an  incapacity  to  appreciate  fiction  because  he  had  once, 
through  a  slip  of  the  pen  in  a  famous  essay  in  this  Review, 
declared  that  it  would  be  unjust  to  estimate  Goldsmith  by 
the  ‘  Vicar  of  Wakefield.’ 

History  has  been  defined  as  jdiilosophy  teaching  by 
examples;  and  of  no  modern  historian  is  the  saying  so  true 
as  it  is  of  Gibbon.  He  surveys  the  march  of  events  from  tl»e 
standpoint  of  a  philosopher.  His  sympathies  and  antipathies 
are  indeed  strong,  and  occasionally  betray  him  into  expres¬ 
sions  which  have  not  commanded  univei’sal  approval.  His 
attitude  towards  religion  colours  his  account  of  the  progress 
of  Christianity  and  of  the  career  of  Julian.  But,  though 
his  language  occasionally  displays  the  warmth  of  an 
advocate,  his  main  conclusions  are  almost  always  formed 
with  the  iinpai'tiality  of  a  judge.  He  does  not,  like  the 
greatest  of  modern  historians,  measure  the  events  of  a 
previous  age  by  the  Whig  principles  of  1832 ;  and  he  is  free 
from  the  reproach  which  attaches  to  a  voluminous  writer,  that 
he  has  proved  in  twenty  volumes  that  Providence  was  on  the 
side  of  the  Tories.  His  impartiality  has  obtained  the  rew.ard 
that  his  conclusions  in  the  main  have  been  undisturbed  by 
later  research  and  later  criticism.  As  Mr.  Freeman  said, 
‘  Whatever  else  is  road.  Gibbon  must  be  read  too.’ 

Ever}'  great  writer  produces  a  style  of  his  own.  Gibbon’s 
sonorous  sentences  have  characteristics  about  them  which  it 
is  impossible  to  mistake.  The  stately  march  of  his  narrative 
advances  without  interruption  from  the  first  to  the  last  page 
of  his  great  work.  We  are  sometimes  inclined  to  think, 
indeed,  that  his  style  is  too  ornate,  or,  at  any  rate,  too 
uniform.  We  miss  the  emphasis  which  other  writers  succeed 
in  imparting  to  their  narrative  by  modulating  their  style  to 
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the  varied  necessities  of  their  subject.  We  wish,  in  other 
words,  that  (Jibbon  would  occasionally  bike  off  his  court  dress, 
and  appear  before  us  in  ordinary  attire,  lint  with  Gibbon 
the  wish  is  never  fulfilled.  The  meanest  and  most  impor¬ 
tant  events  are  portrayed  in  the  same  tone  ;  and  a  ridiculous 
incident,  like  the  coronation  of  Sapor  before  his  birth,  is 
related  in  the  same  stately  language  with  which  the  march 
of  Julian  is  described. 

These,  however,  are  minor  criticisms.  It  is  much  more 
important  to  dwell  on  the  excellences  of  the  work  as  a 
whole  ;  and  the  first  reflection  which  impresses  itself  upon  us 
is  the  completeness  of  the  story.  Gibbon  realised,  as  few 
other  historians  have  realised,  that  thirteen  centuries  of  the 
world  could  be  blended  into  one  drama,  and  made  to  illus¬ 
trate  one  idea.  The  idea,  of  course,  was  the  government  of 
the  whole  civilised  world  by  one  ruler  and  one  law.  The 
dra]ua  was  the  tragedy  which  witnessed  the  destruction  of 
the  idea.  Just  as  Mr.  llryce  has  taught  us  to  realise  that 
the  empire  which  Gharleinagne  established  and  which 
Napoleon  destroyed  was  the  legitimate  succc'ssor  of  the 
empire  which  Cicsar  originated  and  which  the  Turks  finally 
overthrew,  so  Gibbon  has  taught  us  that  the  decrepid 
Enjinre  of  the  East  was  a  continuation  of  the  once  vigorous 
Empire  of  the  West,  and  that,  whether  the  central  scene  be 
shifted  from  Ibnne  to  Milan,  to  Nicomedia  or  to  Constanti¬ 
nople,  we  are  contemjdating  the  same  drama,  and  studying 
the  same  history.  And  the  story  not  only  brings  home  to 
us  the  unity  of  the  period,  it  is  concerned  with  one  of 
the  longest  and  most  'inportant  episodes  in  the  history  of 
mankind.  It  relates  the  conclusion  of  ancient  history;  for, 
notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  written  in  our  own  time, 
we  are  still  impressed  with  the  belief  that  the  instinct  of  our 
ancestors  was  right  in  dividing  the  history  of  the  world  into 
two  great  periods.  Ancient  history  is  the  history  of  a  world 
in  which  the  Mediterranean  was  still  the  centre  of  the  earth. 
Modern  history  is  the  history  of  the  nations  who  have 
peopled  a  larger  world,  who  have  crossed  the  Atlantic  and 
rounded  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope. 

If,  in  reading  Gibbon,  we  are  impressed  with  the  complete¬ 
ness  of  his  narrative,  we  are  also  struck  with  the  limits 
which  he  voluntarily  imposed  on  himself.  His  central  idea 
is  accurately  expressed  by  his  title.  He  is  writing  the  History 
of  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Empire ;  he  is  not  attempt¬ 
ing  to  describe,  in  anytliing  like  the  same  detail,  the  con¬ 
temporary  narrative  which  deals  with  the  reconstruction  of 
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modern  Europe.  He  liimself  divided  his  work  into  three 
great  periods.  The  first,  which  is  told  in  most  detail,  is 
traced  from  the  age  of  ‘  the  Antonines,  when  the  Roman 
‘  Monarchy,  having  attained  its  full  strength  and  maturity, 
‘  began  to  verge  towards  its  decline ;  and  [extends]  to  the 
‘  subversion  of  the  Western  Empire  by  the  barbarians  of 
‘  Germany  and  Scythia,  the  rude  ancestors  of  the  most 
‘  polished  nations  of  modern  Europe.’  The  second  com¬ 
mences  with  the  reign  of  Justinian,  and  concludes  with  the 
establishment  by  Charlemagne  of  the  Second  or  German 
Empire  of  the  West.  The  third  extends  from  the  formation 
of  the  German  Empire  to  ‘  the  taking  of  Constantinoj)lo  by 
‘  the  Turks,  and  the  extinction  of  a  degenerate  race  of 
‘  princes,  who  continued  to  assume  the  titles  of  Cicsar  and 
‘  Augustus,  after  their  dominions  were  eontnaeted  to  the 
‘  limits  of  a  single  city;  in  which  the  language,  as  well  as 
‘  manners,  of  the  ancient  Romans  had  been  long  since  for- 
‘  gotten.’  These  periods  are,  of  course,  unequal  iu  duration. 
Three  centuries  elapsed  from  the  accession  of  Commodus, 
with  which  the  narrative  commences,  to  the  birth  of 
Justinian.  Rather  less  than  three  centuries  passed  from  the 
accession  of  Justinian  to  the  elevation  of  Charlemagne.  But 
the  last  of  the  three  periods  covers  six  centuries  and  a  half. 

The  three  periods  are,  of  course,  described  in  very  unequal 
length.  In  the  octavo  edition  the  first  of  them  is  related 
in  six  volumes,  containing  thirty-eight  chapters.  Three 
volumes,  comprising  thirteen  long  chapters,  deal  with  the 
second.  The  third  is  compressed  into  three  volumes,  con¬ 
taining,  however,  twenty  chapters.  It  is  evident,  therefore, 
that  the  author,  as  he  proceeded  with  his  work,  deliberately 
abridged  his  narrative.  If,  indeed,  the  nine  centuries 
which  intervened  between  the  taking  of  Rome  and  the 
capture  of  Constantinople  had  been  described  at  the  length 
which  is  devoted  to  the  first  four  centuries,  the  History — it  is 
obvious — would  have  extended  to  twenty-four  volumes. 

It  is,  perhaps,  partly  owing  to  their  compression  that  the 
later  volumes  are,  on  the  whole,  the  least  satisfactory  portion 
of  the  work.  The  narrative  is  too  concise  to  make  an 
adequate  impression  on  the  memory ;  and  though  some 
brilliant  chapters,  like  that  in  which  the  siege  of  Constan¬ 
tinople  is  related,  will  be  recollected  by  all  those  who  have 
read  them,  the  story  as  a  whole  hardly  satisfies  the  student 
or  sustains  the  interest  of  the  reader.  But  the  deficiencies 
which  we  think  we  notice  in  the  latter  portion  of  this  great 
work  are  not  due  either  to  haste  or  to  carelessness  on  the 
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part  of  the  author.  It  was  simply  impossible  for  anyone, 
a  hundred  years  ago,  to  deal  with  this  portion  of  his  task  as 
adequately  as  Gibbon  has  dealt  with  the  preceding  centuries. 
Tlie  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  the  materials  at  the 
disposal  of  the  most  diligent  inquirer,  made  complete 
success  unattainable ;  and  the  fair  critic,  instead  of  com¬ 
plaining  that  here  and  there  Gibbon  failed,  will  be  much 
more  disposed  to  marvel  at  what  he  accomplished. 

The  imperfection  of  the  materials  at  Gibbon’s  disposal  not 
merely  induced  him,  in  his  later  volumes,  to  give  only  a 
superficial  account  of  events  which  required  a  more  exhaus¬ 
tive  treatment ;  it  also  betrayed  him  into  an  inaccurate 
conception  of  the  work  of  the  later  Empire.  Professor  Bury, 
indeed,  in  his  introduction  to  the  latest  edition  of  the 
‘  Decline  and  Fall  ’  goes  so  far  as  to  write  that  Gibbon  had 
not 

‘  nny  conception  of  the  great  ability  of  most  of  tlio  Emperors  from 
Leo  tho  Daiirian  to  Masil  II.,  or,  wu  might  sjiy,  to  Constantine,  the 
conqueror  of  Armenia.  'I'he  designation  of  the  story  of  the  later 
Empire  as  a  “  uniform  Ulo  of  weakness  and  misery”  is  one  of  the 
most  tmtrueand  most  effective  judgements  ever  uttered  by  a  thoughtful 
historian.  Before  the  outrage  of  1‘JUl  the  Empire  was  the  bulwark 
of  the  West.’ 

The  opposite  view,  which  Professor  Bury  thus  maintains, 
was  first  made  ^wssible  by  the  inquiries  which  Mr.  Finlay 
instituted,  and  which  resulted  iu  his  ‘  History  of  Greece.* 
German,  French  and  Greek  scholars  have  since  laboured 
in  the  same  field,  and  the  services  of  tho  Second  Empire 
to  Europe  have  been  made  familiar  to  English  readers  by 
Jlr.  Freeman  and  !Mr.  Oman.  Nor  is  it  merely  in  his 
account  of  the  Second  Empire  th.at  Gibbon  has  been  practically 
superseded  by  later  investigators.  English  readers  have 
learned  to  connect  Gibbon’s  account  of  the  Rise  of  Christi¬ 
anity  with  Dean  Milman’s  great  work  ;  the  Story  of  the 
Invaders  of  Italy  has  been  retold  in  our  own  time  by  Mr. 
Hodgkin.  Later  research  has  superseded  much  that  Gibbon 
wrote  about  Justinian.  Though  his  forty-first  chapter,  in 
Professor  Bury’s  language,  is  still  ‘admired  by  jurists  as  a 
‘  brief  and  brilliant  e.xposition  of  tho  principles  of  Roman 
‘  law,  ...  a  series  of  foreign  scholars  has  elaborated  the 
‘  study  of  the  science  in  tho  present  century.’  Mommsen, 
who  has  been  one  of  the  chief  labourers  in  this  field,  has 
also  enlarged  tnir  knowledge  of  ‘  the  cimstitution  and 
‘  history  of  tlie  I’rineipate  and  the  ])rovincial  government 
‘  of  Hie  early  Emperors,’  while  the  history  of  the  Slavonic 
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people,  which  Gibbon  almost  entirely  neglected,  has  gradually 
iissumed  distinctness,  and  is  constantly  acquiring  fresh  in¬ 
terest  and  importance. 

These  deficiencies,  if  deficiencies  they  may  fivirly  be  called, 
are  chiefly  due  to  the  state  of  available  knowledge  at  the 
time  when  Gibbon  wrote.  But  they  are  also  partly  accounted 
for  by  the  limits  which  ho  imposed  on  himself.  He  addressed 
himself  to  the  task  of  writing  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire.  He  did  not  attempt  to  describe,  except  in¬ 
cidentally,  the  contempoi'ary  history  of  the  Reconstruction 
of  Modern  Europe.  Tliat  wi»rk,  if  it  is  ever  accomplished, 
will  require  a  writer  endowed  with  even  more  than  Gibbon’s 
knowledge  and  industry ;  yet  it  will  almost  exactly  cover 
the  period  which  Gibbon  (loser i bed.  For,  if  the  History  of 
the  Ancient  World  gradually  draws  to  a  close  during  the 
fourteen  centuries  and  a  half  which  followed  the  reign  of 
Augustus,  the  History  of  Modern  Europe  commences  in  the 
same  reign.  It  had  its  origin  in  the  forests  of  Germany ; 
its  first  (lecisive  event  is  the  defeat  of  the  Romans  under 
Varus,  while  the  same  generation  which  witnessed  the  fall 
of  Constantinople  in  the  East  saw  the  retirement  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  from  France,  the  union  of  tlie  Spanish  Monarchy,  the 
expidsion  of  the  Moors  from  Spain,  the  termination  of  civil 
Avar  in  England,  and,  finally,  the  discovery  of  America. 
Just  as  up  to  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth  century  we  may  survey 
with  Gibbon  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Ancient  World, 
so  from  the  middle  of  the  same  century  we  are  face  to  face 
with  the  reconstructed  Europe  whose  main  features  are  still 
familiar  to  us. 

With  the  stoiy  of  this  reconstruction  Gibbon  had  only 
incidentally  to  deal.  TJie  story  of  the  Decline  and  Fall 
of  one  system  could  not  embrace  a  full  narrative  of  the 
rise  and  expansion  of  another.  We  learn  more  in  a  few 
pages  from  M.  Guizot  of  the  groat  forces  •which  have  pro¬ 
duced  our  Europe  of  to-day  than  Irom  all  which  Gibbon 
wrote.  Yet  this  cii'cuinstance  does  not  detract  from  Gibbon’s 
great  merits.  If  we  may  quote  Professor  Bury  once  more: 

‘  That  Gibbon  is  behind  date  in  many  detiiils,  and  in  some  depart¬ 
ments  of  importance,  simply  signifies  that  we  and  our  fathers  have  not 
lived  in  an  absolutely  incoinjietent  world.  But  in  the  main  things  he 
is  still  our  master,  above  and  beyond  “  date."  It  is  needless  to  dwell 
on  the  obvious  ((Ualitics  which  secure  to  him  immunity  from  the 
common  lot  of  historical  writers — such  as  the  bold  and  certain 
measure  of  his  progress  through  the  ages;  his  iiccurate  vision,  and  his 
tact  in  managing  perspective;  his  discreet  reserves  of  judgement  and 
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timely  Hcepticism ;  the  immortal  afiectation  u£  his  uniiiue  manner. 
By  virtue  of  these  superiorities  he  can  defy  the  danger  with  which  the 
activity  of  successors  must  always  threaten  the  worthies  of  the  past.’ 

lict  OS  add  to  these  just  reflections  that  Gibbon  realised,  as 
no  other  great  historian  has  realised,  that  thirteen  centuries 
of  the  world’s  history  constituted  one  great  drama ;  that, 
though  the  scenes  might  shift  from  Phirope  to  Asia,  and 
from  Asia  to  Africa,  one  continuous  thread  could  connect 
the  whole  story ;  and  that  his  conception  of  this  idea  is 
realised  in  its  execution.  Ilis  narrative,  like  some  stately 
river,  is  replenished  by  many  tributaries,  it  separates  into 
many  channels.  Hut  the  regularity  of  its  course  is  uninter¬ 
rupted  either  by  tbe  accumulated  waters  which  it  receives  or 
the  losses  which  it  sustains.  Like  some  great  tropical 
current,  it  shrinks  in  volume  as  it  approaches  its  final  goal, 
and  is  ultimately  lost  in  the  desert  which  has  replaced  some 
of  the  fairest  provinces  of  the  Eastern  Empire. 
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Art.  II.--  1.  The  Decameron  of  Giovanni  Boccaccio.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  John  Payne.  London  :  1892. 

2.  The  Nights  of  Straparola.  Now  first  translated  into 
English  by  W.  G.  Waters.  London  :  1891. 

3.  II  Novellino  of  Masaccio  Salernitano.  Translated  by 
W.  G.  Waters.  London:  1896. 

4.  Malteo  liandcUo.  Twelve  Stories  selected  and  done  into 
English  by  Percy  Pinkerton.  London:  1895. 

"'V  T en  search  for  the  pictures  of  bygone  times  after  many 
and  divers  fashions,  but  Time  has  only  three  store¬ 
houses — the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future.  From  one  of 
these  every  artist  of  the  imagination  must  draw  bis  material, 
be  he  painter  or  poet,  realist  or  idealist.  Yesterday,  to-day, 
to-morrow,  is  a  formula  epitomising  every  possibility 
contained  by  the  temporal  divisions  of  eternity  in  which 
humanity  abides.  Law  is  implacable ;  the  eyes  of  men  can 
only  look  before  or  behind  ;  there  are  no  sideway  vistas.  What 
is — the  living  sentient  now — must  always  be  bounded  by 
the  two  abysses  of  the  dead  and  the  unborn. 

And  it  is  to  the  past,  by  instinct,  taste,  or  necessity,  that 
novelist,  poet,  playwright,  and  painter  continually  turn. 
They  vie  with  one  another  in  a  common  effort  to  re-create 
the  days  which  are  dust  and  ashes ;  the}’-  strive  to  disinter 
the  Lazaruscs  of  mortality  and  to  call  them  forth  from  their 
sepulchres,  clothed  in  garb  moths  have  consumed  and 
worms  devoured.  They  set  in  dead  hands  weapons  the  rust 
has  eaten,  and  endeavour  to  re-tenant  those  houses  whose 
bars  the  Great  Thief  has  broken  through.  They  would  have 
these  revivified  puppets  speak  forgotten  tongues,  hate,  love, 
jest,  weep,  and  sin  before  our  eyes  with  hates,  loves, 
laughter,  teai-s,  and  crimes  which  are  extinct  as  blown-ont 
flames.  They  bring  the  pertinacious  enthusiasm  of  the 
fanatic  to  the  task  ;  their  zeal  has  even  a  tincture  of  personal 
anxiety,  suggesting  the  inference  that  we,  whose  practical 
conception  of  immortality  is  perpetuation,  would  fain  give 
continuance  to  the  past,  lest,  surveying  its  valley  of  dry 
bones,  we  forecast  the  cemetery  of  our  own  final  entomb¬ 
ment. 

Yet  who  is  not  conscious  of  the  futility  of  such  efforts? 
The  glazed  relics  of  niuseiinis,  the  painted  chronicles  of  the 
canvas,  are  in  vain  called  to  our  aid.  Time  is  the  frame  in 
which  things  live  and  move  and  have  their  being,  and  Time 
no  man  can  reconstruct.  True,  we  can  rc-conjure  the  like- 


1807. 


Xoveh  of  the  Italian  Renaiesanee. 


807 


ness  and  image  of  things  past ;  touch,  handle,  and  see  the 
treasure-troves  of  lost  ages.  But  there  remains  something 
no  skill  can  resuscitate,  some  tint  of  mistlight  or  sunlight, 
some  sound,  or  it  may  be  some  silence,  which  gave  that 
indefinite  characteristic  we  name  atmosphere.  Moi*eover, 
were  it  not  so,  were  it  possible  to  conjure  back  this  evasive 
essence,  we  ourselves — the  children  of  to-day — should  still 
stand  between  ourselves  and  the  past.  Who  can  for  a 
moment  dream  that  the  serene  Virgin,  beset  by  roses  and 
angels,  who  looks  down  from  the  walls  of  a  London  gallery, 
bears  for  him  the  semblance  she  bore  for  the  generations 
who  held  her  image  in  their  heail?  Who  can  imagine 
that  the  black-letter  romance  tells  the  same  story  to  him 
that  it  told  to  our  forebears  when  the  world  was  four  hundred 
years  younger?  True  and  true  and  three  times  true  is  that 
Sadducean  proverb,  ‘  There  is  no  bird  in  any  last  year’s  nest.’ 

Nevertheless,  how  many  an  old  page  owes  its  charm  to  the 
fact  that  in  perusing  it  we  seem  through  the  rifts  of  literary 
convention  to  detect  the  actualities  of  life  and  nature, 
and  for  a  brief  space  we  who  elect  to  call  ourselves  the 
living  feel  some  heartbeat  of  fellowship  with  those  whom 
we  call  the  dciul !  It  is,  or  may  bo,  an  illusion.  But  such 
illusions  have  their  value.  If  we  have  not  thereby  attained 
our  goal,  we  have  at  least  widened  our  horizon.  Illusions 
are  extensions  of  reality ;  by'  their  aid  we  sail  unknown 
seas,  albeit  we  never  cast  anchor  upon  the  Island  of  Golden 
Broom.  Let  us  say  grace  ! 

Perhaps  few  phases  of  literature  produce  this  illusion  more 
completely  than  the  works  of  the  Italian  novelUeri  of  the  four¬ 
teenth,  fifteenth,  and  sixteenth  centuries.  Their  stories  belong 
to  a  sharply  defined  school.  To-day  prose  fiction  divides 
itself,  broadly,  into  the  Realist  and  the  Idealist  sections ; 
it  adopts,  that  is,  a  psychological  distinction  ;  the  division 
represents  not  so  much  the  subject-matter  of  the  themes, 
as  the  mental  attitude  of  the  writer.  Hence  ensue  some 
curiosities  of  classification,  for  it  has  become  the  tour  de 
force  of  the  realist  to  apply  methods  used  for  depicting  the 
coarse  actualities  of  niiiteriiil  life  in  his  delineation  of  an 
evanescent  dream,  while  conversely  the  spiritual  idealist 
reprcKluces  the  crudest  facts  of  nature  invested  with  the 
otherealism  of  pure  romance. 

The  simpler  mind  of  elder  ages  created  a  simpler  literary 
record.  The  idealist  nourished  his  imagination  upon  the 
supernatural,  chivalrous,  and  heroic  legends  of  the  ‘  Morte 
‘  d’Arthur  ’  cycle  and  the  ‘  Amadis.’  Later  he  found  full 
VOL.  CLXXXV.  NO.  CCCLXXX.  Y 
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scope  for  his  fancy  in  pastoral  narratives  as  infinitely  de¬ 
lightful  and  infinitely  tedious  as  the  ‘  Arcadias  ’  of  Sir 
Philip  Sidney  and  Sannazaro,  or  the  ‘  Diana  ’  of  George  of 
Montemayor.  On  the  other  hand,  the  realist  of  the  day  found 
a  field  for  the  development  of  his  tendency  in  the  French 
eonte  and  the  Italian  novella,  stories  which,  if  they  were  not 
true  stories,  were  at  least  stories  which  might  be  true. 
Kealism  in  romance  or  romance  in  realism  was  a  somewhat 
rare  admixture  when  Boccaccio  composed  his  ‘  Decameron ;  * 
and  the  narratives  of  the  novellieri  may  on  the  whole  be  taken 
to  represent  the  world  as  the  world  appeared  to  them. 

Thus  the  interest  they  possess  is  threefold — historical, 
social,  and  literary.  For  the  critic  they  are  the  source, 
direct  or  indirect,  of  innumerable  subsequent  works.  It  is 
a  truism  to  say  that  there  are  few  schools  of  English  poetry 
that  have  not  borrowed  from  this  storehouse  of  invention. 
Chaucer ;  the  Elizabethan  dramatists ;  Dryden,  in  his 
‘  Cimon,’  * * §  ‘  Sigismonda,  ’  f  and  ‘  Theodore  ;  ’  +  Keats,  in  his 
‘  Isabella  ;  ’  §  Tennyson,  in  his  ‘  Falcon  ’  ||  and  ‘  Golden 
‘  Supper.’ H  And  although  the  elder  prose  literature  of 
England,  singularly  enough,  produced  no  great  original 
example  belonging  to  this  school  of  fiction,  its  influence  was 
evinced  by  the  number  of  translations  or  imitations  of  ‘  the 
‘  mery  books  of  Italy,’  circulated  when,  according  to  Ascham, 
‘  a  tale  of  Bocace  was  made  more  account  of  than  a  story 
‘  of  the  bible.’  ** 

Moreover  the  novellieri  themselves  borrowed,  collected, 
compiled  and  adapted.  The  roots  of  their  novels  lie  far  and 
wide,  to  be  sought  for  by  those  who  will.  There  is  nothing 
new  under  the  sun,  says  the  Preacher.  Confronted  by  the 
investigations  of  the  antiquarian,  we  feel  that  in  some 
sense  it  would  be  as  true  to  say  that  neither  is  there  any¬ 
thing  old.  For  the  new  is  the  old  and  the  old  is  identical 
with  the  new.  Certainly  the  vista  opened  by  Dunlop  ft  in 
his  exhaustive  analysis  of  the  origins  of  the  ‘  Decameron  ’ 


*  Vide  Decameron,  r)th  Day,  l.st  Novel, 

t  Ihid.  4th  Day,  lat  Novel. 

J  Ibid.  5th  Day,  bth  Novel.  This  last,  derived  by  Boccaccio  from 
a  chronicle  of  the  thirteenth  century,  is  the  origin  of  ‘  retributive 
spectre  ’  stories. 

§  Decameron,  4th  Day,  5th  Novel. 

II  Ibid.  5th  D.ay,  9th  Novel. 

•’  Ibid.  10th  Day,  4th  Novel. 

**  See  Jusserand’s  ‘  English  Novel  in  the  Time  of  Elizabeth.’ 

■ff  Hist,  of  Fiction. 
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stories  (tho  ‘  livre  simploinciit  plaisan  .  .  .  cligne  qu’on 
‘  s’y  amuse,’  of  old  Montaigne)  is  of  a  fantastically  variegated 
mosaic.  These  origins,  drawn  from  all  lands,  often  bai'e 
skeleton  plots,  are,  by  Boccaccio,  enriched  and  developed, 
riveted  together  in  a  subtle  Italian  mould,  retouched, 
refashioned  and  recolourtHl,  until  the  print  of  the 
master’s  hand  has  almost  effaced  tho  trace  of  any  other 
nationality  than  his  own.  Ho  has  stamped  them  with 
the  individuality  of  his  genius,  ho  has  set  the  types  of 
his  race ;  the  keen-witted  Florentine,  the  indolent  luxury- 
loving  Venetian,  the  Neapolitjin,  with  what  a  recent  critic  * 
has  described  as  his  ‘  gaiete  un  pen  maladive,’  to  play  in  the 
parts  framed  by  Eastern  sage  or  French  Trouvere.  And  as 
it  was  with  Boccaccio  so  was  it  with  his  fellows  in  the  craft. 
The  enntex  and  fat >1  iaur  of  northern  France  supplied  models 
for  the  tales  of  criminal  intrigue  which  occupy  oue-third  of 
the  ‘  Decameron,’  and  take  scarcely  less  space  in  most  of 
the  other  similar  collections — the  ‘  Sei  Giornate  ’  of  Sebas- 
tiano  Erizzo  excepted. t  The  influence  of  the  Indian  fables 
iiscribed  to  Bidpai  (Pilpay)  is  decipherable  in  another 
section.  The  rudiments  of  those  tales  of  barbarous  cruelty 
and  savage  i-evenge,  carried  to  extravagance  by  Giraldi 
Cinthio  (to  whose  ‘  Ilecatommiti  ’  critics  trace  many  a 
scene  of  outrage  found  in  the  old  English  dramatists),  they 
sought  in  the  ‘  Gesta  Komanorum.’  The  parables  of  the 
Book  of  the  Seven  Counsellors,  popularised  in  the  French 
‘  Dolopathos,’  th(!  Italian  ‘  Erastus,’  tho  English  ‘  Seven  Wise 
‘  Masters,’  share  rights  of  ancestry  with  the  Arabian  tales 
translated  by  the  converted  .lew,  Petrus  Alphonsus.  From 
all  these,  and  many  another  fountain-head,  the  nnvdlicri  drew 
their  themes.  As  in  a  masked  ball,  incongruous  figures 
meet  uj»on  their  pages.  In  the ‘Cento  Novclle  Antiche  ’ 
(the  earliest  thirteenth-century  collection),  the  ‘  libro  di 
‘  bel  parlar  gentile,’  the  familiar  form  of  the  I.ady  of  Scalot, 
crowned  with  gold  and  girdled  with  silver,  drifts  down  the 
river  in  her  sihmt  barge  to  C'amelot.  In  ‘II  Pecoronc,’  a 
collection  of  tho  fourteenth  century,  tho  bold  and  crafty 
architect  and  his  son,  who  in  Herodotus  rob  tho  Egyptian 
treasury,  return  to  earth  in  the  persons  of  Messer  Bindo  and 
his  son,  J  and  Bindo  is  surely  cousin  to  the  Minister-Thief 

*  M.  Eiiiilo  (iebluirt  in  tlic  ‘  IJeviie  des  Doux 

+  Tliese  stories  (for  the  most  jwrt  extremely  dull)  are  of  a  strictly 
moral  tendency.  In  only  ten  out  of  the  thirty-six  avvtntmenfi  do 
women  play  any  prominent  part. 

t  II  Pecorone,  ‘Jth  Day,  lat  Novel. 
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of  the  ‘  Seven  Wise  Masters  ’ The  ‘  Master  of  all  Masters,’ 
of  Indian  renown,  finds  re-incarnation  in  the  foolish-wise 
priest  of  Straparola.* 

The  list  can  be  indefinitely  prolonged,  and  doubtless  it 
has  its  own  interest.  But  beyond  this  region  of  criticism 
there  lies  another  and  a  more  human  attraction  in  these 
stories  of  an  older — and  a  younger — day.  It  is  an  attraction 
independent  of  learned  inquisitions,  and  one  without  which 
it  is  more  than  jwssible  the  reprints  of  sueh  books  os 
Painter’s  ‘  Palace  of  Pleasure,’t  and  the  recent  translations 
of  the  novellieri  might  come  to  us  as  forgotten  stories  told 
to  deaf  ears. 

More  than  fifty  years  ago  Roscoe  pleaded  the  claims  of 
these  stories  to  attention  in  the  language  of  conscientious 
pedantry  which  makes  his  commentaries  so  humorously  out 
of  tune  with  his  subject.  ‘  They  are,’  he  says,  ‘  deserving 
‘  our  notice,  as  they  exhibit  not  infi’equently  curious  pictures 
‘  of  the  history,  manners  and  feelings  of  the  people  during 
‘  the  respective  periods  in  which  they  were  composed.’  So 
he  prefaces  his  four  volumes  of  translations ;  but  there  is 
room  to  doubt  if  his  renderings  of  the  originals  would  justify 
his  plea  for  popularity,  or  place  his  readers  in  any  approx¬ 
imate  relationship  with  the  world  for  whom  Boccaccio  made 
his  ‘  Decameron,’  or  Straparola  his  ‘  Nights.’  Roscoe’s 
design  is  laboriously  complete.  Over  a  hundred  novels  are 
given  in  chronological  order,  with  notes  and  references. 
Further,  the  selection  is  guaranteed  to  consist  only  of 
stories  of  a  ‘  pleasing  and  unexceptionable  character.’  To 
this  end  he  has  effected  the  most  fundamental  metamorphoses. 
The  faithless  wife,  engaged  in  the  blackest  intrigue,  is  trans¬ 
formed  into  the  virtuous  and  prudent  maiden  ;  the  lawless 
lover  into  her  father’s  ‘  young  friend,  in  whose  honour  and 
‘  integrity  ’  the  parental  trust  is  amply  justified.  Marriage 
ties  are  forged  or  dissolved  with  an  ingenuity  that  removes 
all  suspicion  of  indecorum  from  the  most  equivocal  situations ! 
Yet  the  failure  of  Itoscoe’s  enterprise  does  not  lie  with 
the  severity  of  his  expurgations,  which  have  expelled  the 
characteristic  features  of  domestic  Italian  life  from  the 
scene.  The  defect  lies  deeper.  It  is  his  lack  of  imagina¬ 
tive  realisation  which  left  him  outside  that  strange  world 
of  the  Renaissance.  Its  many-coloured  lights  wore  lost 
for  him,  its  sinister  shadows  passed  by  him  unseen.  The 

*  Piacevoli  Notti,  5th  Night,  4th  Fable. 
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contagion  of  its  vivid,  versatile  temperament,  its  squalors, 
its  nobleness,  its  relinements,  and  its  brutalities,  left  him 
unmoved. 

And  what  Roscoe  did  not  achieve  for  the  general  reader 
has  remained  undone.  The  almost  literal  translations  of 
Mr.  Payne  and  Mr.  Waters  are,  it  is  needless  to  say, 
volumes  issued  for  the  use  not  of  the  many  but  of  the  few. 
In  them  the  stories  stand  as  they  were  written  for  their  own 
age,  and,  without  entering  uiK)n  any  questions  of  compara* 
tive  morality,  their  own  age  is  not  ours.  Thus  it  is  that 
the  wwcllieri  written  about,  spoken  of,  and  referred  to  by 
so  many  are  necessarily  familiar  to  so  few. 

It  may  well  be  that  the  ditticulty  of  presenting  them  in 
a  form  and  with  modifications  which  would  place  them 
within  reach  of  a  wider  public  are  insurmountable.  It  is 
even  a  hazardous  endt'avour  to  attempt  atiy  consistent  por¬ 
traiture  of  the  contnidictions  offered  to  the  modern  mind  by 
the  works  of  these  old  storytellers.  Take  Boccaccio  alone, 
for  sake  of  the  household  word  his  name  has  become,  and 
try  to  form  some  unimaginary  idea  of  the  greatest  of  the 
novellieri,  his  audience,  and  his  art.  At  once  we  are  face 
to  face  with  a  maze  of  apparent  paradoxes  of  moods  and 
tastes — paradoxes  in  religion,  in  morals,  in  art — and  face  to 
face  with  words  and  sentiments  for  which  the  England  of 
to-day  has  no  equivalents. 

In  the  matter  of  morals  it  is  undeniably  difficult  to  draw 
a  definite  line  between  personal,  national,  and  circumstantial 
morality ;  to  distinguish,  that  is,  between  the  individual 
morality  of  a  man — his  right  thinking  and  right  doing — 
and  the  morality  of  his  race  and  the  conventions  of  his  day. 
Inseparably  fused  in  the  retrospect  of  centuries,  it  needs 
more  than  the  alchemy  of  criticism  to  recrystallise  the 
ingredients  of  a  character.  That,  broadly  speaking,  here  a 
man  was  better,  or  there  worse,  than  his  times,  we  all  allow ; 
but  whether  by  contrast  or  conformity,  as  an  embodiment 
of  a  general  tendency  or  as  a  reactionist,  we  cannot  detach 
him  from  his  environment. 

Even  less  easy  is  it  to  isolate  a  man’s  book.  A  book 
avowedly  represents  that  part  of  a  man  he  seeks  to  place 
in  contact  with  the  world  around.  It  is  a  part,  therefore, 
necessarily  subjected  to  the  influence  of  sympathy,  praise, 
dispraise,  appreciation,  aversion,  indifference.  ‘  I  pipe  to 
‘  please  myself  ’  is  the  lamentably  incredible  statement  made 
by  one  of  our  greatest  poets ;  but  no  reiteration  of  the  asser¬ 
tion  avails  to  shake  our  conviction  that  when  he  reduced  his 
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piping  to  print  he  piped  to  please  his  audience.  To  the 
storyteller,  par  excellence,  the  acute  consciousness  of  his 
audience  is  the  essence  of  his  art.  An  active  reciprocity  of 
sympathy  is  requisite.  As  if  to  emphasise  the  necessity,  the 
fictions  of  older  da^'s  often  included  a  fictitious  narrator  and 
a  fictitious  audience  or  auditor.  As  in  the  ‘  Arabian  Nights,’ 
through  all  the  adventures  of  Sindbad,  the  perils  of  Ali  Baba, 
the  loves  of  Badoura,  we  are  never  allowed  to  forget  that 
the  voice  relating  these  wond<?rs  is  the  voice  of  Scheherazade 
and  that  the  ears  that  listen  are  those;  of  the  great  Sultan 
Schahriar. 

So  is  it  notably  in  these  tales  of  dead  Italy,  and  now  and 
then  these  figures  of  the  prologue,  as  we  may  call  them, 
liave  their  own  story,  as  Scheherazade  had  hers.  In  the 
proemio  to  the  sequence  of  tales  coll(;cted  or  invented  by  Ser 
Giovanni,  called  ‘II  1‘ecorone,’  we  hear  how  renown  of  the 
beauty,  gr.iciousness,  and  wisdom  of  Suor  Saturnina,  the 
angelic  nun  of  Forli,  nmehes  the  ears  of  Auretto,  the  young 
Florentine  gallant.  He  has  spent  all  his  w’ealth  in  gifts 
(cortesia) ;  he  has  learned  all  that  youth  can  learn  of  life ; 
but  for  the  sake  of  the  cloistered  face  he  has  never  yet  beheld, 
for  her  whom,  unknown,  he  loves  better  than  himself, 
Auretto  forsakes  the  gay  Tuscan  world,  and,  in  the  country 
beyond  the  Apennines,  becomes  chaplain  of  the  Forli 
convent  where  she  dwells.  There  ‘  amor  che  a  cor  gentil 
‘  ratto  s’ai)prende  ’  *  teaches  Suor  Saturnina  much.  Auretto 
for  love  wins  love  ;  heart  is  exchanged  for  lieaid.  The  lovers 
meet  daily  in  the  convent  parlatorio,  ‘  luogo  assai  remote  e 
‘  solitario.’  With  reverence  of  gentle  words,  with  tendorest 
caresses,  ‘senza  ncssuna  disonesta  ’  (Ser  Giovanni  knows,  for 
he  was  often  there  ! ),  they  pass  the  noond.ay  hour  of  inter¬ 
course,  hours  stolen  from  the  grasp  of  that  rigorous  fate 
which  has  debarred  their  loves  from  any  closer  union. 
There  each  in  turn, ‘per  mitigar  la  fiamma  doll’  ardente 
‘  amore,’  recounts  some  tale  heard,  wo  may  well  believe,  in 
bygone  days,  Avhen  no  vows  had  sealed  Saturnina’s  lips,  and 
when  Auretto  had  been,  even  from  his  youth,  ‘ben  practicato 
‘  in  ogni  cosa.’  Nor  are  wq  ever  oblivious,  dissonant  as  are 
many  of  the  ensuing  narratives  with  the  silence  of  that 
sanctuary,  of  the  quiet  background  with  its  two  solitary 

•  See  also  the  line  in  Guido  Guinlcelli’s  exquisite  thirteenth-century 
canzone,  ‘  Fuoco  d’  amore  in  gentil  cor  s’ aj)prende,’  given  in  the  ‘  Kinie 
di  diversi  Antichi  autori  Toscani  ’  (translated  by  D.  G.  liossetti  in  his 
‘  Early  Italian  Poets  ’). 
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figures,  cut  off  from  the  busy  turmoil  of  life,  cut  off  also,  even 
while  hand  holds  hand,  each  from  the  other. 

In  vivid  contrast  to  that  tranquil  convent  scene,  where 
the  very  sunlight  seems  misted  with  the  passive  melancholy 
of  stunted  happiness  and  incomplete  joys  (but  a  no  less 
integral  part  of  Boccaccio’s  best  known  work),  is  the  group  of 
joyous  companions  whose  facile  laughter  and  ready  tears 
are  alike  the  inspiration  and  the  guerdon  of  the  successive 
narratives  of  the  ‘  Decameron.’  Amid  those  refugees,  fled 
from  the  plague-stricken  streets  of  the  city  death  had  made 
desolate,  Fiammetta  sits,  as  Boccaccio  saw  her,  with  red 
garland  and  golden  hair,  in  the  glad  love  days  of  his 
youth. 

‘  And  there  my  lady,  mid  tlie  shadowings 
Of  myrtle  trees,  mid  flowers  and  grassy  space, 

Singing  I  saw,  with  others  who  sjit  round,’ 

her  comrades  of  noble  birth,  Ixjautiful  of  feature,  gracious  of 
aspect,  and  of  fair  virtue.  Indeed,  here,  as  with  the  lovers 
of  Forli,  nothing  is  more  clnirachfristic  of  the  convtmtions 
of  the  day  than  the  lack  of  eorresixtndence  b(?tween  the 
dedicate  decorum  attributed  to  the  audience  iind  the  coarse 
license  of  the  story-telling ;  a  recreation  susptmded — it  is  an 
added  touch  of  propriety — on  Fridays  in  honour  of  the 
Redemption,  on  Saturdays  in  veneration  of  the  Virgin. 

The  whole  painting  of  the  fanciful  garden  landscapes 
following  upon  that  masterpiece  of  horror,  the  opening  de¬ 
scription  of  the  plague,  accentuates  the  sense  of  dissonance. 
It  is  scene  painting  of  almost  unrivalled  perfection.  Through 
all  the  squalid  burlesques,  the  witless  comedy,  the  passion¬ 
less  sensuality,  the  profane  ribaldry  of  the  stories,  one  is  ever 
aware  of  the  greenness  of  the  little  hillside  meadow,  shadowed 
by  cypress  and  orange  trees,  where  fitful  winds  come  and  go 
across  the  sunlit  gnisses,  and  the  cool  water  ripples  in  the 
fountain  basin  or  lies  smooth  in  the  carved  stone  well.  We 
hear  the  drowsy  noonday  notes  of  singing  birds  who  rest 
overhead  in  the  branches,  we  are  kept  throughout — although 
more  than  once  the  scene  shifts — kept  by  the  subtle  skill  of 
the  great  artist,  continually  conscious  of  all  the  open-air 
grace  of  those  fair  Tuscan  pleasances  Boccaccio  has  seen 
with  the  eye  of  a  lover  and  drawn  with  the  hand  of  a  master. 
Nor  is  it  without  significance  that  he  elects  to  set  his  tales 
of  sordid  crimes  and  scurrilous  tricksters  in  that  framework 
of  fresh  leaves  and  herbs,  beneath  that  blue  canopy  of 
open  sky. 

Was  it,  in  truth,  as  ^ismondi  would  have  us  believe,  that 
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the  king’s  daughter,  Fiammetta  herself,  the  beautiful 
Sicilian  Maria  d’Aquino,  for  whose  pleasure  Boccaccio 
doubtless  did  much  amiss,  was  responsible  for  the  moral 
ugliness  in  his  work,  which,  apart  from  morality,  blunts 
the  perceptions  of  beauty  and  encrusts  and  clogs  tlie  imagi¬ 
native  faculties,  and  which  in  the  ‘  Decameron  ’  transcended, 
be  it  remembered,  the  lax  conventions  of  his  own  age? 
Surely  not. 

‘  I  know  that  where  all  joy  doth  most  abound, 

In  the  third  heaven,  ray  own  Fiarametta  nees 
The  grief  which  I  have  borne  since  she  is  dead. 

Oh  pray  her  (if  mine  image  be  not  drown’d 
In  Lethe)  that  her  pr.ayers  may  never  cease 
Until  I  see  her  and  am  comforted.’ 

So  Boccaccio  addresses  Dante,  begging  the  pilgrim  of 
heaven  and  hell  to  do  him  this  love-service  of  sad  remem¬ 
brance  to  his  dead  lady.  Incongruous  indeed  is  the  sonnet 
with  the  accusation,  and  yet  it  is  but  another  example  of 
the  incongruities  characteristic  of  the  day,  and  the  dead 
Fiammetta  of  the  third  heaven  (the  star  of  Venus)  may  have 
had  little  enough  in  common  with  the  living  Fiammetta  of 
the  first  earth. 

Let,  however,  the  blame  and  its  burden  lie  where  the 
critics  will  on  the  depi*aved  taste  of  the  woman  he  loved, 
on  the  blood  of  the  Parisian  girl  whom,  if  tradition  speak 
truth,  his  father  had  loved  in  like  fashion  before.  Let  it 
rest  on  the  morals  of  his  century  or  upon  his  own  head,  he 
at  least  made  no  effort  to  shift  responsibility  when  repenhince 
overtook  him.  For  repentance  came.  The  sequel  was 
curious  enough.  A  prophecy  made  in  l.'iOl  (the  ‘  Decameron  ’ 
was  finished,  it  is  said,  in  1350)  of  his  approaching  death 
struck  terror  into  the  spirit  of  the  free  critic  of  superstition. 
Boccaccio  was  ‘  talraente  atterrito  e  conturbato  ’  *  that  he 
forthwith  proposed  totally  to  abandon  the  profane  arts.  Later, 
Villani  states  that  he  strove  to  recall  the  works  his  awakened 
conscience  condemned,  ‘  ma  non  pot**,  come  desiderava,  la 
‘  parola  gia  detta  al  i)etto  rivocare,  ne  il  foco,  che  col  mantiee 
‘  avea  acceso,  colla  sua  volontsY  spegnere,’  and  dying  in  1375, 
clothed  in  canonical  vestments,  Boccaccio  left  behind  him 
the  reputation  of  having  excelled  in  scandal  the  literary 
records  of  his  contemporaries. 

Nevertheless,  be  it  acknowledged  that  when  we  turn  to 
the  novelle  of  less  famous  and  less  notorious  authors,  they 


*  Tiraboschi,  libro  III.  p.  xli. 
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do  not  seem  in  this  matter  to  lag  so  very  far  behind  the 
steps  of  their  master.  Ser  (iiovanni,  Firenzuola  -who  also,  as 
Boccaccio  before,  wore  the  ecclesiastical  habit  and  whose 
eight  stories  deal  chiefly  with  incidents  of  conventual  life-  - 
Parabosco,  Cinthio,  bear  the  same  reproach.  The  eighty-nine 
novelte  of  Matteo  Bandello,  by  the  grace  of  God  monk  of 
S.  Dominic,  and  by  the  grace  of  Francis  I.  Lord  Bishop  of 
Agen,  written  in  the  sixteenth  century,  are  open  to  the 
same  censure.  Nor  do  they  betray  any  consciousness  of  their 
sins.  ‘  Wind,  Water,  and  Shame  met  at  a  tavern.’  (The 
fable  occurs  in  one  of  their  stories.)  ‘  Where,  0  Shame,  is 
‘  your  home  ?  ’  asks  Water.  Shame  answers,  ‘  Of  a  truth  I 
‘  cannot  tell.’  Then  Wind  and  Water  take  pity  upon  her, 
because  no  man  living  will  give  her  harbourage.  So  ‘  Let 
‘  her  live  in  our  company,’  they  say.  But  the  Wind  rises 
into  a  hurricane  and  the  Water  to  storm-waves,  and  Shame 
in  the  tempest  is  drowned.  ‘  Since  then,’  concludes  the 
allegorist,  ‘  1  will  live  the  life  that  seems  good  to  me  .  .  . 

*  forasmuch  as  in  this  our  day  such  a  thing  as  shame  is 
‘  not  to  be  found  in  all  the  world.’ 

In  the  thirteen  ‘  Piacevoli  Notti  ’  of  Giovanni  Francesco 
Straparola  da  Caravaggio  (the  contemporary  of  Michael 
Angelo),  however,  a  fresh  and  fantastic  charm  prevails  over 
the  coarseness  of  expression.  Possibly  the  coarseness  itself 
is  less  ingrain.  Straparola’s  sympathies  are  decidedly,  as 
his  translator  indicates,  ‘  on  the  side  of  good  manners.’  To 
Mr.  Waters  a  debt  of  genuine  gratitude  is  owing,  for,  with 
the  exception  of  one  tale  in  the  ‘  Palace  of  Pleasure  ’  and  one 
in  Roscoe’s  volumes,  this  is  the  first  appearance  of  Strapa¬ 
rola’s  stories  in  a  literal  English  version.  Their  substance, 
whatever  may  be  said  concerning  Straparola’s  disregard  of 
style,  is  often  the  product  of  true  imagination,  an  imagina¬ 
tion  which  seized  and  fixed  the  floating  fairy  lore  of  the 
time.  The  glamour  of  fairyland,  the  sun-glamour  of  the 
East,  not  the  moon-glamour  of  the  North,  lies  over  many  a 
passage.  Magic  lore,  represented  in  the  ‘  Decameron  ’  by 
only  two  stories,  that  of  the  ‘  Summer  Garden  in  Winter 
‘  Snow  ’  *  and  that  of  ‘  Saladiii  and  Messer  Thorelo,’  f  in 
Straparola  is  rife.  Ilis  Nights  are  full,  it  may  be  said,  of 
dreams.  Perrault  and  Mine  d’Aulnoy  have  popularised  many 
a  one.  Grimm’s  brilliant  tale  of  the  ‘Master  Thief’ is 

•  Decameron,  10th  Day,  5th  Novel.  (See  also  Leigh  Hunt’s  para¬ 
phrase  of  Boiardo’s  metrical  version  in  *  Stories  from  the  Italian  Poets.’) 

t  Decameron,  10th  Day,  9th  Novel. 
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idpntical  witli  tho  ‘  Cassaiulrino  ’  of  tho  first  Night.  The 
(jlrateful  Dead  episode  of  the  eleventh  Night  surely  lingered 
in  Hans  Andersen’s  memory  when  he  invented  the  weird 
tale  of  the  ‘  Fellow  Ti-aveller.’  They  are  a  mine  of  enchant¬ 
ments  :  fairy  horses,  star  children,  water  that  danced,  apples 
that  sang.  There  is  Samaritana,  the  gentle  snake-sister,  and 
Biancabella,  more  gentle  and  less  wise.  (Why  does  Duidup 
in  his  abstract  turn  the  snake  into  a  fawn'?)  There  is  the 
‘  Fair}'  Doll,’  and,  stranger  than  all,  the  fable  of  the  Fool, 
Flamminio,  ‘who  went  to  seek  Death  and  found  Life,  who 
‘  showed  him  Fear  and  let  him  make  trial  of  Death,’  in  which 
one  feels  a  touch  of  northern  mysticism  alien  to  Italian 
sentiment.  Lastly,  born  of  Straparola’s  own  brain — so  far 
criticism  has  traced  no  other  original — is  Puss  in  (or  rather 
here  out  of)  Boots.  Moreover,  even  when  incidents  of 
actual  enchantment  are  wanting,  there  are  images  of  such 
gracious  fantasy  that  they  seem  to  b(>long  to  the  same 
lineage.  The  small-handed  maiden  Doralice  who  by  night 
lies  hidden  in  the  locked  coffer  which  stands  in  the  young 
king’s  chamber,  and  who  by  day  steals  out  unseen,  s(*ts  his 
room  in  fair  array,  sweejis  the  lU)or,  remakes  the  b»‘d, 
smooths  its  pearl-embroidered  coverlet  and  strews  fresh  rose 
leaves  and  fragrant  violets  for  his  homecoming,  presents  as 
delicately  lovely  a  picture  as  any  maiden  figure  of  them  all : 
Snow-white,  Rose-red,  (Jolden  Locks,  Briar  Rose,  or  the  rest 
of  the  sisterhood  who  through  much  tribulation  won  the 
wreath  of  the  bride  or  the  crown  of  the  queen.  Nor  in 
the  matter  of  romance  do  many  incidents  surpass  in 
picturesqueness  the  scene  of  the  trial  by  Serpent  or  that  of 
the  drowning  of  Malgherita  as,  swimming  towards  her  lover’s 
shore,  she  is  decoyed  by  the  false  light  attached  to  her 
brother’s  boat,  and  dies  exhausted  in  mid  seas. 

In  these  volumes,  as  in  the  ‘  J.)ecameron,’  the  mise  en  seine 
gives  us  a  specimen  of  the  art  of  living  cultivated  in  the 
princely  houses  of  old  Italy.  Here  also,  as  the  convent  of 
Forli  has  its  shadow  of  foregone  joys,  as  in  the  ‘  Decameron,’ 
the  ghost  of  death  haunts  the  threshold  of  the  Tuscan  villa, 
so  in  the  Nights  a  note  of  sadness  preludes  their  carnival 
gaiety.  For  Lucretia,  the  noble  lady  in  whose  honour 
the  ‘  favole  ’  are  made,  is  herself  an  exile  amongst  the  joyous 
Venetians  who  thi’ong  to  her  presence.  It  is  only  a  muted 
melancholy,  for  fair  indeed  is  the  new  home  which  shelters 
her.  A  marble-staired  palace  without  the  city,  ‘  whose  walls 
‘  are  the  sea  and  whose  roof  the  sky,’  is  her  abiding  place. 
From  its  high  balcony  morning  and  night  Lucretia  watches 
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the  fishes  with  their  flasliiufr  scales  as  they  dart  in  bripfht 
shoals  through  the  clear  waves.  Noble  young  danioisclles 
of  musical  name  —  Lndovica,  Vicenza,  Lionora,  Lauretta, 
Eritrea,  FiorJiana— surpassing  all  others  in  beauty,  grace, 
and  courtesy,  are  her  chosen  train.  Scholars,  poets,  and 
courtiers  surround  her.  These,  one  and  all,  are  part  of  the 
plan.  The  haphazaril  gaieties  of  barbarism,  the  random 
joys  of  nature,  have  here  no  place.  Pleasure,  life  itself,  is 
an  art  of  artists  at  once  intellectual,  social,  and  sensual,  and 
every  detail  innst  be  perfected  lest  any  friction  of  delight  be 
impoverished.  The  garden  abounds  in  fruit  and  flowers ; 
its  lawns  are  of  softest  grass,  embroidered  with  blossoms. 
The  vases  are  of  wrought  gold,  the  seats  are  draped  with 
tissues  of  silk,  the  wines  are  costly  ;  Love  himself  moves  amid 
the  dancers.  Each  touch  of  the  writer’s  pen  adds  some 
intentional  tint  of  colour,  some  delicate  arabcsfiue  of  orna¬ 
ment,  to  the  stag(*.  We  hear  the  vibi-ation  of  violins,  the 
slow  measures  of  old  Venetian  dances,  with  their  stately 
riverenzPj  prelude  the  quintet  of  girls’  voices ;  and,  as  the 
last  song-note  dies  away,  as  the  luminous  night  of  the 
southern  sky  and  the  warm  breath  of  the  southern  sea 
steal  in  through  the  high  windows,  clear-eyed  Lauretta 
( ‘  vaga  di  aspetto  ma  sdegnosetta  alquanto’),  a  slim  girl’s 
figure  crowned  with  the  h'aves  of  her  namesake  tree, 
takes  her  seat  on  high.  When,  in  the  silence  of  that 
briliiant  compan}',  she  begins  her  initiative  fnvcUa  we  feel 
that  it,  and  the  stories  that  follow,  should  be  crc'ated  not 
for  the  gross  multitude  — the  Ixmrgeoisie  of  r(*aders — but 
for  the  denizens  of  that  Murano  palace,  in  accordance  with 
its  luxurious  refinement  and  the  harmonious  dignity  of  those 
carnival  keepers  of  a  lost  century. 

Yet  what,  setting  apart  the  section  belonging  to  the 
realm  of  pure  fancy,  are  the  stories  that  in  the  Nights 
occupy  a  large  space,  which  in  the  ‘  Decameron  ’  usurp 
a  third  of  the  volumes,  and  in  Ser  Diovanni  and  the  rest 
disfigure  in  varying  proportions  page  after  page  ?  Sismondi, 
speaking  of  Sacchetti’s  ‘  Novelle,’  Boccaccio’s  illustrious 
successor,  sums  up  their  characteristics  in  one  contemptu¬ 
ously  just  sentence.  They  consist,  he  writes,  of  narratives 
concerning  ‘  les  friponneries  (jui  ne  sont  giUTCs  adroites,  des 
‘  plaisanteries  qui  ne  sont  gueres  tines.’  And  this  verdict 
applies  to  most  of  those  tales  common  to  all  which  the  old 
headings  designated  as  ‘  nna  Jiefl'a.*  They  are  often  mere 
anecdotes  of  shallow  tricks,  ribald  and  repulsive  frauds 
practised  by  one  man  upon  another,  by  wives  upon  their 
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lovers  and  husbands,  and  (significantly  less  often)  by  hus¬ 
bands  upon  their  wives.  They  consist  of  situations  rather 
than  of  plots,  and  the  victims  evoke  as  little  sympathy  with 
their  sufferings  as  do  the  perpetrators  of  the  tricks  with 
their  motives.  In  many  instances  a  taste  for  mere  brutal 
horseplay  serves  as  the  chief  instigation  to  mischief ;  in  others 
other  motives  for  malice  are  supplied.  More  often  than  not, 
in  the  more  elaborate  compositions  a  lurid  spot  of  tragedy 
discolours  the  scene,  and,  as  M.  Gebhart  observes,  ‘  on  n’y 
‘  rit  point  toujours  de  trcs  bon  coour.’  'thus  they  succeed 
one  another.  Comedies  of  humour  without  wit;  comedies  of 
sordid  revenges  for  sordid  wrongs ;  trivial  jests  ending  in 
torture  and  madness  ;  burlesques  where  death,  in  its  most 
formidable  aspects,  terminates  the  farce.  Such  are  the 
themes  for  laughter  presented  to  audiences  whose  insatiable 
passion  for  gaiety  is  represented  Jis  dominating  alike  all 
sentiments  of  pity  and  all  repugnance  to  vice. 

There  is  a  certain  grimness  in  the  spectacle  of  a  levity  so 
consistent  and  complete  so,  if  one  may  thus  express  it, 
impenetrable.  It  is  a  levity  without  bounds.  It  extends 
almost  beyond  the  horizon  of  imaginative  realisation.  It 
has  no  modern  equivsilent.  The  ostentation,  superficiality, 
the  assertiveness  and  flippancy  of  later  days  is  unknown 
to  it ;  it  is  as  absolutely  spontaneous  and  unconscious  as  it  is 
callous  and  invincible.  Nothing  is  too  sacred  or  too  revolting 
to  enhance  its  enjoyment.  The  stories  in  the  fabliaux  of 
incidents  connected  with  dead  bodies — where  fiction  perhaps 
touches  its  lowest  strata — became  favourite  models  for  the 
novellieri.  The  abbreviated  sketch  of  one  composition  of  the 
kind  will  serve  to  illustrate  the  light-hearted  brutality  of 
such  inventions.*  A  young  priest,  Pietro  by  name,  ‘  avendo 
‘  in  animo  di  voler  far  una  beffa  ’  on  a  youth  attached  to  the 
service  of  his  church,  steals  from  its  vault  the  body  of  a 
girl,  and  places  it  in  the  church  in  such  a  manner  that  the 
youth,  whose  duty  calls  him  to  ring  the  matin  bell  in  the 
darkness  of  the  early  morning,  is  confronted  by  the  appari¬ 
tion.  The  young  sacristan’s  first  panic  over,  he  discovers 
the  truth  of  the  ‘  befta,’  and  resolves  to  be  quits  with  the 
priest.  Pietro  now  sleeps  the  sleep  of  the  just ;  the  sacristan 
secretly  conveys  the  deaid  girl  to  Pietro’s  sleeping  room,  and 
the  first  sight  upon  which  his  waking  eyes  fall  is  her  dead 
face.  Conscience-stricken  by  the  memory  of  her  violated 
sepulchre,  Pietro,  blind  with  terror,  flies  from  what  he  takes 

*  See  ‘  Le  Cene  ’  di  A.  F.  Grazzini  (11  Laaca).  Ceua  I.,  Novella  vii. 
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to  be  an  avenging  spectre.  Flying,  he  falls  upon  the  stair¬ 
way,  and,  as  the  sacristan’s  bell  summons  the  household  to 
prayers,  is  found  senseless.  Restored  to  consciousness,  he 
raves  of  the  phantom,  and  thus  raving  confesses  the  night’s 
misdeed.  Meanwhile  the  sacristan,  in  the  general  confusion, 
has  re-entered  the  house  unmarked  and  restores  the  body  to 
its  grave,  replacing  the  flower  garland  in  the  hair  and  re¬ 
arranging  the  death  drapery.  Thus,  while  both  Pietro’s 
room  and  the  vault  are  searched  for  confirmation  of  the 
young  priest’s  tale,  no  evidence  is  found  to  corroborate  his 
delirious  statement,  while  the  sacristan,  when  interrogated, 
declares  the  whole  episode  to  be  a  figment  of  Pietro’s 
imagination.  The  profaned  sanctity  of  death  now  takes  its 
sinister  revenge.  Knowing  for  truth  what  all  around  hold 
for  a  delusion,  Pietro  doubts  his  own  sanity.  A  frenzied 
melancholy  creeps  over  him,  he  can  neither  eat  nor  sleep, 
and,  finally  throwing  himself  from  a  window,  he  dies  mi¬ 
serably  upon  the  stones  of  the  court  below.  Truly  in  such 
stories  ‘  on  n’y  rit  point  de  bon  cceur.’ 

Such  stories,  however,  are  but  a  section  of  the  whole. 
Much  still  remains  to  rivet  our  imagination  in  the  literature 
from  which  Shakespeare  drew  his  ‘  Cymbeline  ’  *  and  Chaucer 
his  ‘  Griseldis.’  t  Despite  all  its  sins,  it  attracts  and  repels  in 
almost  equal  degrees  ;  attracts  by  its  gay  simplicity,  carrying 
us  back  to  a  world  which  laughed  so  easily  at  such  sorry 
jests,  interested  itself  in  the  contemplation  of  such  childish 
stratagems,  and  wept  over  such  fantastic  extravaganzas  of 
grief.  Its  passages  of  didactic  piety,  often  the  prefix  to 
some  peculiarly  scurrilous  episode  or  the  envoy  to  the  most 
unedifying  anecdote,  its  moralisings  on  the  obligations  of 
domestic  duties,  the  infringement  of  which  in  their  most 
binding  elements  the  ensuing  plot  most  frequently  illustrates, 
give  a  curious  and  illuminating  colour  to  the  atmosphere. 
They  afford  a  key  to  the  ethics  of  a  world  where  principle 
and  practice  had  agreed  in  all  courtesy  to  differ ;  where 
religion,  faith,  purity,  truth  and  honour  received  befitting 
verbal  reverence,  tbeir  contraries  due  condemnation,  but 
where  one  deciphers  in  the  very  fact  of  that  unquestioning 
acceptance  of  duly  authorised  truth — truth  spiritual  and 
moral — the  testimony  of  a  profound  iiiditterencc.  Thus  they 
merely  evade  the  laws  of  right  doing.  Antagonism  to  good. 


•  Decameron,  2nd  Day,  0th  Novel.  (Though  Ilallam  attributes  it  to 
Cinthio.) 

t  Ibid.  10th  Day,  10th  Novel. 
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the  anla^oiiism  of  evil  will,  or  that  <leeper  antaj'Oiiisiu  of 
loyal  minds  embittered  and  alienated  by  the  hypocrisies 
of  convention,  is  absent.  Avarice,  the  ambition  which  of 
sinners  makes  false  saints,  the  marriage  of  the  old  to  the 
youn^%  the  faithhsssness  of  women  for  the  novel! leri  have 
their  own  decalogue — are  rebuked  and  ridiculed,  but  rebuked 
without  indignation,  and  ridiculed  without  scorn.  The 
vices  of  the  Church,  moving  Dante  to  austere  rage,  and 
I’etrarca  to  resentful  melancholy,  serve  lloccaccio  and  his 
comrades  as  convenient  subject  matter  for  comic  raillery. 
Tlie  sins  of  the  world  are  likewise  arraigned,  but  it  is  at  the 
world's  tribunal  only.  It  is  not  the  code  of  the  soul,  but  the 
law  of  custom,  they  have  infringed.  Satires  lapse  into  harle¬ 
quinades,  and  the  most  criminal  delinquencies  wear  the  mask 
of  Christinas  inuinineries.  It  is  this  resolutely  maintained 
levity  of  judgement,  levity  of  heart,  and  levity  of  soul  that 
ends,  even  more  in  the  ‘  Decameron  ’  than  elsewhere,  by  jarring 
our  sympathies — this  incessant  recurrence  to  a  very  frenzy 
of  buffoonery  that  eventually  frets  and  outwearies  our 
imagination. 

Yet  the  uovellier!  are  not  without  their  prophet. 
Masuccio,  it  has  been  said,  stands  to  them  in  much  the  same 
relationship  as  that  borne  by  Savonarola  to  his  brother 
monks.  A  gulf  divides  his  work  from  theirs.  They  wrote 
to  amuse,  from  the  wide  standpoint  of  the  indifferent,  to 
dissipate  the  malinconio,  of  idle  hours,  to  combat  the  tedium 
of  life  with  laughter,  to  please  their  audience  and  to  please 
themselves.  Masuccio  laughs  too  it  was  the  custom  of  the 
time  but  his  laughter  is  harsh,  lie  too  concocts — it  was 
the  fashion — ^coarse*  burlesques,  but  with  him  they  have  not 
even  the  merit  of  riotous  spontaneity  ;  they  are  jests  extorted 
from  a  sombre  clown.  He  wrote  with  a  pen  of  red-hot  iron, 
pursuing  the  two  objects  of  his  csi»ecial  hatred,  the  evil 
priest  and  the  evil  woman,  with  the  invectives  of  a  savage 
justice.  He  rails  on  the  priesthood  with  the  concentrated 
insolence  of  the  priest,  he  denounces  womanhood  with  the 
passionate  hysteria  of  a  woman.  His  denunciation  of  either 
is  tainted  with  the  worst  qualities  of  both.  In  all  his 
writings  that  unmistakable  note,  which  we  call  personal,  is 
seldom  absent ;  his  ffail  is  not  that  of  the  apostle  but  of  the 
fellow-sinner,  and  reading  the  stories  of  ‘  II  Novellino  *  with 
their  creed  of  tierce  scepticism,  one  asks  involuntarily  ‘  What 
‘  woman’s  sin  wrote  Masuccio’s  novels  ?  ’ 

He  has  put  on  one  side,  and  for  ever,  the  levity  of 
Boccaccio’s  philosophy ;  the  common  phrases  of  artificial 
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courtesy  break  in  his  hand ;  where  others  deride  ho  stabs  ; 
nor  are  the  sufterings  he  lieaps  upon  his  women  allowed  to 
expiate  their  least  weaknesses;  ho  has  no  use  for  pity. 
Nevertheless,  let  all  lx;  for;jiven  to  him  for  the  sake  of  that 
iHonoixdy  he  hehl  of  viiadent  sincerity,  of  envenomed  serious¬ 
ness  ;  for  the  reality  of  his  sentiment  and  the  overpowering 
force  of  his  conviction;  for  his  hate  itself,  which  climbs  like 
a  tongue  of  living  llame  through  the  sham  stage  tires  of 
other  iwvellicri,  scorching,  defacing,  destroying,  yet,  like  the 
storm-wind  and  the  flood,  an  element  of  nature  purifying 
while  it  devastates  the  earth. 

Of  character-dniwing  cither  in  Masuccio  or  his  contem¬ 
poraries  there  is  little.  The  figures  in  their  stories  are  types 
rather  than  individuals.  A  single  motive,  a  dominant 
passion,  determines  the  plot — love,  revenge,  malice,  vanity, 
are  the  piominent  agencies.  A  man  loves;  forthwith  he 
sacrifices  honour,  friendship,  affection,  to  attain  the  satis¬ 
faction  of  his  wishes.  He  suffers  injury;  straightway  he 
sets  himself,  in  similar  guise,  to  inflict  an  equal  hui't  upon 
his  wronger.  Vacillations  born  of  the  inner  wavering  of 
conflicting  emotions,  complicjitions  rising  from  the  conten¬ 
tion  of  contrary  instincts,  sire  ignored.  The  result  is  a 
brillisint  directness  impossible  to  sinalysts  to  whom  the  side 
issues  of  action  are  apparent.  Two  types  of  women  alter¬ 
nate.  The  woman  who,  astute  or  foolish,  is  solely  actuated 
by  a  sordid  love  of  gain  and  pleasures,  or  a  vulgar  delight 
in  intrigue — who  is  herself,  according  to  the  exigency  of 
plot,  cither  dupe  or  <leceiver.  Where  lier  cunning  fails  she 
is  ridiculed  ;  where  it  triumphs,  applauded  ;  for  Jiever  more 
barefacedly  has  the  success  of  a  crime  been  upheld  as  its 
apology.  The  converse  type,  be  she  ix.*asant  or  ijcntile  donna, 
wedded  or  unwedded,  is  gracious  and  loveworthy,  ‘  bella, 
‘  honesta,  costurnata,  savia.'  The  epithets  are  lavish.  Where 
she  loves  she  is  invariably  faithful,  whether  the  bond  be 
legitimate  or,  as  is  more  often  the  case,  unlawful.  Of  faith 
towards  any  other  tie  she  is  niaiidy  innocent.  Her  morals 
have  been  much  and  often  impugned,  yet,  it  must  be  allowed, 
she  possesses  to  the  full  the  virtues  of  her  sins.  There  is 
possibly  little  to  urge  in  defence  of  her  lightln^arted  ill- 
doings,  but  they  have  one  extenuating  point :  she  incurs 
the  penalties  of  her  weakness  with  uncalculating  courage, 
and  endures  them,  when  inevitable,  with  unflinching  im¬ 
penitence.  She  deviates  from  the  narrow  road,  but  it  is 
to  walk  at  the  edge  of  a  precipice — for  the  menace  of  a  swift 
vengeance  hung  over  the  head  of  the  woman  who  sinned. 
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Sometimes  evaded,  more  often  the  sword  fell.  The  screen 
of  easy  lies  which  no  one  believes  and  everyone,  for  social 
convenience,  accepts,  was  a  shield  the  Italian  husband  of 
the  Renaissance  never  suffered  for  a  moment  to  stand 
between  his  outraged  honour  and  his  revenge,  and  for  the 
woman  love’s  crimes  were  wrought  under  the  very  shadow 
of  a  relentless  death.  A  sinister  phantom,  armed  and 
pitiless,  waited  upon  the  threshold  in  the  veriest  farce  of 
commonplace  intrigue. 

As  the  art  of  the  novelist  developed,  however,  a  more 
definite  individualisation  takes  the  place  of  the  type.  In 
the  sixteenth-century  novels  of  Bandello  there  is  a  clear 
attempt  at  characterisation.  For  buoyant  freshness  and  the 
jubilant  grace  of  April  the  child-figure  in  the  Venetian 
romance  of  ‘  Gerardo  and  Elena  ’  *  stands  out  almost  alone. 
The  opening  description,  at  its  own  period,  has  few  parallels. 
Elena,  a  motherless  child,  is  provided  by  her  father’s  solici¬ 
tude  with  the  feast-day  companionship  of  four  sisters. 

‘  When  together  with  Elena  they  played  many  games ;  amongst  others 
they  played  forfeits,  which  was  a  game  of  ball.  The  four  being  from 
seventeen  to  twenty-one  years  old  were  each  in  love,  and  often  while 
playing,  now  one,  now  another,  would  run  out  and  look  over  the 
balconies  at  tlxeir  lovers  as  they  passed  in  gondolas  below.  But  Elena, 
who  was  most  simple,  grew  much  displeased  at  this  and  pulled  them 
Itack  by  their  gowns  to  make  them  go  on  with  the  game.  Hut  they, 
to  whom  the  sight  of  their  lovers  gave  more  joy  than  the  ball,  car^ 
little  lor  Elena,  but  stood  fast  by  the  windows,  sometimes  lliiiging 
llowers  to  their  lovers  as  they  went  by, 

‘  One  day,  when  teased  by  Elena,  one  of  her  jilaymates  said,  “  Elena, 
if  you  could  taste  but  a  tithe  of  the  pleasure  we  get  in  amusing  our¬ 
selves  at  these  windows,  you  w'ould  care  nothing  whatever  for  forfeits; 
but  you  are  a  simpleton,  knowing  nothing  as  yet  of  such  trallic.’  ’ 

So  the  story  opens :  with  those  four  girl  faces  looking 
down  from  the  palace  windows  on  the  tvater  street  below, 
with  its  throng  of  gondolas,  its  merchants,  its  black- 
veiled  women,  and  its  lingering  groups  of  lovers.  Then 
came  a  day',  feast-day  though  it  be,  when  the  girl  faces  are 
absent;  Elena’s  playfellows  have  forsaken  her,  and,  sad  and 
lonely,  the  little  maiden  of  thirteen  or  fourteen  summers 
takes  her  stand,  not  at  the  great  windows  of  the  palace 
frontage,  but  at  the  bakajiiy  <»verhanging  a  narrow  sideway 
canal,  and  young  (ierardo,  on  some  enterprise  of  love,  so  fate 
will  have  it,  passes  below  down  the  sequestered  waterway. 

*  Bandello,  Parte  I.,  Novella  x.xx.xi.  (The  third  story  in  Mr. 
Pinkerton’s  translations.) 
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He  Bees  tlie  lair  child’s  head  decked  with  a  red  carnation  in 
the  setting  of  the  old  ^rey  wall,  and  seeing,  he  looks  again. 
Her  girl  companions  have  taught  Elena  something,  if  but 
little ;  the  word  without  its  meaning,  the  token  without  the 
significance  thereof.  Elena  ‘  turned  to  Gerardo  a  merry 
‘  look,  such  as  she  had  often  seen  her  playmates  give  to 
‘  their  gallants.’  Gerardo  returns  the  silent  greeting  of  her 
eyes,  ‘  while  she,  thinking  it  was  a  game,  repaid  him  with 
‘  a  smile.’  Then  the  boat  passes  onwards,  but  soon  the 
gondola  returns  and  goes  very  slowly  beneath  the  house,  and 
Elena  is  still  theiv,  still  looking  down,  with,  it  may  be,  her 
melancholy  abated.  This  time  it  is  Gerardo  who  smiles  up 
at  her,  and  lest  the  game  should  be  incomplete  or  the  picture 
lose  one  fraction  ot  its  mute  grace,  leaning  over  the  edge  of 
the  stone  she  lets  the  crimson  llower  fall  from  its  resting- 
place  ‘  above  her  ear  ’  to  set'k  the  kisses  of  Gerardo’s  lips. 

‘  The  scent  of  the  flower  and  the  fairness  of  the  girl  set  his 
‘heart  on  fire.’  That  other  woman  on  whose  quest  the  youth 
was  bound  has  long  to  wait.  But  Elena  ‘  being  very  simple 
‘  and  not  having  as  yet  opened  her  breast  to  the  darts  of  love, 
‘  took  no  great  heed  of  Gerardo,  though  it  pleased  her  to  see 
‘  him.’  It  w’as  all  to  her  but  a  pastime  of  looks  exchanged  and 
fiowers  cast  down  to  kiss — a  pastime  which,  like  that  ball- 
play  she  had  played  before,  she  will  learn  to  know  is  a  game 
of  forfeits. 

The  days  go  by.  Each  festival  Elena,  who  now  seeks 
solitude  as  much  as  earlier  she  had  dt'sired  companionship, 
takes  her  stand  at  her  window,  and  with  glad,  ignorant  eyes 
awaits  her  lover’s  salutation— though  ‘  on  common  days  she 
‘deemed  it  unmeet  to  play  this  game.’  Then  Gerardo  for 
very  love  falls  sick,  and  the  festas  come  and  go,  but  his 
gondola  is  no  more  seen.  Elena’s  old  nurse,  whose  fosterling 
he  was,  becomes  his  confidant.  He  tells  her  all,  and  of  his 
love’s  strange  nature,  ‘  seeing  that  he  knew  not  the  name  of 
‘  his  beloved  ;  ’  nor  knew  anything  save  that  she  is  the  fairest 
of  five  maidens  who  with  g;iy  f.ices  look  down  from  the 
ixilace  balconies  on  festival  mornings.  And  the  old  nurse  is 
‘  sure  it  must  be  one  of  Elena’s  <*ompaJiions,  Elena  being 
‘so  innocent.’  Presently  the  old  woman’s  e^es  are  opened. 
Watching  Elena  unseen,  one  day,  the  girl  grew  very  joyous. 
And  surely  so,  for  once  again  Gerardo’s  crondola  halts 
beneath  the  walls  of  her  father’s  house.  With  childish 
gestures  Elena  shows  him,  all  unashamed,  her  gladness. 
In  her  hand  she  holds  a  nosegay  of  blossoms,  doubtless 
sweet  as  that  first  carnation,  and  merrily  she  throws  them 
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down.  This  time  she  has  not  cherished  her  flowers  in  vain. 
Gerardo — her  love — has  come  back. 

Then,  with  semblance  of  great  anger,  the  old  nurse  accuses 
her  nurseling  of  her  xinabashod  sins.  First  half  with  fear 
Elena  listens,  then  her  eyes  tell  her  the  old  face  she  loves 
so  well  is  not  really  wrathful,  and  thus  ‘  she  flung  her  arms 
‘  about  her  neck,  and  kissing  her  as  a  child  would  do, 
‘  “Nena” — it  is  the  pet  name  Venetian  nurses  bear — “sweetest 
‘  “  of  mothers,  1  humbly  crave  your  pardon  if  in  the  game  you 
‘  “  saw  me  playing  I  erred,  though  myself  I  do  not  think  it.”  ’ 
She  tells  all  that  has  passed,  the  love-game  she  has  played 
with  roses  and  carnations,  ‘  and  he  with  whom  I  chose  to 
‘  play  was  the  youth  you  saw.  J’or  my  own  part,  I  wish  he 
‘  would  often  go  by’,  and  I  know  not  why  you  scold  me  ;  but  if 
‘  it  be  very  wrong,  I  w’ill  refrain  therefrom.’  With  a  pathetic 
simplicity,  strangely  at  variance  with  liandello’s  writings,  the 
old  nurse  teaches  the  child  her  first  lesson  of  womanhood. 
Delicately  the  wrinkled  hands  draw  the  veil  of  Love’s  in¬ 
cognito,  and,  though  simple  and  pure  in  heart,  the  girl  has  a 
‘ready  wit  and  wholly  understands.’  Commonplace  enough 
is  the  plot  that  follows ;  the  unlikeness  which  set  it  apart 
merely  consists  in  the  reiterated  expression  of  thfit  unsullied 
innocence  of  soul.  For  never  through  all  the  griefs  and  joys 
and  catastrophes  of  her  wedded  years  does  Elena  lose  her 
springtime  grace  of  childhood.  The  divine  flames  — to  quote 
that  most  brazen  of  episcopal  storytellers — illuminate  her 
heart  and  therewith  open  the  eyes  of  her  mind,  but  to  the 
very  end  she  retains  the  untainted  purity  of  her  playtime. 

Nor  is  this  a  single  example  of  Bandello’s  latent  ixowers  of 
characterisation.  Painted  in  colours  more  vivid,  if  not  more 
distinct,  is  his  portrait  of  Spanish  Violante.*  The  story  (parti¬ 
ally  and  inadequately’  reproduced  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher’s 
‘  Triumph  of  Death  ’)  is  a  narrative  of  savage  revenge  taken 
by  a  woman  tortured  into  crime.  Didaco  Centiglia  forsakes 
his  low-born  wife,  Violante,  and  openly  weds  another  bride. 
For  three  days  Violante  is  as  one  stunned  ;  she  had  loved  him 
with  an  illimitable  love — sbe  wept  and  wasted  away  in  her 
misery.  Then,  ‘  so  that  for  the  future  it  should  be  less  easy 
‘  for  men  to  betray,’  she  set  weeping  aside.  It  chanced  one 
day,  she,  being  at  her  window,  saxv  her  lost  lover  ride  by. 
He,  though  abashed  and  with  changed  colour,  di’ew  rein  and 
greeted  her.  ‘  Good  moiTow,  madonna,’  is  his  light  saluta¬ 
tion.  ‘  How  goes  it  with  you?  ’  ‘  You  give  me  good  morrow 

*  Bandellu,  Parte  I.,  Novella  xlii.  (Fourth  story  of  translations.) 
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‘  with  your  lips,’  she  answers  smiling,  ‘  but  in  truth  you  have 
‘  given  me  a  very  siul  day,  and  how  it  goes  with  me  you  know 
‘  as  well  as  I.’  A  double  traitor,  that  night  he  returns  to 
Violante  and  perishes  miserably — this  honour  alone  she 
accords  him — at  her  hands ;  ‘  Tu  ti  potrai  alinen  gloriare,  che 
‘  per  mano  d’  una  donna,  che  ainasti,  e  ella  te  senza  fine 
‘  amava,  sei  niorto.’ 

The  speech  in  which,  self  accused  (not  as  fearful  and 
sorrowing,  but  ‘  allegra  e  valorosa  ’)  she  confesses  and  vindi¬ 
cates  her  deed  before  the  judge  has  a  tragic  pathos.  Never 
does  one  forget  that  the  man  she  has  tortured  and  slain  is 
the  lover  she,  without  limit,  has  loved. 

It  is  a  masterpiece  of  dramatic  vigour. 

‘  Signor  Vicerc,  you  must  know  that  more  than  a  year  ago  Signor 
Diilaco  Centiglia,  seeing  that  by  no  other  way  he  could  have  my  love, 
resolved  to  make  me  his  wife.  In  the  jiresence  of  my  mother,  my 
brothers,  and  Pietro,  his  servant,  ho  wedded  me  at  my  own  home,  and 
for  more  than  fifloon  months  shared  my  couch  as  my  lawful  husband. 
Then  he,  regardless  of  the  fact  that  I  was  his  lawful  wife,  only  lately, 
as  all  Valencia  knows,  espoused  the  daughter  of  Signor  Itamiro 
Vigliaracutii — though  wife  of  his  she  is  none,  seeing  that  I  was  first 
married  to  him.  Nor  did  this  sulUco  him.  Yesterd.ay,  as  if  1  had 
been  a  woman  of  ill-life,  impudently  he  visits  me  and  pours  a  flood  of 
lies  into  my  enrs,  being  .at  pains  to  make  me  believe  that  what  was 
black  was  white.  I  lardly  had  he  gone  when  ho  sent  I’ietro  --  whom  you 
see  hero  —to  tell  me  he  would  spc'iid  the  night  now  past  in  my 
compiiny.  To  this  1  agreed,  for  the  way  now  seemed  open  for  mo  to 
take  such  revenge  upon  him  as  I  was  able.  Therefore,  O  most  just 
Signor,  have  I  come  here  that  you  m.ay  know  all  from  my  lips.  With 
denials  or  entreaties  I  have  nothing  to  do,  deeming  it  too  great 
cowardice  to  fear  punishment  for  an  act  done  wilfully  and  of  delibera¬ 
tion.  That  my  honour  is  safe  sufliccs  me.  Last  night,  my  lord, 
spurred  thereto  by  the  injury  received,  I  took  such  vengeance  upon 
my  husband  as  seemed  meet  for  the  wrong  which  out  of  all  reason  he 
did  me.  With  these  hands  I  drove  from  his  vile  body  his  viler  soul. 
Egli  r  honore  tolto  m’  aveva,  ed  io  a  lui  ho  la  vita  levata.  Ma  quanto 
pin  si  debba  1’  honore  clu*  la  vitii  apprezzare,  e  troppo  manifesto.’ 

Judging  Violante  to  be  of  greater  soul  than  belongs  to 
womanhood,  the  judge  sentences  her  to  death,  and  she  dies, 
still  as  before,  ‘  allegra  e  valorosa.’  Had  the  sentence  been  to 
life,  possibly  even  her  indomitable  courage  might  have  failed. 

It  is  self-evident  that  a  gulf  lies  between  such  heroines  as 
Violante  .and  Elena  and  the  puppets  labelled  good  or  evil  of 
earlier  writers,  Boccaccio  himself  not  altogether  excepted. 
Though  in  his  case,  if  his  dramatis  personas  are  puppets,  the 
hand  of  a  genius  far  other  than  Bandello’s  moved  the 
marionettes. 
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Of  chivalry  in  either  the  earlier  or  the  later  novelle  there 
i3  little  trace.  Italy — Dunlop  is  at  pains  to  account  for  its 
absence — was  a  land  of  merchants  ;  the  soldier’s  life  was  held 
in  low  i-epute,  nor  did  a  country  split  into  small  states  and 
warring  factions  attbrd  a  favourable  condition  for  the  develope- 
nient  of  national  traditions  corresponding  to  the  cycle  of 
the  ‘  Cid  ’  in  Spain  or  the  Charlemagne  legend  of  France. 
Nevertheless  they  are  by  no  means  wholly  without  records 
of  magnanimous  generosity  and  chivalrous  instinct.  Boc¬ 
caccio  himself  inscribed  the  exquisite  idyl,  best  known  as 
Alfred  de  Musset  re-rendered  it,  of  Lisa,  the  apothecary’s 
little  daughter  who  lay  dying  for  love  of  the  young  king, 
Re  Pietro  di  Raona.  Bandello  recorded  the  story  of  Anselmo 
and  Angelica,  where  the  two  feudal  enemies  are  at  strife 
each  to  outdo  the  other  in  ‘  cortesia  ’ — a  plot  which,  while  it 
faintly  recalls  the  famous  brother  and  sister  scene  of  ‘  Measure 
‘  for  Measure,’  *  is  a  measure  for  measure  of  nobler  fashion  and 
unsullied  import ;  and,  to  cite  no  more,  the  first  story  of  Ser 
Giovanni’s  ‘Pecorone’  has  the  true  note  of  generous  romance. 
‘Madonna  ’ — Galgano,  her  long  despised  lover,  questions  the 
wife  of  Messer  Stricco — ‘  greatly  I  marvel  wherefore  you  have 
‘  this  night  sent  for  me  more  than  at  any  other  time,  seeing  I 
‘  have  so  long  desired  and  followed  you  who  ever  refused  to  see 
‘  mo  or  to  hoar ;  ’  and  she  answered  him  that  the  praise  with 
Avhich  her  liusband  had  so  greatly  lauded  him  had  moved 
her  ‘  di  non  t’  esser  piu  cruda.’  Galgano  said,  ‘  Is  this  thing 
‘  true  ?  ’  She  answered,  ‘  In  very  deed,  yes.’  ‘  And  other 
‘  reason  you  had  none  ?  ’  he  demanded.  She  replied,  ‘  None.’ 
‘  Truly,’  then  Galgano  said,  ‘  it  shall  not  please  God  nor 
‘  me — since  your  husband  has  done  me  such  courtesy — that 
‘  I  towards  him  do  villany.’  So  Galgano  left  her. 

Such  episodes  may  be  but  breaks  in  the  chronicles  of 
ignoble  deeds  and  paltry  crimes.  Yet  we  need  reminding 
that  such  breaks  are  not  so  rare  as  we  h.ave  been  led  to 
imagine.  The  forbidden  tree,  the  science  of  human  nature, 
with  the  novellieri,  as  in  Eden  of  old,  was  the  Tree  of  the 
Knowledge  of  Good  as  well  as  of  Evil,  and  for  them  it  bore  its 
Apples  of  Beauty  as  well  as  its  ‘Apples  of  Wrath.’  For  the 
rest — I  quote  from  Boccaccio’s  own  words — these  stories 
will  not  run  after  anyone  to  make  him  read  them,  and  for 
him  ‘  chi  va  tra  queste  leggendo,  lasci  star  quelle  die 
‘  pungono,  e  quelle  che  dilettano,  legga.’ 

*  Tho  original  story  is  in  Ciuthio’s  ‘  Hecatommiti,’  Decade  8, 
Novel  b. 
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Art.  hi. — 1.  Kihiiyliche  Museen  zu  Berlin — Beschreibendes 
Verzeichnis  der  Gemiilde.  Berlin  :  1891. 

2.  Jahrhiiclter  der  kliniylich  preussischen  Knnstsammlungen. 
Berlin:  1880-1897. 

8.  Ermitage  Imperial — Catalogue  de  la  (ialerie  des  Tableaux, 
Saint- Potersbourg :  1887-1895. 

1.  Fiihrer  durch  die  (lemalde-Oalerie — Alte  Meister.  Wien  : 
1895-189G. 

5.  Le  Must'e  National  du  Louvre,  Par  Georges  Lafenestre 
et  Eugene  Kichtenhekger.  Paris :  1893. 

(1.  Ilemhrandt :  his  Life,  his  Wurk,  and  his  Time.  By  Emile 
Michel.  London:  1894. 

7.  ‘Catalogue  Itaisonne'  of  the  Pietures  at  Blenheim  Palace. 
By  George  Scharf,  E.S.A.  London:  1862. 

8.  Treasures  of  Art  in  Great  Britain.  By  Gustav  Friedrich 
Waagen.  London:  1854-1857. 

9.  Buchanan's  ‘Memoirs  of  Painting.'  London  :  1824. 

Throughout  the  Middle  Ages  there  were  not  wanting 
patrons  of  .art  of  exalted  rank  and  unlimited  resources, 
such  as  Jean,  Due  de  Berry,  brother  of  Charles  V.  of  France, 
whose  various  ‘  Livres  d’Heures  ’  contain  the  finest  northern 
miniatures  of  his  time ;  or,  again,  Philippe  le  Bon  of 
Burgundy,  who  attached  to  his  service  Jan  van  Eyck.  Our 
own  Richard  II.,  too,  was  such  a  patron,  as  is  shown  not 
only  by  the  curious  quasi-hieratic  eftigy  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  but  still  more  strongly  by  the  famous  diptych  of 
Wilton  House,  in  which  he  is  depicted  at  the  feet  of  the 
Virgin — a  work  to  which  various  authorities  have  in  turn 
assigned  an  Italian,  a  purely  English,  and  a  Bohemian 
origin,  but  which  may  ultimately  prove  to  bo  Southern 
French  under  an  Italian  influence.  Earlier  than  this  the 
Neapolitan  kings  of  the  Anjou  dynasty  had  greatly  en¬ 
couraged  the  noble  Florentine  art  of  the  Trecento,  covering 
their  churches  with  frescoes  by  Giotto  and  the  Giottesques 
who  followed  in  his  train,  of  which  interesting  remains  are 
here  and  there  in  the  Campanian  city  still  extant. 

Even  to  mention  the  names  of  the  Italian  patrons  of  art 
throughout  the  Quattrocento,  whether  princes  and  tyrants, 
condottieri,  bankers,  or  merchants,  appears  unnecessary,  so 
familiar  are  their  figures  in  the  history  of  art  and  literature. 
The  very  type  among  the  monarchs  of  the  fifteenth  century 
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of  an  artistic  Mascenas  is  Matthias  Corvinus  of  Hungary, 
whose  passion  for  art  and  letters,  whose  active  employment 
of  Italian  painters,  sculptors,  illuminators,  enamellers, 
potters,  and  craftsmen  generally  are  still  evidenced  in  a 
great  number  of  superb  examples  preserved  in  Hungary  and 
elsewhere. 

Still,  the  collector  of  pictures,  as  distinguished  from  the 
patron  of  art,  was  not  to  be  met  with  rnitil  the  lifteenth 
century  was  on  the  wane  and  the  Renaissance  was  nearing 
its  climax.  Even  that  keenest  and  most  indefatigable  of 
connoisseurs,  the  great  Marchioness  of  Mantua,  Isabella 
d’  Este  Gonzaga,  when  she  ordered  a  picture  of  Mantegna,  of 
Bellini,  of  Perugino,  of  Leonardo,  of  Lorenzo  Costa,  or  in¬ 
trigued  to  obtain  possession  of  some  Graico-Roman  statue 
or  bust,  did  not  exactly  look  upon  the  work  of  art  which 
she  coveted  as  a  detached  thing,  to  be  obtained  first  and 
placed  afterwards,  but  assigned  to  it  in  her  mind’s  eye  a 
j)ermanent  place  in  her  Studio  or  some  other  apartment  in  the 
suite  specially  set  aside  for  her  in  the  Mantuan  palace. 

Invaluable  in  its  bearing  upon  the  subject  is  the  curious 
work  ‘  Notizia  di  Opere  di  Disegno,  pubblicata  da  J.  Jacopo 
‘  Morelli  ’  (popularly  known  as  ‘  L’  Anonimo  del  Morelli  ’), 
which  Avas  originally  printed  in  1800,  and  carefully  re-edited 
by  the  distinguished  Milanese  critic  Dr.  Gustavo  Frizzoni  in 
1881.  It  contains  notices,  written  by  the  Venetian  patrician 
Marcantonio  Michiel,  within  the  first  thirty  or  forty  years  of 
the  sixteenth  century,  of  works  of  art  existing  at  Padua,  Cre¬ 
mona,  Milan,  Pavia,  Bergamo,  and  Venice,  showing  more  par¬ 
ticularly  how  such  connoisseurs  as,  for  instance,  Cardinal 
Pietro  Bembo  at  Padua,  and  the  patricians  Antonio  Pasqua- 
lino,  Zuanne  Ram,  Zuanantonio  Venier,  Gabriel  Vendramin, 
and  others,  at  Venice,  preserved  in  their  palaces  small  but  ex¬ 
quisitely  well-chosen  collections  of  pictures  by  deceased  and 
living  masters,  both  Italian  and  Netherlandish,  as  well  as 
statues  and  precious  objects. 

Francis  I.  of  France  was  not  less  the  collector  of  pictures 
and  artistic  rarities  on  a  scale  of  royal  magnificence  and 
liberality  than  the  splendid  and  gracious  patron  of  art  and 
artists.  We  all  know  how  there  came  into  his  possession, 
among  many  other  famous  things,  the  ‘Mona  Lisa’  and 
‘  Luci’ezia  Crivelli  ’  (‘  Belle  Ferronniere  ’)  of  Leonardo ;  the 
*  Belle  Jardiniere,*  ‘  Grand  Saint-Michel,’  and  ‘  Grande 
‘  Famille  de  Frau<;ois  I  ’  of  Raphael ;  the  ‘  Charity  ’  of 
Andrea  del  Sarto ;  the  ‘  Giulia  Gouzaga  ’  of  Sebastiano 
del  Piombo. 
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Then,  at  the  close  of  the  sixteenth  century  andthe  beginning 
of  the  seventeenth,  we  have  another  art-loving  and  no  less 
splendid  monarch,  Kaiser  Rudolph  II.,  whose  ‘Kunst-  und 
‘  Schatzkarainer  ’  in  the  Hradschin,  at  Prague,  was  one  of 
the  wonders  of  the  time,  containing  as  it  did  a  world-famous 
collection  of  pictures,  statues,  bronzes,  vessels  of  gold  and 
silver,  precious  stones,  pearls,  crystals,  ivories,  pottery,  and 
Oriental  porcelain,  coins,  and  mathematical  instruments. 
This  unsurpassed  group  of  precious  works  was  not,  like  the 
collection  of  Francis  I.,  to  be  kept  together  definitively  after 
the  death  of  its  founder,  and  handed  down  from  generation 
to  generation.  At  the  end  of  the  Thirty  Years’  War,  on 
August  20,  1648,  the  Swedes  stormed  the  already  more  than 
once  plundered  IlraAlschin,  and  proceeded  to  a  disintegra¬ 
tion  and  carrying  otf  of  its  contents  so  absolute  and  final 
that  it  would  be  easier  to  specify  what  they  left  than  what 
they  took.  In  England  the  collector  of  pictures  was  of  later 
growth  still.  Henry  VIII.,  though  ho  at  various  times  kept 
in  his  train,  besides  Holbein,  the  Venetian  Girolamo  da 
Treviso,  the  Flemish  family  of  the  Hornebolts,  or  Horebouts, 
and  other  artists,  and  left  among  his  possessions  a  great 
number  of  paintings  or  ‘  tables  ’ — as  the  inventory  taken  after 
his  death  has  it — cannot  as  a  connoisseur  and  patron  of  art 
be  classed  with  the  enthusiastic  and  munificent  collectors 
just  mentioned.  He  was  not  the  man  to  be  behind  his 
brother  sovereigns  and  rivals  in  anything  appertaining  to 
the  routine  and  tradition  of  courts  or  the  outward  dignity 
of  the  monarch.  It  may  be  questioned,  all  the  same, 
whether  the  painter  or  limner  was  to  him  more  than  an 
official  or  retainer  of  the  lower  order,  whose  chief  function 
should  be  to  portray  the  royal  person,  the  royal  consorts, 
the  high  dignitaries  and  noble  ladies  of  the  court. 

This  is  not  the  occasion  on  which  to  tell  in  detail  how 
Charles  I.,  beginning  while  he  was  still  Prince  of  Wales, 
acquired  within  barely  twenty  years  the  most  wonderful 
collection  of  moveable  paintings — as  distinguished  from 
frescoes  and  monumental  decorations — that  the  world  had 
seen  up  to  his  time.  The  Prince  in  1()21,  when  he  is  of  the 
same  age  as  the  century,  already  has  the  beginnings  of  a 
gallery,  and  shows  his  sureness  of  connoisseurship  and  his 
confidence  in  his  own  judgement.  In  .January,  1()25,  just 
before  his  accession,  Rubens  writes  of  him  to  a  correspon¬ 
dent  :  ‘  Monsieur  le  Prince  de  Galles  est  le  prince  le  plus 
‘amateur  de  la  peinture  qui  soit  au monde.*  Those  desirous 
of  detailed  information  as  to  the  negotiations  in  virtue  of 
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which  Charles  obtained  possession  of  the  ‘Triumphs’  of 
Mantegna  and  the  other  celebrated  works  belonging  to  the 
Duke  of  Mantua,  will  find  interesting  particulars  in  Noel 
Sainsbury’s  often  quoted  ‘Original  Unpublished  Papers 
‘  illustrative  of  the  Life  of  Sir  Peter  Paul  Rubens,’  and  in 
Van  der  Doort’s  catalogue  of  the  King’s  pictures,  made  in 
1()30,  and  first  published  by  Vertue.  Charles’s  taste  for 
Titian  matured,  doubtless,  during  his  stay  in  Madrid  with 
Buckingham,  when  the  long  intervals  resulting  from  the 
tedious  negotiations  for  the  Spanish  Marriage  were  filled 
up  with  the  study  of  the  great  masters,  and  the  hunting 
down  of  such  of  their  works  as  might  at  the  moment  be 
attainable. 

Reluctantly  Philip  IV.  was  compelled,  in  accordance  with 
Spanish  etiquette,  to  j>resent  to  Charles  the  so-called 
‘  Venere  del  Pardo’  (the  ‘Jupiter  and  Antiope,’  now  in  the 
Louvre) ;  and  the  Stuart  prince  obtained  also  among  other 
things  Titian’s  ‘  Lady  in  a  Fur  Cloak,’  now  in  the  Vienna 
Gallery,  and  his  ‘  Charles  V.  with  the  White  Dog,’  which 
after  Charles’s  execution  found  its  way  back  again,  with  a 
whole  collection  of  masterpieces  selected  from  those  brought 
together  by  the  late  king,  to  Madrid.  Among  other  great 
Titians  promised  to  the  Prince  by  the  Spanish  Court,  but 
which,  when  the  negotiations  came  to  no  satisfactory  con¬ 
clusion,  were  apparently  withheld,  are  to  bt*  numbered  the 
‘  Diaua  and  Actieon,’  and  ‘  Diana  and  Calisto  ’  of  the  Elles¬ 
mere  or  Bridgewater  Gallery ;  the  ‘  Europa,’  until  quite  lately 
among  the  Earl  of  Darnley’s  pictures  at  Cobham ;  and  the 
late  ‘  Danai*  ’  of  the  Prado.  It  has  sometimes  been  supposed 
that  Philip — rigid  in  manners  though  by  no  means  in 
morals — parted  with  these  splendid  examples  of  Venetian 
art  in  a  frankly  sensuous  phase,  not  only  to  please  Charles 
and  his  too  influential  friend,  the  parvenu  Buckingham, 
but  also  out  of  a  certain  prudery.  Yet  this  can  hardly  be, 
seeing  that  the  Spanish  king  himself  much  later  on  commis¬ 
sioned  of  Rubens,  then  nearing  the  end  of  his  career,  those 
two  marvellously  brilliant  studies  in  flesh-painting,  the 
‘  Judgement  of  Paris  ’  and  the  ‘  Three  Graces,’  both  now  in 
the  Prado  Gallery,  and  further,  after  the  Antwerp  master’s 
death  in  KiJo,  purchased  from  his  estate  his  magnificent 
copies  of  Titian’s  ‘  Adam  and  Eve  ’  and  ‘  Europa.’ 

Charles’s  pictures  were  never  actually  concentrated  in  any 
one  of  the  royal  residences  so  as  to  constitute  what  we 
to-day  call  a  gallery.  They  were  distributed  throughout  the 
chief  royal  palaces  of  Whitehall,  St.  James’s,  and  Hampton 
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Clourt,  and  to  a  certain  extent  also  in  the  minor  residences 
of  Greenwich,  Nonesuch,  Oatlands,  and  Wimbleton.  Taken 
as  a  whole,  they  made  up  a  collection  such  as  is  not  sur¬ 
passed,  even  if  it  be  equalled,  by  any  among  the  great 
galleries  of  the  world  as  they  exist  to-day.  When  it  is 
remembered  that  until  the  breaking  out  of  the  Civil  War 
liondon  held  also  the  wonderful  artistic  possessions  of  the 
Earl  of  Arundel  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  it  may  safely 
be  said  that  the  English  capital  was  then  ahead  of  all  other 
European  cities,  other  than  those  of  Italy,  not  indeed  as  a 
centre  of  art,  but  as  a  treasure-house  of  great  works. 

The  Duke  of  Buckingham  had  managed,  before  his  short 
career  was  brought  to  a  tragic  close  in  1028,  to  bring 
together  a  v:ist  and  famous  collection  of  ])ainting3  both 
by  old  and  conteni[»orary  masters.  We  may  well  infer  that 
great  pictures  were  not  to  him  what  they  were  to  Charles 
and  to  Arundel.  He  must  have  them  famous  and  costly — 
more  famous  and  more  costly  than  those  of  any  subject — to 
match  his  jewels,  his  pearls,  his  clothes,  his  palatial  dwelling, 
his  exterior  magnificence  generally.  The  collection  rose 
into  existence  and  fame  almost  as  lupidly  as  did  the  hand¬ 
some  favourite  himself.  It  must  have  contained  a  good 
many  more  than  doubtful  Leonardos,  ^Michelangelos,  and 
Raphaels,  judging  by  certain  examples  that  have  found 
their  way  into  Continental  galleries ;  but  also  certain 
masterpieces  of  the  first  order,  which,  by  the  sale  of  the 
gallery,  effected  by  his  son,  the  second  Duke  of  Bucking¬ 
ham,  in  1(548  at  Antwerp,  were  for  ever  lost  to  this  country. 
The  greater  number  of  tliese  were  purchased  on  very  easy 
terms  by  the  Archduke  Leopold  William,  then  Regent  of 
the  Netherlands,  and  by  his  will  of  1(561,  bequeathing  them 
to  his  nephew,  Leopold  1.,  they  passed  definitively  to  the 
Imperial  House  of  Austria.  The  Dresden  Gallerycontains  one 
of  the  pearls  of  Buckingham’s  collection,  Rubens’s  famous 
‘  Boar  Hunt,’  of  which  an  original  repetition,  on  a  some¬ 
what  larger  scale,  has  recently  passed  from  the  Adrian 
Hope  collection  into  the  Glasgow  Corporation  Gallery.  To 
that  remarkable  collection  of  old  masters  belongs,  by  the 
way,  one  of  the  few  good  pictures  belonging  to  Buckingham 
which  did  find  their  way  back  to  England.  This  is  the 
singularly  line  though  somewhat  coarsely  exuberant  work 
by  Rubens  and  Breughel,  catalogued  as  ‘The  Worship  of 
‘  the  many-breasted  CJoddess.’  Luckily  it  appears  to  have 
hitherto  escaped  the  censure  of  those  Glasgow  citizens 
whose  prurient  purity  is  offended  by  the  cold  classi- 
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calities  of  Lord  Leighton  and  Sir  E.  Poynter.  But  it  is 
in  the  Imperial  Gallery  of  Vienna  that  the  cream  of 
the  collection  dispersed  at  Antwerp  miist  be  sought  for,  and 
the  pictures  now  to  be  mentioned  are  all  to  be  found  there. 
First  among  them  in  reputation  comes  Titian’s  great  ‘  Ecce 
‘  Homo’  of  1513,  one  of  his  most  famous,  yet  hardly  one  of 
his  finest,  pictures ;  it  is  the  work  for  which  Lord  Arundel 
is  said  to  have  vainly  offered  the  Duke  the  then  unpai'alleled 
sum  of  7,000/.  An  ‘  Entombment  ’  signed  *  Titianus,’  but 
containing  much  work  that  cannot  be  Titian’s  own,  has  a 
like  origin.  ‘  A.  Warrior,’  now  variously  ascribed  to  Cariani 
and  'J'orbido,  but  more  probably  by  the  latter  or  another 
Veronese  inlluenced  by  Giorgione,  was  among  Buckingham’s 
pictures  as  by  the  t^astelfranco  master.  The  much-vaunted 
‘  Pieta,’  by  Andrea  del  Sarto,  was,  it  Avould  appear,  bought 
at  the  Buckingham  sale,  Jiot  by  the  Archduke  Leopold 
William,  but  by  the  fhuperor  Ferdinand  III.  Among  the 
chief  treasures  Avere  the  Rubenses,  obtained  by  the  fa\'0urite 
for  the  most  part  at  the  fountain-head.  Among  those  noAv  in 
the  too  sumptuous  palace  of  art  at  Vienna  are  ‘(fimon  and 
‘  Iphigcnia,’  and  the  magnilicent  ‘  Worship  of  Venus,’  in 
Avhich  Rubens,  altogether  loosing  the  rein,  lets  his  unbridled 
natm-alism  run  away  Avith  him  in  a  fashion  only  to  be 
pai'allcled  in  the  tremendous  ‘  Kermesse  ’  of  the  Louvre 
and  the  ‘  Massacre  of  the  Innocents  ’  at  Munich.  Yet  other 
Rubenses,  now  among  thos«^  gathered  together  in  the  same 
I>lace,  Avere  ‘  St.  Pepin,  Duke  of  Brabant,  and  Lis  daughter, 
‘  St.  Bega,’  and  ‘  The  Hermit  Avith  the  Sleeping  Angelica.’ 

But  Avhat  Avas  the  loss  thus  inflicted  compared  Avith  the 
iiTcparable  injury  sustained  Avhen,  almost  immediately  after 
ihe  execution  of  Charles  I.,  steps  Avere  taken  by  the 
CommoiiAvealth  to  convert  into  money  his  art  treasures,  so 
laboriously,  and  Avith  so  ex(juisitc  and  discerning  a  taste, 
brought  together  Avithin  a  few  short  years  ?  High  as 
England  noAV  stands  in  virtue  of  her  great  national  collec¬ 
tions — a  first-rate  poAver  noAv  no  less  in  this  than  in  all 
other  respects — she  has  never  Avholly  recovered  from  the 
shattering  bloAv.  It  is  unnecessary  to  describe  yet  again 
Avhat  took  place  on  this  in  more  Avays  than  one  funereal 
occasion,  or  to  shoAv  hoAV  Spain  managed  to  acquire,  Avith 
some  Ihings  lhal.  had  ah'cady  been  her  oavu,  many  a  master¬ 
piece  that  had  come  to  Charles  from  Italy;  hoAV  the  kings, 
princes,  noblemen,  and  dealers  of  the  Continent — and  a 
number  of  English  confreres  of  the  latter,  too,  both  amateurs 
and  professionals — made  their  pleasure  and  their  profit  out 
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of  the  treasure  thus  unwisely  ottered  in  ignorance  or  disre¬ 
gard  of  its  inestimiible  value.  Luckily  Cromwell,  less  out 
of  any  special  love  of  art  than  with  a  view  of  asserting  and 
confirming  his  quasi-dictatorial  position,  caused  to  be  re¬ 
served — in  strict  accordance,  be  it  owned,  Avith  the  Parlia¬ 
mentary  resolution  to  that  effect — certain  importjint  Avorks 
of  art  for  the  adornment  of  Hampton  Court  Palace,  Avhich 
Avas  assigned  to  him  as  a  residence.  Foremost  among  these 
Avere  the  ‘  Triumph  of  Julius  Ciesar  ’  by  Andrea  Mantegna, 
and  the  groat  ‘  Cartoons  ’  of  Raphael,  both  of  Avhich  are 
happily  still  among  the  most  envied  of  England’s  artistic 
possessions.  It  is  easy  to  understand  hoAv  the  austere  majesty, 
if  not  the  decorative  magnificence,  of  Mantegna’s  master¬ 
pieces  may  have  appealed  to  CroniAvcll,  since  they  express,  as 
nowoi’keven  of  the  conquering  race  itself  expi’esses,  the  iron 
domination  and  Avell-ealculated  pomp  of  Rome.  Raphael’s 
‘  Acts  of  the  Apostles  ’  Avould,  on  the  other  hand,  recommend 
themselves  because  their  sublimity  Avas  marred  to  the 
Puritan  by  no  taint  of  ritual  or  Popish  abomination,  such 
as  must  have  rendered  more  abhorrent  to  him  and  his 
nduuraijo  the  sacivd  than  even  the  most  secular  Avorks  in 
the  king’s  collection. 

A  mere  promenade  through  the  principal  galleries  of 
Europe  will  show  the  lover  of ‘painting  but  too  aa'cII  what 
England  ii-retrievably  lost  on  this  black  day  in  her  artistic 
annuls.  Proud  as  ho  may  be — and  not  without  the  best 
possible  reason — of  our  oAvn  magnificent  National  Clallery, 
and  of  those  royal  collections  at  Windsor,  Ruckingham 
Palace,  and  Hampton  Court,  Avhich  in  the  larger  sense  must 
be  considered  as  its  annexes,  ho  Avill  not,  even  uoav,  pass 
through  the  Louvre  Avithout  a  pang,  remembering  Avhat 
jewels  of  the  purest  Avater  enrich  it,  Avhich  once  belonged 
to  Charles  Stuart.  The  Salon  Carre  and  the  Long  Gallery 
are  a  very  tr(>asure-houso  of  his  favourite  Avorks.  Among 
the  Venetian  pictures,  the  very  recollection  of  Avhich  dazzles 
our  eyes,  as  it  grieves  our  heart,  are  the  ‘Concert  Champetre  ’ 
of  Giorgione ;  the  so-called  ‘  Alfonso  I.  of  Ferrara  and 
‘  Laura  Diauti ;  ’  the  marvellous  ‘  Entombment ;  ’  the 
‘Christ  Avith  the  Disciples  at  Emmaus;’  the  ‘Alfonso 
‘  d’Awalos,  Maniues  del  Vasto  and  his  Family ;  ’  all  of  them 
masterpieces  of  Titian.  Of  Correggio  Ave  find  there  the 
‘Jupiter  and  Aiitioite  ’  perhaps  the  most Avonderful  piece  of 
mere  painting  that  ever  came  from  his  brush — and  those 
two  famous  temperas  ‘  The  Flaying  of  Marsyas  ’  and  ‘  The 
‘  Triumph  of  Virtue  ’  (?)  Avhich  Avere  among  the  royal  col- 
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lector’s  most  cherished  possessions.  The  ‘  Erasmus  ’  of 
Holbein,  which  shares  with  the  entirely  difterent  picture  at 
Longford  Castle  the  honour  of  being  the  finest  known 
portrait  of  the  great  humanist  of  Ilotterdam,  belonged  to 
Charles  as  Prince  of  Wales.  He  exchanged  it  with  the 
French  Crown  for  that  curious  enigmatic  ‘  St.  .John  the 
‘  Baptist,’  then,  as  now,  attributed  to  Leonardo  da  Vinci, 
which  was  on  the  dispersal  of  the  king’s  collections  bought 
back  by  France,  and  is  now  in  the  Long  Gallery  of  the 
Louvre.  The  ‘  St.  John  ’  can  no  longer  be  allowed  to  pass 
unchallenged  as  a  genuine  work  of  Leonardo,  especially  at 
the  Louvre,  wdiich  possesses  almost  all  his  finished  paintings. 
If  we  pass  from  the  Jjouvre  to  the  Prado  we  shall,  in  tlie 
wonderful  gallery  of  Madrid,  find  nearly  as  much  to  excite 
our  remorse  and  envy.  We  will  willingly  leave  to  the 
Spaniards  ‘  La  l*erla,’  the  once  famous  ‘  Holy  Family  ’  of 
Raphael,  a  sombre,  cold,  and  academic  performance,  in  which 
his  share  must  be  strictly  limited  to  the  first  motive.  But 
England  does  not  possess,  and  is  now  not  likely  to  acquire, 
an  Andrea  del  Sarto  as  important  as  the  ‘  Holy  Family  with 
‘  the  Angel,’  while  our  regret  at  the  loss  of  Titian’s  ‘  Twelve 
‘  t-icsars  ’ — or  r.ither  the  eleven  to  which  Van  Dyck  added  a 
twelfth  in  lieu  of  a  ruined  2>iece — is  deepened  by  the  circum¬ 
stance  that  in  some  fire  at  the  Royal  Palace  at  Madrid  they 
have  been  swallowed  up,  and  since  the  seventeenth  century 
can  be  judged  only  in  copies.  And  then  Madrid  further 
owns  of  the  king’s  lectures,  among  many  other  things 
of  note,  Titian’s  ‘  Charles  V.  with  the  White  Dog,’  the 
sensuous  ‘  Venus  with  the  Organ  Player  ’ — a  splendid 
late  performance  of  the  same  master,  of  which  the 
Fitzwilliam  Museum  at  Cambridge  and  the  Dresden 
Gallery  jmssess  adai)tation3  with  considerable  variations — 
a  ‘  St.  Margaret,’  the  ‘  Rejwse  in  Egypt,’  and  ‘  The  Marques 
‘  del  Vasto  haranguing  his  Troo2)s  ’ — the  two  last-named 
works  being  very  doubtful  as  Titians.  Of  the  same  pro- 
vennnce  is  Tintoretto’s  great  ‘  Christ  washing  the  feet  of  His 
‘  Disciples  ’  at  the  Escorial,  perhaps  the  most  imjwrtant 
example  to  be  seen  outside  Venice  of  that  meteor-like  ill- 
balanced  genius,  which  now  is  best  to  be  judged  in  England 
by  the  ‘  Nine  Muses  ’  of  Hampton  Court,  and  the  ‘  Entomb- 
‘  ment  ’  of  the  Ellesmere  Gallery. 

In  Vienna,  the  State  Gallery  of  which  contains,  as  has 
been  shown,  so  many  things  that  once  belonged  to  the  hapless 
George  Villiers,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  we  recognise  as  having 
been  once  among  the  Stuart  king’s  treasures  that  genuine 
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Titian  the  ‘  Lady  in  a  Fnr  Cloak,’  whose  features  are  tlie  same 
as  those  of  the  ‘  Venus  with  the  Dog  ’  in  the  Tribuna,  and  of 
the  so-called  ‘  Bella  di  Tiaiano  *  at  the  Pitti — all  of  these 
being  deemed  to  represent,  with  more  or  less  fidelity, 
Eleonora,  Duchess  of  Urbino.  The  nobly  characterised 
‘  Head  of  a  !^^an  in  Throe  Aspects,’  which  was  in  Van  der 
Doort’s  catalogue  as  a  Titian,  is  now  at  Vienna  more  pro¬ 
perly  ascribed  to  Lorenzo  Lotto.  From  this  Van  Dyck 
doubtless  took  the  first  idea  for  his  ‘  Charles  I.  in  Three 
‘Aspects,’  now  at  Windsor,  and  originally  done  for  the 
instruction  of  the  sculptor  Bernini.  A  ‘  Holy  Family,’  which 
figures  among  Charles’s  possessions  as  an  Andrea  del  Sarto, 
has  since  been  ascribed  to  Bugiardini,  but  is  more  properly 
catalogued  in  Vienna  as  by  Franciabigio ;  it  has  absolutely 
the  same  character  as  the  ‘  Madonna  del  Pozzo  ’  of  the 
Tribuna,  once  numbered  among  the  Raphaels  of  the  Florence 
Gallery. 

In  the  Hermitage  Gallery  at  St.  Petersburg  we  find,  with 
other  things,  that  jewel  of  Raphael’s  early  time,  the  ‘  St. 
‘  George  with  the  Garter,’  which  was,  however,  acquired  by 
Russia  more  than  a  century  later,  with  the  collection  of  Crozat, 
Baron  de  Thiers.  Still  later  did  the  Imperial  House  obtain 
the  beautiful  ‘  Madone  aux  I’erdrix  ’  of  Van  Dyck,  which,  once 
in  the  gallery  of  Charles  I.,  came  last  from  the  Houghton 
Hall  collection.  Rich  as  England  is  in  examples  of  Sir 
Anthony’s  art  as  a  portrait-painter,  she  is  the  poorer  for  the 
loss  of  a  masterpiece  representing  the  sacred  ai't  of  his 
second  Flemish  or  post-ltulian  style — a  branch  of  his  prac¬ 
tice  which  has  never  been  well  represented  over  here.  Van 
Dyck  has  rarely,  if  ever,  more  happily  than  in  the  Hermi¬ 
tage  canvas  |)ara phrased  the  radiant,  reposeful  art  in  similar 
subjects  of  Titian. 

At  the  Restoration  an  attempt  was  forthwith  made  to 
reconstitute  the  royal  collections  on  the  ruins  of  the  late 
king’s  unrivalled  possessions.  Some  things  were  willingly 
delivered  up,  while  others,  such  as  tlie  great  equestrian 
‘  Charles  1.,’  now  at  Windsor,  were  recovered  under 
threats  or  by  actual  legal  process.  Then  the  Dutch 
States,  wishing  to  compliment  Charles  11.,  purchased 
and  px’esented  to  him  the  pictures  of  Van  lieynst,  a  rich 
Dutch  amateur,  who  had  been  a  buyer  of  many  though 
perhaps  not  very  important  things  at  tlie  great  sale.  Still, 
the  loss  of  the  greatest  canvases,  a  few  of  which  have 
just  now  been  enumerated,  was  irreparable ;  except  the 
noble  Van  Dycks,  so  intimately  connected  with  the  Royal 
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House  of  England,  and  now  for  the  most  part  at  Windsor, 
few  works  of  the  very  first  order  were  then  recovered.  Such 
pictures  with  the  C.Il.  and  the  superposed  crown  as  the 
National  Gallery  and  the  royal  collections  can  now  show — 
including  the  ‘  Education  of  Cupid,’  of  Correggio,  the  ‘  Peace 
‘  and  War,’  actually  painted  in  England  by  Kubens  in  1G29, 
and  the  ‘  St.  George  and  the  Dragon,’  of  Buckingham 
Palace,  also  done  by  him  over  here — were  brought  back  from 
abroad  in  comparatively  recent  times. 

Beyond  this  partial  reconstitution  of  the  royal  galleries, 
as  evidenced  by  the  catalogue  of  James  II.’s  pictures,  and 
the  addition  to  these  of  many  portraits,  and  of  such  series 
of  more  or  less  fanciful  presentments  as  Lely’s  debonair 
‘  Windsor  Beauties,’  not  much  would  appi'ar  to  have  been 
done  during  the  reigns  of  Charles  and  Janies  by  way  of 
increasing  England’s  artistic  possessions.  William  III.,  on 
the  contrar}’-,  must  be  deemed  to  have  contributed  appre¬ 
ciably  still  further  to  diminish  them.  After  his  deatli  we 
find  that,  in  some  unexplained  fashion,  important  pictures 
belonging  to  the  English  Ci'own — some  of  them  with 
Charles  l.’s  cypher — have  passed  over  to  Holland,  and  Queen 
Anne  on  her  accession  makes  a  formal  demand  for  their  resti¬ 
tution,  which  meets  evidently  with  no  success,  since,  for  the 
most  part,  the  pictures  in  dispute  are  noiv  to  be  found  in  the 
Iloyal  Museum  of  the  Hague,  the  admirable  new  catalogue 
of  which  (IHOo)  furnishes  in  connection  with  them  some  very 
interesting  particulai*s.  Among  these  are  Holbein’s  splendid 
‘  llobert  Clieseman  with  the  I  lawk,’ dated  1 533,  and ‘Man  with 
‘  a  Hawk,’ dated  1 5 42,  and  perhaps  the  beautiful  ‘  Portrait 
‘  of  a  Lady  ’  (No.  275),  falsely  attributed  to  the  B:lle  master, 
but  really  by  a  contemporary  Netherlander.  This  last  was, 
at  any  rate,  in  King  Charles’s  collection,  and,  what  is  more, 
as  a  Leonardo  da  Vinci !  Two  pictures  in  the  same  group  of 
misappropriated  royal  treasures,  and  now,  like  their  fellows, 
to  be  found  at  the  llagiie,  are  the  porh’aits  of  Francesco 
Giambcrti  and  his  son,  the  famous  Florentine  architect  and 
sculptoi',  Giuliano  da  San  Gallo,  by  Piero  di  Cosimo — the 
same  of  which  Vasari  speaks  as  follows: — ‘  Francesco  di  San 
‘  Gallo  ancora  ha  di  mano  di  Pietro  due  ritratti,  I’  uno  di 
‘  Giuliano  suo  padre,  1’  altro  di  Francesco  Giamberti  suo 
‘  avolo,  che  paion  vivi.’  The.se  were  Nos.  17  and  18  in 
Queen  Anne’s  list,  and  were  there  described  as  ‘  An  old 
‘  man’s  head  in  a  red  cap,  y‘'  manner  of  Albert  Diirer,  and  an 
‘  old  man’s  head  in  a  black  cap,  by  y'^^  same  hand.’  The  two 


1897.  The  Exodm  of  Piduren  from  England.  337 

portraits  were  first  restored  to  Piero  di  Cosimo  by  Dr. 
Gustavo  Frizzoni  in  his  ‘  Arte  Italiana  del  Rinascimento.’ 

The  ^reat  Duke  of  Marlborough  was  in  the  course  of  his 
victorious  campaigns  the  recipient  of  many  ffifts  of  fine 
pictures,  and  especially  of  fine  pictures  by  Rubens.  Thus 
among  the  celebrated  examples  of  the  Antwerp  master’s 
brush  once  to  be  found  in  the  sumptuous,  unlovely  palace  of 
Blenheim  were  a  ‘  Venus  and  Adonis  ’  and  ‘  Lot  with  his 
‘  Daughters,’  presented  to  the  illustrious  commander  by  the 
Emperor  of  Austria ;  the  magnificent  ‘  Helene  Fourment 
‘  and  Rubens,  with  their  infant  child,’  presented  by  the  city 
of  Brussels ;  the  ‘  Departure  of  Lot  and  his  Family  from 
‘  Sodom,’  presented  by  the  city  of  Antwerp.  The  Duke  pur¬ 
chased  at  Munich  and  sent  to  England  the  vast  equestrian 
portrait  of  Charles  L,  which  from  lUenheini  jmssed  into  the 
National  Gallery ;  it  had  been  sold  for  1  oOZ.  among  the  effects 
of  the  Crown  aft«*r  the  king’s  death.  It  was  not  until  much 
later — in  the  year  17GI- — that  liaphael’s  ‘Madonna  degli 
‘  Ansidei  ’  was  acquired  from  the  church  of  S.  Fiorenzo  at 
Perugia  by  Gavin  Hamilton  for  Lord  Robert  Spencer,  and 
by  the  latter  presented  to  his  eldest  brother,  the  third  Duke  of 
Marlborough.  Lord  Robert,  though  he  gave,  or,  it  may  be, 
sold,  the  picture  itself,  kept  for  a  long  period  one  of  the 
predella  pieces,  ‘  The  Preaching  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,’ 
parting  with  it  only  thirty  years  later  to  the  Marquis  of 
Linsdowne. 

It  was  in  the  latter  part  of  the  eighteenth  century  that 
a  new  and  eager  buyer  of  great  i»ictures  appeared  on  the 
scene.  This  was  Catherine  IL,  Empress  of  Russia,  who 
wisely  deemed  that  her  role  of  great  sovereign,  competing 
in  fame  and  dignity  with  other  sovereigns  of  higher  lineage 
and  more  firmly  established  position,  imposed  no  less  the 
intelligent  and  efficacious  protection  of  art  and  letters  than 
the  ostentatious  ponq)  and  splendour  which  is  one  obvious 
and  indispensable  element  of  court  life. 

Ill  1771  she  had  purchased  in  Paris  the  collection  of 
Crozat,  Baron  de  Thiers,  including  besides  many  Rem¬ 
brandts  and  Van  Dycks,  the  ‘Cardinal  Pole’  of  Sebastiano 
del  Pioinbo,  and  the  interesting  full-length  ‘Judith,’  until 
recently  ascribed  at  the  Hermitage  to  Moretto,  and  now  again 
tentatively  given  to  Giorgione.  In  1779  she  succeeded  in 
obtaining,  at  the  price  of  35,00()/.,  the  famous  Houghton 
Hall  collection  brought  together  by  liobert  AValpole,  Earl 
of  Orford,  and  described  by  Horace  Walpole  in  that  now 
somewhat  Bcaroc  book,  ‘iEdes  Walpolianuj,’  dating  from 
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J  743.  There  were  eomprised  in  it  one  liundred  and  ninety- 
eight  pictures,  including  thirteen  given  to  Itubens  and 
twelve  to  Van  Dyck.  One  important  work  was  the  original 
‘Abraham  sacriticiug  Isaac’  of  Itembrandt,  dated  1635. 
It  is  of  this  picture  that  there  is  so  interesting  a  repetition 
in  the  Alte  I’inakothek  of  Munich,  p:iinted  by  a  pupil  and 
retouched  by  the  master.  It  bears  the  instructive  signa¬ 
ture,  ‘  Rembrandt  verandert  en  obergeschildert,  1036,’  that 
is  ‘  Rembrandt  altered  and  painted  over — 1636.* 

The  Rubenses  included  the  magnificent  full-length  ‘  Helene 
‘  Fourment,’  which  is  one  of  the  most  engaging  presentments 
of  that  exuberant  beauty;  the  great  ‘Jesus  in  the  House 
‘  of  Simon  the  Pharisee,’  a  large  share  of  the  work  in  which 
may  be  attributed  to  Van  Dyck ;  and  a  series  of  masterly 
sketches  for  the  triumphal  arches  which  v.  ere  erected  at  Ant¬ 
werp  on  the  entry  of  the  Cardinal-Infant,  Don  Ferdinand, 
in  1635.  The  Van  Dycks  comprised,  besides  the  beautiful 
‘  Madone  aux  Perdrix  ’  already  discussed,  the  companion 
full-lengths  of  Charles  I.  and  Henrietta  Maria,  which  are 
those  mentioned  as  ‘  Le  Roi  en  armes  donne  an  Baron 
‘  Warto  ’  and  ‘  La  Reyne  au  d"  Baron  ’  in  the  account  of 
pictures  not  jjaid  for,  which  was  sent  in  by  Sir  Anthony 
to  his  royal  master  about  1631).  Then  we  have  the 
‘  Inigo  Jones,’  the  portrait  group  of  two  young  girls, 
‘  Elizabeth  and  Philadelphia  Wharton,’  and,  best  of  all, 
the  exquisite  three-quarter  length  ‘  Lord  Pliilip  Wharton 
‘  at  the  age  of  nineteen,’ painted  in  1()32.  This  last,  as  a 
presentment  of  aristocratic  youth  and  beauty  in  its  flower, 
matches  the  best  that  even  Van  Dyck,  the  supreme  painter 
of  boyish  distinction  and  charm,  has  done  in  the  same 
style. 

It  is  impossible,  within  the  narrow  limits  of  these  remarks, 
further  to  trace  out  in  detail  the  growth  of  the  great  private 
galleries  of  England  during  the  latter  half  of  the  eighteenth 
century.  It  was  with  tin*  wars  which  accompanied  and  fol¬ 
lowed  xqjon  the  French  Revolution  of  1781)  that  the  great 
chance  of  the  English  collectors  came.  Not  only  in  France,  but 
all  over  Europe,  the  effervescence  was  so  great,  the  tenure 
of  property  in  general  -and  of  works  of  art  in  particular — 
whether  the  owners  were  states,  religious  communities,  or 
private  individuals — became  so  uncertain,  that  astute  and 
well- instructed  English  dealers,  acting  sometimes  for  them¬ 
selves,  but  more  often  for  opulent  English  connoisseurs, 
found  unequalled  opportunities  for  fishing  in  the  troubled 
waters. 
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What  gave  a  still  higher  fashion  to  the  taste  for  the 
collection  of  Italian  pictures  belonging  to  the  sixteenth  and 
seventeenth  centuries  was  the  transmission  to  England  of  the 
famous  collection  of  the  Palais  Iloyal,  brought  together  by 
the  Regent,  Philip  of  Orleans,  and  sold  by  his  descendant 
the  traitorous  and  contemptible  Philippe  Egalite  in  1792, 
when  the  Revolution  was  at  its  climax.  The  pictures  of  the 
Italian  and  French  schools  were  made  over  to  a  banker  of 
Brussels,  named  ^Valkuers  (?),  for  750,000  francs,  and  by 
him  again  sold  to  M.  Laborde  de  Mereville  for  90(),0()0  francs. 
The  latter — an  optimist,  indeed — had  commenced  the  con¬ 
struction  of  a  magnificent  gallery  in  the  Rue  <rArtois,  but 
soon  found  himself  compelled  to  seek  refuge  in  England 
and  to  transport  thither  his  newly  acquired  treasures.  The 
pictures  of  the  Flemish,  Dutch,  and  German  schools  had 
also  been  sold  by  the  Due  d’Orleans  in  1 792  to  Mr.  Thomas 
Moore  Slade,  acting  on  behalf  of  himself  and  Lord  Kin- 
naird,  Mr.  Morland,  and  Mr.  Hammersley.  This  section  also 
of  the  splendid  gallery  was  transmitted  to  England  when 
the  most  tremendous  days  of  the  Revolution  began.  A 
contract  was  entered  into  between  an  eminent  house  in  the 
City  of  London,  to  which  the  Italian  and  French  pictures 
had  been  consigned  on  behalf  of  M.  Laborde,  and  Mr.  Bryan, 
acting  for  the  Duke  of  Bridgewater,  the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  and 
the  Earl  Gower  (afterwards  Manpiis  of  Stafford),  under  which 
the  latter  agreed  to  purchase  that  wh(*le  section  of  the 
collection  at  the  price  of  ^:{,000/.  These  three  noblemen 
then  arninged  among  themselves  to  select  a  certain  pro¬ 
portion  of  the  pictures  for  their  «)wn  private  collections, 
and  to  allow  the  remainder  to  be  sold  by  jirivate  contract, 
after  a  public  exhibition  should  have  been  made  in  London 
of  the  entire  gallery.  The  exhibition  thus  decided  upon 
commenced  on  December  2<»,  1 798,  in  two  sets  of  rooms 
belonging  to  Mr.  Bryan — the  one  in  Pall  Mall,  the  other  at 
the  Lyceum — neither  of  these  places  being  in  itself  suffi¬ 
ciently  extensive  to  contain  the  entire  collection.  The 
exhibition  was  continued  for  six  months,  and  in  itself  brought 
considerable  gain  to  the  trio  of  noblemen,  whom  we  should 
in  modern  parlance  have  styled  the  Orleans  (iallery  Syndicate. 
In  those  days,  when  there  was  as  yet  no  National  Galler}', 
and  neither  the  possessions  of  the  Crown  nor  those  of  high- 
placed  dilettanti  were  freely  made  accessible  to  the  ordinary 
citizen,  such  a  display  must,  indeed,  have  had  for  lovers  of  the 
best  in  painting  an  extraordinary  interest  and  attractiveness. 

Among  the  most  noticeable  works  of  this  class  included  in 
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the  gallery  as  then  sold  were  Raphael’s  ‘  Madone  de  la 
‘  Maison  d’Orleans  ’  and  the  ‘  Bridgewater  Madonna,’  and  that 
much  more  questionable  Raphael  the  ‘  Vierge  au  Palmier ;  ’ 
Sebastiano  del  Piombo’s  ‘  Raising  of  Lazarus,’  now  in  the 
National  Gallery;  Correggio’s  ‘Danae;’  Titian’s  ‘Noli  me 
‘  tangere,’  now  in  the  National  Gallery ;  his  ‘  Rape  of 
‘  Europa,’  until  lately  among  Earl  Darnley’s  pictures  at 
Cobham ;  the  famous  canvases  of  the  Ellesmere  Gallery, 
‘  Diana  and  Act®on  ’  and  ‘  Diana  and  Calisto  ’ — these  three 
last-named  works  being  masterpieces  of  Vecellio’s  late 
time;  and  his  charming  ‘Venus  a  la  Coquille,’  also  to  be 
found  at  Bridgewater  House. 

The  ‘  Danae  ’  of  Correggio  is  no  less  a  picture  than  the 
masterpiece  in  the  Borghese  Gallery,  which  counts  among 
the  half-dozen  tinest  things  there.  It  was  soon  again  lost 
to  England,  being  sold  with  the  pictures  of  its  subsequent 
purchase!’,  Henry  Hope,  and  a  little  later  on  finding  its  way 
back  to  Paris,  where  it  was  acquired  by  the  Princess 
Borghese.  It  does  not  appear  to  have  ever  belonged  to  the 
Duke  of  Bridgewater,  as  is  stated  by  Signor  Corrado  Ricci 
in  his  new  biography  of  Correggio.  The  ‘  Danae  ’  is  one 
among  the  very  few  Italian  pictures  which,  once  lost  to 
Italy,  have  at  a  subsequent  period  been  restored  to  her. 
Strange  to  say,  another  picture  of  mark  which  has  in  a 
similar  fashion  found  its  way  back  to  its  land  of  origin  is 
also  a  Correggio.  We  refer  to  a  ‘  Nativity,’  which  must  take 
rank  as  one  of  the  most  beautiful  things  belonging  to  that 
earliest  period — first  defined  and  made  clear  to  the  student 
by  the  late  Giovanni  Morelli  and  his  followers — of  which 
the  culminating  work  is  the  vast  ‘  Madonna  and  Child,  with 
‘  St.  Francis  and  other  Saints,’  now  the  only  unspoilt 
Correggio  in  the  Dresden  Gallery.  This  ‘  Nativity  ’  has 
within  the  last  few  years  been  purchased  in  London  by 
Signor  Benigno  Crespi  of  Milan,  who  has  added  it  to  his 
already  rich  collection  in  that  city.  Other  famous  pictures 
in  the  Orleans  Gallery — to  pick  out  a  few  almost  at  random — 
were  Tintoretto’s  splendid  ‘  Entombment,’  now  at  Bridge- 
water  House ;  that  marvel  of  rhetorical  passion  Annibale 
Carracci’s  once  so  enthusiastically  admired  ‘  Three  Maries,’ 
now  at  Castle  Howard ;  Rubens’s  ‘  Thomyris  with  the  head 
‘  of  Cyrus,’  now  at  Cobham ;  Rembrandt’s  ‘  The  Cradle  ’ 
(a  ‘  Holy  Family  ’),  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Boughton 
Knight  at  Downton  Castle,  and  the  sombre  pathetic  ‘  Mill,’ 
still  to  be  found  among  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne’s 
pictures  at  Bowood. 
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Up  to  the  time  at  which  we  have  arrived,  though  the 
Flemish  and  Dntxjh  mashers  came  in  for  their  full  sliare  of 
admiration,  the  Italians  of  the  Cingnecento  and  Seicento  were 
predominant  in  England,  and  the  great  style — the  grande 
gusto  as  they  then  called  it,  in  England — was  what  the  connois¬ 
seur  revered,  or,  as  the  case  might  he,  thought  himself  bound 
to  revere.  The  pronounced  preference  of  the  Prince  Itegent, 
afterwards  George  IV.,  for  the  Flemish  and  Dutch  masters 
altered  that  state  of  things  somewhat  for  the  time  being,  and 
caused  his  favourites  to  be  more  sought  after  than  ever  for 
the  cabinets  of  private  collectors,  since  they  alone  found 
favour  with  the  ruler  who  aspired  to  give  the  tone  in  con- 
noisseurship  as  in  fashion.  Whatever  sins  may  rightly  be 
chargeil  against  this  most  shallow  and  extravagant  of  princes, 
it  must  be  conceded  that  he  and  his  agents  gave  conclusive 
proof  of  excellent  taste,  and  enriched  the  British  Crown 
with  many  magnificent  pictures — including  the  great  series 
of  Rembrandts  and  the  other  treasures  of  Netherlandish 
art  now  contained  in  the  fine  gallery  at  Buckingham  Palace — 
as  well  as  with  a  collection  of  Sevres  porcelain  which  knows 
no  rival  whether  in  France  or  England. 

In  1821 — that  is,  three  years  before  the  National  Gallery 
was  founded  by  the  grant  of  Parliament  made  for  the 
purchase  of  the  Angerstein  pictures — England  sulfered  one 
of  the  greatest  losses  that  she  has  ever  had  to  endure, 
though  it  was  one  the  full  extent  of  which  was  not  felt 
at  the  time.  In  that  year  the  Prussian  Government 
acquired,  for  the  sum  of  7.‘)0,000  thalers,  or  about 
110,000/.,  the  whole  of  the  collection  which  had  been 
brought  together  by  Mr.  E.  Solly,  an  English  banker  and 
collector,  during  the  preceding  ten  years  of  the  century. 
This,  together  with  a  large  selection  of  paintings  made 
from  the  royal  j)alaces  at  Berlin  and  Potsdam,  formed  the 
nucleus  of  the  great  Berlin  Museum,  formally  established 
in  1829.  It  constitutes  even  now  the  very  blood  and  bone 
of  a  gallery  unsurpassed  on  its  own  ground — the  section 
indeed  of  that  gallery  which,  including  as  it  does  a 
great  series  of  undoubted  masterpieces  of  the  fifteenth  cen¬ 
tury,  may  safely  challenge  comparison  with  the  corresponding 
section  of  any  other  State  institution  north  of  the  Alps. 

It  is  nothing  short  of  astonishing  to  find  an  English 
collector  bringing  together  pictures  of  the  class  to  which 
these  works  belong  at  a  moment  when  the  reign  of  the  Cinque^ 
cento  and  the  Seicento  appeared  to  be  still  undisputed.  Mr. 
Solly  wisely  profited  by  the  continued  vogue  of  the  great 
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sixteenth-century  masters,  and  their  successors  the  Carracci. 
It  was  thus,  no  doubt,  that  he  was  able  to  obtain  at  a  com¬ 
paratively  small  cost  those  wonderful  examples  of  fifteenth- 
century  art,  Avhich  are  certainly  such  as  could  not  be 
paralleled  in  any  private  collection  of  to-day  whether  at  home 
or  abroad.  Of  Fra  Filippo  Lippi  there  are  no  less  than  three 
examples,  of  which  the  ‘  Madonna  adoring  the  Infant  Christ  ’ 
is  perhaps  the  loveliest  work  of  the  Tuscan  master  to  be 
found  outside  Florence.  Of  Botticelli  we  have  that  great 
tondo,  the  ‘  Virgin  and  Child  with  Angels,’  mentioned  by 
Vasari  as  ‘  cosa  bellissima,’  the  large  ‘  St.  Sebastian,’  and  a 
more  doubtful  ‘  Venus,’  which  repeats  the  chief  figure  in 
the  famous  ‘Birth  of  V’^enus’  at  the  Uflizi.  The  splendid 
‘  Wings  of  an  Altarpiece  with  Saints,’  showing  Signorelli 
at  his  best,  are  also  mentioned  by  Vasari.  We  say  nothing 
on  the  present  occasion  of  the  pictures  by  Filippino  Lippi, 
Piero  di  Cosimo,  llatfaelino  del  Garbo,  Domenico  Ghirlandajo 
and  his  school,  Lorenzo  di  Credi,  and  other  Florentine 
masters. 

The  schools  of  North  Italy  were  even  more  admirably 
illustrated  in  the  Solly  collection.  The  Ferrarese  eaposcuola 
Cosimo  (or  Cosme)  Tura  is  represented  by  the  ‘  Madonna 
‘  and  Child  enthroned,  with  Saints,’  a  masterpiece  of  its  kind, 
which  leaves  far  behind  it  everything  else  that  he  has 
produced.  Here  the  charm  of  delicate  colour  and  skilful 
chiaroscuro  tones  down  somewhat  those  tremendous  asperi¬ 
ties  which  appear  in  their  naked  harshness  in  the  pictures 
at  the  Louvre  and  the  National  Gallery',  while  leaving  un¬ 
impaired  the  austere  dignity  and  passion  which  are,  above 
all,  distinctive  of  his  art.  IMantegna  himself  is  represented 
by  the  monumental  portrait  of  t'ardinal  Luigi  Scarampi. 
Then,  again,  what  examph^  of  Lorenzo  Costa  now  to  be 
found  in  England  can  for  a  moment  compare  in  importance 
with  the  ‘  Presentation  of  Christ  in  the  Temple,’  which  is 
accompanied  in  the  Berlin  Gallery  bv  an  equally  authentic 
‘  Descent  from  the  Cross  ’  coming  from  the  same  rich  collec¬ 
tion?  Venice  herself  cannot  match,  as  an  example  of  Alvise 
Vivarini’s  art,  the  great  ‘  JNIadonna  and  Child  enthroned, 
‘  with  Saints,’  which  came  originally  from  Sta.  Maria  dei 
Battuti  at  B(dluno:  it  is  as  incontestably  Alvise’s  master¬ 
piece  as  the  altarpiece  by  Tuia  is  the  masterpiece  of  the 
great  Ferrarese.  The  beautiful  ‘  Pieta’  by  Giovanni  Bellini 
belongs  to  the  later  ])has(‘  of  his  intensely  earnest  Paduan 
manner,  and  takes  rank  with  the  j)ictures  of  the  same  subject 
to  be  found  in  the  Brera  and  at  Kimini.  Among  the  later 
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Venetians  we  find  Lorenzo  Lotto  represented  by  the 
diptych  ‘  St.  Sebastian  and  St.  Christopher,*  and  by  that 
strangely  extravagant  ‘  Christ  taking  leave  of  His  Mother,’ 
in  which  the  quality  of  the  light  and  atmosphere  are  as 
wonderful  as  in  a  fine  De  Hooch.  Of  Titian  there  is  the 
authentic  and  fine  ‘  Portrait  of  the  Artist,’  an  unfinished 
canvas  which  bears  a  close  resemblance  to  the  well-known 
picture  in  the  Painters’  Gallery  at  the  Uttizi.  Special  mention 
must  also  be  made  of  Raphaers  interesting  and  eminently 
Peruginesque  ‘  Virgin  and  Child,’  painted  about  1501, 
and  known  as  the  ‘  Madonna  Solly.’  Rut  the  greait  glory 
of  the  Solly  collection — the  possession  in  virtue  of  which 
alone  Berlin  could  always  claim  the  highest  rank  as  a 
picture-gallery — was  the  group  of  panels  which  formerly 
constituted  the  wings  of  the  ‘Adoration  of  the  Lamb’  by 
Hubert  and  Jan  van  Eyck,  of  which  the  central  portion  still 
remains  in  its  own  chapel  in  the  church  of  St.  Bavon  at 
Ghent.  All  the  rest  is  at  Berlin,  with  the  exception  of  the 
‘  Adam  ’  and  ‘  Eve,’  which  have  found  their  way  to  the 
Brussels  Gallery.  It  is  probable  that,  were  these  radiantly 
beautiful  panels,  perfect  in  preservation  and  mellowed  to 
a  more  harmonious  splendour  by  the  hand  of  time,  now 
again  to  bo  olFered  for  sale,  they  would  bring  in  nearly  as 
much  as  was  paid  for  the  whole  Solly  collection.  The 
strange,  repellent  ‘Christ  as  King  of  Kings,’  bearing  the 
date  1438,  is  another  Van  Eyck  that  Berlin  owes  to  the 
same  source.  Yet  another  of  the  most  vaunted  possessions 
of  the  gallery — the  ‘  Portrait  of  the  merchant  George  Gisze,’ 
by  Hans  Holbein  the  younger — has  a  like  origin.  Other 
Van  Eycks  in  the  same  surprisingly  rich  series,  which  w’ere 
once  in  England,  though  not  in  the  Solly  collection,  are  the 
‘  Portrait  of  Jan  Arnolfini,’  bought  at  the  Nieuwenhuis 
sale  in  London  in  1880,  and  the  exquisitely  finished  little 
‘  Madonna  with  the  Carthusian,’  from  the  Marquess  of 
Exeter’s  collection  at  Burleigh  House,  purchased  in  1888. 
This  last  piece  is,  however,  nion;  probably  a  Petrus  Cristus, 
founded  on  some  original  by  Jan  van  Eyck.  We  shall  see 
a  little  later  on  that  the  Berlin  Gallery,  true  to  its  original 
traditions,  has  continued  to  derive  many  of  its  most  important 
acquisitions  from  England. 

It  is  during  the  last  fifteen  years,  or  thereabouts,  that 
the  tables  have  been  turned,  and  England  has  become  the 
market  to  which  the  whole  Continent  of  Europe  and  the 
United  States  of  America  have  learned  to  look  when  fine 
pictures,  whether  of  the  Italian,  Netherlandish,  German,  or 
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English  schools  are  wanted.  A  combination  of  causes  has 
brought  about  this  curious,  and  to  English  students  and 
lovers  of  art  most  disquieting,  state  of  things.  First,  we 
have  the  marked  decline  among  wealthy  connoisseurs  of 
the  taste  for  the  great  Italian  schools,  and  the  fashionable 
mania,  especially  among  those  who  stand  at  the  head  of 
the  haute  finance,  for  the  English  masters  of  the  eighteenth 
century.  Then,  there  has  been  developed  a  corresponding 
acquisitiveness  among  the  great  private  collectors  of  France, 
Germany,  and  the  United  States,  many  of  whom  still  covet 
the  works  of  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries,  while 
all,  without  exception,  are  equally  eager  to  possess  the  can¬ 
vases  of  Kembrandt.  Above  all  there  must  be  taken  into 
account  in  appreciating  the  present  situation  the  astonishing 
energy  and  enthusiasm  displayed  by  the  learned  ‘  Galerie- 
‘  Direktoren,’  who  so  admirably  steer  the  ship  of  the  Berlin 
Museum,  and  enable  it  to  profit  largely  whenever  some 
great  English  house  puts  its  possessions  on  the  market,  or 
otFers  them  privately  for  sale.  The  Emperor  of  Germany, 
too,  has  splendidly  played  the  part  of  dens  ex  viachina  in 
a  number  of  instances — putting  his  hand,  with  untiring 
generosity,  into  some  private  ebest  of  his,  whenever,  the 
available  resources  of  the  State  Museums  having  been  momen¬ 
tarily  exhausted,  no  regular  funds  are  found  to  be  avail¬ 
able  for  exceptional  occasions.  It  must  be  owned,  too,  though 
we  do  so  with  the  greatest  rc'luctance,  that  the  marvellously 
interesting  exhibitions  of  Old  Masters  which  have  succeeded 
each  other  regularly  during  the  last  quarter  of  a  century  at 
Burlington  House  have  been  the  cause  of  evil  as  well  as  of 
good.  They  have  shown  to  every  lynx-eyed  foreign  dealer 
and  gallery  director  where  the  hidden  as  well  as  the  known 
artistic  wealth  of  England  lay,  and  have  thus  enabled 
negotiators  of  this  class  to  play  tempter  whenever  a  pro¬ 
pitious  combination  of  circumstances  for  attempting  a 
delicate  operation  of  the  kind  indicated  has  arisen. 

Our  first  serious  losses  came  with  the  sale  of  the  collections 
of  the  Duke  of  Hamilton  in  1H82.  Among  other  things 
the  National  Gallery  acquired,  it  will  be  remembered,  as  a 
Giorgione,  that  second-rate  Giorgionesque  work,  the  ‘  Venus 
‘  and  Adonis,’  then  the  great  ‘  Circumcision  ’  by  Signorelli,  and 
the  celebrated  ‘  Assumption  of  the  Virgin,’  painted  for  Matteo 
L’alniicri,  and  on  the  authority  of  Vasari  ascribed  to 
Botticelli,  an  attribution  to  which  but  few  competent  critics 
now  adhere.  Meanwhile,  however — the  British  Museum 
being  apparently  paralysed  by  the  lack  of  sufficient  funds— 
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the  energetic  director  of  the  Berlin  Print  Room,  Dr.  Lipp- 
mann,  had  stepped  in,  and  by  the  private  purchase  of  the 
whole  of  the  Hamilton  Palace  manuscripts,  at  a  price 
reported  to  be  something  like  72,000^.,  had  secured  for  his 
country  a  possession  altogether  priceless  and  unique — the 
series  of  eighty-eight  original  drawings  by  Botticelli,  illus¬ 
trating  the  ‘  Inferno,’  ‘  Purgatorio,’  and  ‘  Paradiso,’  of 
Dante’s  ‘  Divina  Com  media.’  Only  eight  drawings  were 
wanting,  and  these  were  afterwards  discovered  in  the  Vatican 
by  Dr.  Reizenstein,  among  the  miscellaneous  manuscripts 
which  had  once  belonged  to  Queen  Christina  of  Sweden. 

When  it  is  considered  that,  besides  these  eighty-eight 
great  folio  sheets — showing,  however  we  may  judge  them 
in  their  connection  with  Dante,  the  very  essence  of  the 
master’s  genius — authentic  drawings  from  the  hand  of 
Botticelli  may  almost  be  numbered  on  the  fingers  of  one 
hand,  the  magnitude  of  the  loss  suffered  may  be  readily 
understood.  It  is  one  of  those  defeats  for  which  no  sub¬ 
sequent  victory  in  the  same  domain  can  make  adequate 
amends.  And  yet  it  is  one  that  the  English  student  of 
Italian  art  and  literature  can  only  half  regret,  seeing  that 
the  Berlin  Museum,  in  accordance  with  its  usual  admirable 
custom,  has  made  the  best  i)08sibleuse  of  its  victory,  publish¬ 
ing  in  1887  facsimile  reproductions  of  all  the  drawings  and 
the  one  illumination  of  the  set,  with  an  adequate  text  from 
the  pen  of  the  conqueror  of  the  occasion,  Dr.  Lippmann. 
At  the  public  sale,  the  Berlin  Gallery  secured  a  genuine 
Albrecht  Diirer,  which  had  unaccountably  been  overlooked 
by  the  English  authorities — the  ugly  but  interesting  portrait 
of  Frederick  the  Wise,  painted  in  tempeni  on  linen. 

About  this  time,  too,  began  the  disintegration,  by  private 
sales  from  time  to  time,  of  the  Earl  of  Dudley’s  great 
gallery,  the  important  residue  of  which  was  not  publicly  dis¬ 
posed  of  until  a  good  many  years  later.  The  triptych  with 
the  ‘  Last  Judgement  ’  by  Fra  Angelico — a  work  which,  with 
the  single  exception  of  the  injured  ‘Coronation  of  the 
‘  Virgin  ’  in  the  Louvre,  must  count  as  the  finest  example 
of  the  master  to  be  seen  outside  Florence — was  bought  by 
the  Berlin  Gallery  in  1884  for  10,000/.  or  thereabouts.  In 
1887  they  acquired  from  the  same  source  a  fine  and 
unnsually  pleasing  ‘  Portrait  of  a  Lady  ’  by  Velasquez, 
while  afterwards,  at  the  public  sale,  they  carried  off  a 
vast,  but  not  altogether  first-rate  polyptych,  the  ‘  Virgin 
‘  and  Child  with  Saints,’  by  Carlo  Crivelli.  The  Antwerp 
Gallery  had  previously  possessed  itself,  at  a  very  substantial 


The  Erotlus  of  Pictures  from  England, 


price,  of  the  important  ‘  Portrait  of  the  Minister  Swalraius,’ 
painted  by  Rembrandt  in  1(>37.  But  the  greatest  loss 
sustained  by  the  Dudley  Gallery  before  its  final  disintegra¬ 
tion  was  that  of  Raphael’s  ‘  Three  Graces,’  an  exquisitely 
fresh  and  delicate  example  of  that  earliest  manner,  typically 
represented  by  the  ‘  Vision  of  the  Knight  ’  in  the  National 
Gallery,  which  may  be  styled  the  pre-Peruginesque  period  of 
Saiizio.  Purchased  by  the  Due  d’Aumale  for  the  sum  of 
()00,000  francs — a  price  altogether  unprecedented  if  the 
smallness  of  the  panel  be  taken  into  consideration — it  has 
become  the  next-door  neighbour  in  the  little  Tribune  at 
Chantilly  of  the  famous  ‘  Vierge  de  la  Maison  d’Orleans,’ 
one  of  the  best-preserved  works  of  Raphael’s  second  or 
Florentine  period,  and  not  one  of  the  least  artificial.  This 
came  from  the  collection  of  the  late  Duke  of  Sutherland, 
while  from  that  of  the  Earl  of  Carlisle  at  Castle  Howard  the 
Due  d’Aumale  obtained  a  rare  and  exquisite  series  of  French 
portraits  in  crayons  of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  cen¬ 
turies,  not  a  few  in  the  former  category  of  which  were 
ascribed  to  hVan(;ois  Clouet. 

The  memorable  sale  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough’s  col¬ 
lection  at  Blenheim  in  ISHo  gave  the  foreign  galleries  and 
collections  further  opportunities  of  which  they  were  not 
slow  to  avail  themselves.  We  may  legitimately  rejoice  that 
the  National  Gallery  secured  llaphael’s  ‘  Madonna  degli 
‘  Ansidei  ’  and  the  ‘  Equestrian  Portrait  of  Charles  I.’  by  Van 
Dyck,  choosing  to  forget  the  excessive  price  paid  for  these  ex¬ 
ceptional  works.  We  must  all  the  same  lament  as  another 
irreparable  loss  the  sale  to  Berlin  of  Sebastiano  del  Piombo’s 
so-called'  Sta.  Dorothea  *  (or  Fornarina),  one  of  the  finest  in 
the  remarkable  series  of  those  Raphaelesque  portraits  by 
Giorgione’s  pupil  in  which,  as  in  the  so-called  ‘  Fornarina’  of 
the  Tribnna,  he  stands  midway  between  Venice  and  Rome  — 
nearer  still  to  Venice  in  the  ‘  Fornarina,’  nearer  already  to 
Rome  in  the  ‘  Sta.  Dorothea.’  Again,  we  could  ill  spare  the 
exquisite  ‘  Andromeda,’  a  life-size  figure-study  in  Rubens’s 
last  and  finest  manner,  in  which  the  likeness  to  the  beautiful 
Helene  Fourinent  is  hardly  less  evident  than  in  the 
more  realistic  ‘  Helene  Fourinent  in  the  Fur  Pelisse’  of  the 
Vienna  Gallery.  The  tremendous  ‘  Bacchanal  ’  will  excite 
fewer  regrets,  though  it  is  one  of  the  most  powerful 
examples  of  the  Antwerp  master  in  his  vein  of  exuberant 
naturalism.  The  two  celebrated  portraits  of  Rubens’s 
second  wife,  the  ‘  Helene  Fourinent  with  a  Page  ’  and  the 
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‘  Helene  Foiirraent  with  Uubons  and  their  Child,’  went  at  a 
fabulous  price  to  Baron  Alphonse  de  Rothschild. 

In  1886  there  passes  from  Lord  Methuen’s  collection  at 
Corsham  into  that  of  Mr.  Marquand,  of  New  York,  a  tempera 
painting  on  linen  by  Lucas  van  Leyden,  ‘Joseph’s  Coat,’ 
which,  although  it  has  in  far  distant  days  sustained  serious 
injury,  is  of  quite  j)ecnliar  interest,  as  one  of  the  very  few 
among  his  paintings  that  are  authenticated  by  documentary 
evidence.  It  was  one  of  that  series  of  temperas  illus¬ 
trating  the  history  of  Joseph  which  was  seen  by  Van 
Mander  in  a  house  at  Delft,  as  is  specially  recorded  by 
him  in  his  life  of  the  Dutch  master  (‘  Het  Leven  der 
‘  Schilders,’  &c.)  He  there  notes  the  injury  to  the  set  of 
decorative  canv.ases  as  being  caused  by  the  damp  atmo¬ 
sphere  of  Holland.  Here,  again,  is  a  loss  the  magnitude 
of  which  cannot  be  measured  by  the  mere  money  value  of 
such  a  work  in  the  market.  Mr.  Manpiand  obtained  from 
the  same  source  a  magnificent  full-length  by  Van  Dyck  of 
James  Stuart,  Duke  of  Lennox  and  Richmond,  wearing  a 
dress  of  black  and  blue. 

In  1892  the  Marquis  of  Lothian  privately  ceded  to  the 
Berlin  Gallery  the  very  important,  if  not  very  lovely,  ‘  Virgin 
‘  and  Child  with  Angels,’  painted  by  Albrecht  Diirer  at 
Venice  in  1.‘)(>C,  which  had  by  a  happy  accident  been  re-dis¬ 
covered  in  Edinburgh  some  years  before.  About  the  same 
time  the  energetic  representatives  of  this  gallery  carried  away 
from  England  an  authentic  portrait  by  the  Nuremberg 
master,  which  had  previously  been  offered,  it  is  believed,  to 
the  National  Gallery.  Thus  we  lose  within  a  few  years  no 
less  than  three  paintings  by  Diirer,  and  our  chance  of 
ever  obtaining  for  the  National  Gallery  a  genuine  ex¬ 
ample  of  his  art,  always  small,  has  become  remote  indeed. 
It  has  already  been  hinted  that  the  Duke  of  Northumber¬ 
land’s  ‘  Portrait  of  Diirer ’s  Father  ’  at  Syon  House  is  no 
longer  universally  accepted  as  an  original,  so  that  the  only 
painting  undoubtedly  his  over  here  is  the  ‘  Portrait  of  a 
‘  Young  Man  ’  at  Hampton  Court,  painted  in  1506  in  a 
quasi-Venetian  style.  The  partial  sale  of  the  Earl  of 
Northbrook’s  pictures,  consisting  mainly  of  the  exquisitely 
well-chosen  Baring  collection,  proved  to  be  not  a  loss,  but 
a  benefit,  to  the  nation.  With  a  public  spirit  such  as  in 
recent  times  has  far  too  seldom  been  shown  on  similar 
occasions,  he  offered  the  chief  pictures  with  which  he 
was  prepared  to  part  to  the  National  Gallery,  finally  ceding 
them  on  terms  much  less  advantageous  than  might  have 
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been  obtained  by  negotiation  with  individuals.  So  recent 
is  the  transaction  that  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  point  out  that 
the  collection  in  Trafalgar  Square  thus  obtained  Mantegna’s 
early  ‘  Agony  in  the  Garden,’  work  doubly  interesting 
because  the  gallery  had  already  for  many  years  owned  the 
very  similar  picture  by  his  brother-in-law,  Giovanni  Bellini, 
and  the  British  Museum  was  the  envied  possessor  of  Jacopo 
Bellini’s  ‘  Sketch  Book,’  in  which  the  first  suggestion  for 
both  paintings  is  to  be  found.  The  other  works  made  over  at 
the  same  time  were  Antonello  da  Messina’s  much-discussed 
‘  St.  Jerome,’  Sebastiano  del  Piombo’s  imposing  ‘  Holy 
‘  Family,’  which  is  wholly  Michelangelesque  in  design,  yet 
still  in  some  passages  Venetian  in  colour,  and  the  curious 
‘  St.  Giles  sheltering  a  Doe  from  the  Hunter  ’  by  an 
anonymous  Netherlander  painting  in  the  last  half  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  This  last  is  one  wing  of  a  diptych — or 
perhaps  triptych — of  which  the  other,  a  ‘  St.  Giles  saying 
‘  Mass,’  was  in  the  Dudley  Gallery,  and  thence  passed 
into  the  collection  of  Mr.  Steinkopf,  who  carried  away  the 
prize  both  from  the  National  Gallery  and  the  Louvre. 

The  Earl  of  Ashburnham’s  pictui’es  have  also  within  the 
last  few  years  suffered  the  most  serious  diminution.  Luckily 
the  National  Gallery  has  obtained  his  unique  ‘  St.  Eustace,’ 
by  Vittore  Pisano,  which  has  there  joined  the  celebrated 
little  ‘Virgin  and  Child,  with  St.  Anthony  and  St. 
‘  George,’  bearing  the  signature  of  the  great  Veronese 
painter  and  medallist.  The  ‘  Portrait  of  a  Lady,’  an  inter¬ 
esting  work  of  the  Florentine  school,  erroneously  ascribed 
to  Piero  della  Francesca,  but  certainly  by  the  same  Floren¬ 
tine  master  who  painted  the  very  similar  portrait  nominally 
ascribed  to  Piero  in  the  Poldi-Pezzoli  collection  at  Milan, 
has  found  a.  home  in  the  Berlin  Gallery,  where  it  looks  much 
better  than  it  did  at  the  New  Gallery  or,  afterwards,  at 
the  ‘  Fair  Women  ’  exhibition  in  the  Grafton  Gallery.  The 
‘  Death  of  Lucretia,’  ascribed  to  Botticelli — a  design  of 
extraordinary  dramatic  passion,  somewhat  obscured  by  dull 
colour  and  injury — has  gone  to  a  private  house  in  Boston, 
U.S.  The  great  prize  of  the  collection,  the  ‘  Pastor  Ansloo 
‘  consoling  a  Widow,’  by  Rembrandt,  will  be  mentioned  a 
little  later  on. 

The  frequenters  of  the  National  Gallery  had  learnt  to 
look  upon  the  singularly  characteristic  ‘  Portrait  of  Ginevra 
‘  de’  Benci,’  by  Domenico  Ghirlandajo,  as  their  own :  so 
many  years  had  the  generosity  of  its  owner,  Mr.  Willett, 
permitted  it  to  remain  an  ornament  of  the  smaller  Floren- 
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tine  room  there.  It  was  impossible  to  see  it  without 
recalling  the  almost  identical  but  full-length  figure  of  the 
Florentine  beauty  in  Domenico’s  noble  fresco,  ‘  The  Birth 
‘  of  the  Virgin,’  at  S.  Alaria  Novella.  One  day  the  picture 
vanished,  and  the  unwelcome  news  got  abroad  that  it  had 
slipped  through  the  fingers  of  the  trustees  and  director,  the 
owner  having  quietly  sold  it  for  a  large  price  to  an  American 
collector.  Here  again  want  of  initiative  on  the  one  hand,  of 
public  spirit  on  the  other,  have  been  the  cause  of  an  irre¬ 
parable  loss  to  the  national  institution.  We  look  round  in 
vain  for  another  Domenico  Ghirlandajo  above  all  question, 
though  the  Florentine  master’s  authorship  is  claimed  for 
several  works  now  in  private  hands  in  London.  Neither  the 
‘  Bust  Portrait  of  a  Girl  ’  nor  the  terribly  made  up  ‘  Portrait 
‘  of  a  Youth,’  in  the  National  Gallery,  is  worthy  to  bear  his 
name. 

Last,  as  yet,  and  not  least  grievous  to  bear,  comes  the 
loss  of  the  great  Cobham  Titian,  sold,  it  appears,  to  some 
American  amateur  by  the  late  Earl  of  Darnley  shortly 
before  his  death.  The  ‘  Rape  of  Europa,’  which  has  on 
two  occasions  been  seen  at  Burlington  House,  is  a  typical 
performance  of  Titian’s  splendid  old  age,  radiant  in  the 
melting  transparency  of  its  colour,  full  of  movement,  but 
not  a  little  marred,  like  some  other  things  of  the  late  time, 
by  a  certain  almost  vulgar  sensuality  in  the  conception, 
which  is  painful  to  those  who  remember  the  Giorgionesque 
poetry  of  those  early  works,  the  ‘  Three  Ages’  and  the  so- 
called  ‘  Sacred  and  Profane  Love,*  and  even  of  that  later 
piece  the  ‘  Jupiter  and  Antiope  ’  (‘  Venere  del  Pardo  ’)  of  the 
Louvre. 

The  Rembrandts  of  the  English  private  galleries  have 
even  more  than  our  great  Italian  pictures  tempted  both 
foreign  museums  and  foreign  collectors  and  dealers,  and  we 
have  suft'ered  accordingly  of  late  years  to  an  incalculable 
extent.  In  the  happy  Ininting-ground  of  the  great  English 
country-houses.  Dr.  Bode,  the  learned  director  of  the  Berlin 
Museum  and  one  of  the  greatest  living  authorities  on  Rem¬ 
brandt,  has  had  wonderful  sport  from  time  to  time;  and  the 
well-known  picture-dealer,  M.  Sedelmeyer,  of  Paris,  has  been 
even  more  successful.  We  need  only  analyse  the  contents 
of  the  newly  re-arranged  Itembrandt  room  at  the  Berlin 
Museum  to  learn  whither  some  of  our  finest  things  have 
migrated.  The  large  ‘Jacob  wrestling  with  the  Angel’ 
had  been  obtained,  with  the  rest  of  the  Solly  collection,  in 
1821  ;  the  ‘  Susanna  and  the  Two  Elders,’  of  1647,  and  the 
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strange,  mystic  ‘  Vision  of  Daniel,’  came  in  1 883  from  Sir 
E.  Lechmere,  in  whose  family  these  pictures  had  remained 
since  they  were  acquired  in  1 705  at  the  sale  of  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds’s  effects.  That  marvellous  colonr-stndy  ‘  Joseph 
‘  accused  by  Potiphar’s  Wife,’  which  may  bo  ranked  among 
the  masterpieces  of  the  artist,  was  added  at  the  same  time 
from  Sir  John  Neeld’s  collection.  Then  we  have  in  the 
same  category  the  ‘  Study  of  an  Old  Man,’  which  once 
belonged  to  Mr.  Humphry  Ward;  that  interesting  grimille 
‘The  Preaching  of  St.  John  tlie  Baptist,’  dated  1(>56,  which 
was  purchased  at  the  public  sale  of  the  Dudley  Gallery  ;  and, 
finally,  the  great  ‘  Preacher  Ansloo  consoling  a  Widow,’ 
dated  1(541,  from  the  Ashburnham  collection,  this  last  canvas 
being  in  its  dimensions  the  most  important  Rembnandt 
in  England,  and  altogether  one  of  the  most  noteworthy 
examples  belonging  to  the  master’s  middle  period  of  splendid 
maturity. 

M.  Emile  Michel,  in  his  Biography  of  Rembi-andt,  pub¬ 
lished  in  1891,  says,  speaking  of  the  master’s  works  in 
England : — 

‘  Not  only  have  many  famous  collcolions,  like  lliat  of  Blenheim,  been 
dispersed  at  public  auction  ;  changes  of  proprietorship  have  taken  place, 
as  it  were,  sub  rosti,  secresy  being  one  of  the  conditions  of  many  sales 
to  which  owners  have  been  now  forced  by  jwcimiary  embarrassment, 
now  tempted  by  the  offer  of  some  enormous  price.  In  my  list  some 
forty  pictures  will  be  found  which  during  the  last  few  years  have 
{}as8ed  through  the  hands  of  M.  Sedelmeyer  alone,  mostly  from  Eng¬ 
land,  some  to  find  new  homes  on  the  Continent,  other.s  to  enrich  the 
numerous  galleries  now  being  formed  in  the  United  States  of 
America.’ 

Even  since  1894 — the  date  of  this  last-mentioned  publica¬ 
tion — important  changes  have  tiiken  place  for  the  worse, 
chief  and  most  regrettable  of  which  is  the  sale  of  the 
‘  Preacher  Ansloo,’  just  now  referred  to.  For  instance,  the 
important  ‘  Portrait  of  a  Philosopher  ’  (so-called  ‘  Portrait 
‘  of  Hooft’),  dated  1(553,  was  then  at  Asliridgo  Park,  in  the 
collection  of  Lord  Brownlow ;  it  is  now  in  that  of  M. 
Eodolpbe  Kann,  at  Paris.  The  large  ‘  Standard  Bearer,’  be¬ 
longing  to  Lord  Warwick,  is  no  longer  to  be  found  in  its 
place  at  Warwick  Castle ;  the  ultimate  fate  of  this  picture 
would  appear  to  be  at  present  uncertain. 

All  honour  then  to  the  English  connoisseurs  who  still  ap¬ 
preciate  and  acquire  fine  works  by  the  old  masters;  and 
especially  to  those  who  seek  to  keep  alive  the  fiame  that 
burns — more  wan  now  than  it  once  did — on  the  altars 
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which  we  have  raised  it)  the  •'rcat  masters  of  Italy.  To 
analyse  in  detail  the  counterbalancing  gains  to  England  from 
without  during  these  last  disastrous  years — and  it  must  be 
said  at  once  that  they  have  been  intinitesimal  as  compared 
with  her  losses — would  require  more  space  than  can  be 
accorded  to  this  branch  of  the  subject.  The  band  of  the 
higher  connoisseurs,  whose  collections  are  still  in  a  stage  of 
growth,  includes  in  its  front  rank  Sir  Francis  Cook,  whose 
vast  gallery  at  Richmond  is,  for  the  purposes  of  study,  one 
of  the  most  remarkable  to  be  found  in  the  United  Kingdom, 
and  Mr.  Ludwig  ^lond.  To  the  latter  belongs  the  honour 
of  having  kept  in  England  Raphael’s  early  ‘  Crucifixion  ’ 
and  Titian’s  very  late  ‘  Madonna  and  Child,’  both  formerly 
in  the  Dudley  collection,  and  of  having  acquired  the  beautiful 
‘Infant  Christ  as  the  Salvator  Mundi,’  of  Mantegna,  for¬ 
merly  in  the  collection  of  Dr.  J.  I’.  Richter,  together  with 
many  tine  works  by  the  most  famous  Italian  niiisters  of  the 
fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries.  Then  there  may  be  cited 
Mr.  R.  II.  Benson,  who  possesses  many  charmiiig  and  some 
unusual  examples  of  Venetian  and  North  Italian  art,  Mr. 
George  Salting,  Mr.  Charles  Butler,  Mr.  Rustou  of  Lincoln, 
Mr.  Constantine  lonides,  Mr.  .1.  P.  Ileseltine.  Quite  recently. 
Lord  Wantage  has  acquired  from  the  Torregiani  collectioti 
two  cassone  panels  of  the  highest  interest,  with  the  ‘  Combat 
‘of  David  and  Goliath  ’  ami  the  ‘  Triumph  of  David,’  these 
pictures  being  variously  attributed  to  Pesellino  and  Benozzo 
Gozzoli.  Mr.  John  Edward  Taylor,  whose  possessions  include 
an  interesting  series  of  sixteenth-century  Florentine  portraits 
and  esiHJcially  a  ‘  Portrait  of  a  Youth  ’  by  Bronzino  of  first- 
rate  excellence,  has  recently  obtained  from  the  diminished 
Sciarra  gallery  at  Rome  an  important  and  well-preserved 
‘Holy  Family  ’  entirely  from  the  hand  of  Francesco  Francia, 
and  of  his  earlier  time.  This  is,  it  is  believed,  the  only  Sciarra 
picture  that  has  fouml  its  way  to  England. 

At  some  future  period,  which  will,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  be 
deferred  as  long  as  possible,  the  National  Gallery  will  enter 
into  full  possession  of  the  late  Sir  Henry  Layard’s  fine  gallery 
of  paintings,  brought  together  by  that  passionate  lover 
of  great  Italian  art  with  the  assistance  of  Giovanni  Morelli, 
and  now  in  Lady  Layard’s  palace  at  Venice.  It  is  the 
collection  less  of  the  ostentatious  dilettante  than  of  the 
true  student,  and  it  will  most  opportunely  till  several  im¬ 
portant  gaps  in  the  Italian  section  of  the  National  Gallery. 
There  will  then  be  atlded  to  it  the  solemn  ‘Adoration 
‘  of  the  Magi,’  by  Gentile  Bellini,  a  unique  example  of  his 
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maimer  as  a  painter  of  sacred  subjects,  and  his  famous 
but  ruined  ‘  Mahomet  II. ;  ’  an  ‘  Adoration  of  the  *  Magi,’ 
whicli,  small  as  it  is,  must  rank  as  the  best  (extant  easel 
picture  by  liramantino ;  line  things  by  Raffaelino  del  Garbo, 
by  Alvise  Vivarini,  Bartolommeo  Montagna,  Marescalco, 
Cima ;  by  Cosimo  Tura,  by  Bonsignori,  Liberjile  and  Caroto 
of  Verona ;  a  characteristic  ‘  Landing  of  a  Saint  ’  (St. 
Ursula?)  by  Carpaccio ;  an  exquisite  early  Moretto,  and  the 
magnificent  ‘  St.  Jerome  in  the  Wilderness,’  of  the  Brescian 
Savoldo,  with  a  sunset  landscape  of  such  splendour  and 
poetic  significance  as  it  would  not  be  easy  to  parallel  outside 
the  range  of  pure  Venetian  art. 

Although  the  great  Malcolm  collection,  now  incorporated 
with  that  of  the  Print  Room  of  the  British  Museum,  con¬ 
sisting,  as  it  does,  entirely  of  drawings  and  engravings,  hardly 
comes  within  the  limits  of  these  remarks,  it  is  but  bare 
justice  to  record  that  its  purchase  for  the  nation  constitutes 
one  of  our  greatest  gains  of  recent  times.  It  is  an  open 
secret  that  we  owe  the  acquisition  of  this  wonderful  series 
of  Italian,  German,  Netherlandish,  and  French  drawings 
mainly  to  the  fine  connoisseurship  and  real  enthusiasm 
of  Professor  Sidney  Colvin,  the  Keeper  of  the  Prints  and 
Drawings. 

In  looking  back  over  this  long  period  of  fluctuating  gain 
and  loss  to  England,  the  main  episodes  of  which  have  been 
here  indicated  in  a  somewhat  summary  fashion,  the  question 
at  once  presents  itself:  must  we  necessarily  confine  ourselves 
to  lamentation  over  the  past  and  foreboding  as  to  the  future? 
Seeing  how  alarming  has  been  the  diminution  of  really  great 
works  during  the  last  few  years,  and  how  little  relaxed  is 
the  vigilance  of  the  foreign  collectors,  dealers,  and  museum 
officials,  ready  to  swoop  down  and  carry  off  in  their  clutches 
everything  of  genuine  iinjiortance  that  presents  itself — even 
before  it  does  legitimately  present  itself — c.annot  the  very 
large  number  of  people  who  are  passionately  interested  in 
the  great  subject  under  discussion  properly  bike  some  steps 
for  the  protection  of  their  country,  and  thus  deserve  well  of 
her  in  the  present  as  in  the  future? 

To  attempt  in  the  United  Kingdom — as  with  very  in- 
difterent  success  has  been  attempted  in  Italy — to  impose 
artificial  restraints  upon  the  sale  out  of  the  country  of 
pictures  and  works  of  art  would,  of  course,  be  an  absurdity. 
The  remedy  lies  in  another  direction.  We  have  in  England 
a  Society  for  the  Protection  of  Ancient  Monuments ;  why 
should  we  not  have  also  .a  Society  for  the  Protection  and 
Retention  in  England  of  Great  Works  of  Art?  The 
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Treasury  cannot  fairly  be  expected  to  come  forward  in 
every  instance  when  a  work  of  art,  in  the  true  sense  of  the 
word  frreat,  comes  into  the  market ;  though  its  aid  can  be 
legitimately  invoked — and  has  been  successfully  invoked — 
on  certain  occasions  of  altogether  exceptional  importance. 
As  a  rule,  unfortunately,  successive  governments — and  this 
present  government  not  least  among  them — have  considered 
that  their  function  is  rather  to  restrain  the  directors  of  the 
State  galleries  and  museums  in  their  legitimate  aspirations, 
to  curtail  the  regular  sources  of  income  of  which  they  have 
the  disposal,  to  treat  them,  in  fact,  as  the  natural  enemy. 

On  two  noteworthy  occiisions  within  the  last  few  years 
groups  of  amateurs,  luckily  possessed  of  great  wealth  as 
well  as  gifted  wdth  fine  tast<‘,  have  stepped  in,  by  their 
noble  example  and  their  material  support  literally  goading 
the  Treasury  into  action.  On  tlie  sale  of  the  Longford 
Castle  pictun‘s  in  1890  Messrs,  N.  M.  Rothschild  and  Sons, 
Lord  Iveagh  (then  Sir  Edward  Guinnessl,  and  Mr.  Charles 
Cotes  with  unexampled  generosity  contributed  10,000i.  each 
towards  the  purchase,  which  was  effected  for  a  total  sum  of 
55,OOOL  Private  muniticence  enabled  the  British  Museum 
to  acquire  the  chief  boast  of  its  new  Gold  Room,  the  so- 
called  ‘  Pichon  Cup,’  which  shows  on  its  bowl  and  cover  by 
far  the  finest  translucent  enamels  upon  gold  that  have  been 
handed  down  to  us  from  the  fourteenth  century.  The 
acquisition  of  this  unique  object,  the  historical  interest  of 
which  fully  matched  its  artistic  pre-eminence,  was  rendered 
possible  by  the  co-operation  with  the  Treasury  of  a  group 
composed  of  several  City  companies  and  a  number  of 
gentlemen  whose  names  and  contributions  the  Museum 
authorities  have  very  properly  inscribed  on  the  plinth  which 
now  bears  the  cup. 

Why  could  not  a  number  of  Englishmen  of  this  type, 
having  the  means  and  the  will  to  give  assistance  in  such 
typical  cases  as  these,  form  themselves  into  a  society  having 
the  main  object  above  indicated  I*  Its  functions  would  not 
necessarily  include,  in  the  first  instance,  the  purchase  of  all 
great  works  of  art  which  material  needs  might  compel  col¬ 
lectors  and  owners  from  time  to  time  to  put  upon  the  market, 
or  to  dispose  of  privately.  It  would,  so  far  as  is  possible, 
catalogue  all  the  really  important  examples  of  painting, 
sculpture,  and  applied  art  by  deceased  masters  to  be  found 
in  the  United  Kingdom,  marking  the  movement  of  these 
things,  the  gains  as  well  as  the  inevitable  losses.  It  would 
seek  to  induce  the  owners  of  works  of  capital  importance  to 
communicate  in  the  first  place  to  the  society  their  iutentioa 
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of  selling  them,  and  no  longer— as  M.  Emile  Michel  puts 
it — to  dispose  of  them  to  foreign  negotiators  sub  rosa  and 
under  the  seal  of  secresy.  The  society'  would  then  consider 
the  merits  of  each  particular  case,  would  take  counsel  with 
the  directors  of  British  museums  and  galleries,  and  obtain 
the  opinion  of  experts;  it  would  finally,  where  such  a  step 
might  appear  to  be  warranted,  approach  the  Treasury  with 
petition  and  advice.  It  is  not  pretended  for  a  moment  that 
the  National  Gallery,  or  the  British.  South  Kensington,  and 
provincial  museums  could  be  expected  to  swallow  and  digest 
all  things,  even  of  supreme  artistic  value,  that  might  be 
so  offered,  or  even  a  tithe  of  them.  But  at  any  rate  they 
would  thus  secure  the  valuable  right  of  pre-emption. 
Failing  its  exercise  in  any  particular  case,  purchasers  might 
possibly  be  found  among  the  members  of  the  society  or 
other  collectors  })ermanently  residing  in  the  United  King¬ 
dom.  Under  exceptional  circumstances  the  society,  or 
some  of  its  members,  might  come  forward  in  aid  of  the 
Treasury  and  the  museums,  as  certain  corporations  and 
individuals  so  generously  did  on  the  two  occasions  above 
cited.  The  rest  must  necessarily  be  left  to  the  public  spirit 
of  the  owners  of  gi’eat  works ;  and  this  quality  though  it 
has,  to  sjjy  the  least,  been  strangely  dormant,  in  a  number 
of  instances  to  which  we  need  not  again  refer,  is  one  which 
it  surely  ought  not  to  be  difficult  to  arouse  in  Englishmen.* 

*  Since  tliese  remarks  were  written  there  has  licen  made  known  the 
befjuest  to  tlie  nation  of  the  unrivalled  Hertford  House  collection,  a  very 
important  section  of  which  was  only  brought  over  to  England  in  1871, 
after  tlie  disasters  of  the  Commune.  No  such  inagnilicent  donation  of 
works  of  art  has  ever  been  made  by  an  individual  to  a  State,  and  it 
would  have  Isjen  impossible  to  devise  any  which  should  come  more 
opportunely  to  fill  notable  blanks  in  the  national  collections.  The  few 
Italian  pictures  include  a  splendid  Cima,  two  fine  bninis,  and  that 
rarity,  a  genuine  and  bcatttiful  Andrea  del  Sarto.  Of  Velji«(|uez  there 
are  seven  imi)ortJint  e.vamples,  including  the  ‘  I'emme  a  I’Eventail,’  of 
Murillo  no  less  than  eleven  characteristic  works.  Frans  Hals  will  now 
he  represented  in  a  public  collection  by  a  canvas  of  the  first  order 
— the  ‘  Young  Cavalier  ’  ()f  Hllf  I  ;  Ifembrandt,  Kid)ens,  and  \'an  Dyck 
are  well  repre.sented,  whilst  the  ‘small  masters’  and  landscapists  of 
Flanders  and  Holland  are  most  of  them  here  in  exquisite  specimens.  The 
portraits  by  Sir  Joshua  Ileynoldsand  (lainsborough  are  too  well  known 
to  need  description.  A  wholesection  ol  the  great  Hcrtibrd  House  gallery 
is  devoted  to  the  illustration  of  French  art  of  the  nineteenth  century. 
The  French  furniture  of  the  .seventeenth  and  eighteenth  centuries,  the 
bronzes,  the  majolica,  the  Sevres  and  other  j>orcelain,  the  armour,  the 
jewellery,  the  miniatures,  and  objects  of  art  generally,  would  in  them- 
•elves  almost  make  up  a  supplemental  South  Kensington  Museum. 
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Art.  IV. — 1.  Eton  in  the  Forlu’s.  By  an  Old  Colleger 
(Arthur  Duke  Coleridoe).  London:  189(5. 

2.  Eton  of  Old  (1811-1822).  By  an  Old  Colleger. 

3.  Rt-porlx  if  0.iford  Oofernirc  on  Sefondiinj  Education,  1893 ; 
of  Conference  of  1 1  cat  I  MaidcrH,  1K91;  of  Royal  Commixxion 
on  Secondary  Education,  1895;  and  other  works. 

rPuE  world,  which  contains  a  good  many  ‘Eton  boys  grown 
-*■  ‘  heavy,’  seems  never  to  tire  of  reading  schoolboy 

reminiscences.  We  have  all  been  schoolboys ;  and  the 
sameness  of  the  record  of  discomfort,  bad  food,  bad  disci¬ 
pline,  and  bad  teaching  does  not  do  away  with  the  pleasure 
of  looking  into  the  charmed  mirror  of  our  youth,  of 
recognising  what  we  reujember,  and  recovering  what  we 
had  forgot.  Tt  need  not  be  a  record  of  our  own  school 
or  our  own  date.  Books  which  take  us  to  unknown  schools 
of  a  century  ago  have  a  like  fascination  ;  and  whether 
we  read  of  the  fictitious  joys  and  sorrows  of  Tom  Brown,  or 
the  real  rigours  of  that  ‘  rough  barrack  ’  Long  Chamber 
and  similar  houyes  at  Winchester  and  Westminster,  or  of 
the  not  less  real  pleasures,  lawful  or  unlawful,  of  cricket 
and  boating,  breaking  rules  and  gaining  prizes,  and  the 
alternation  of  fun  and  seriousness,  business  and  leisure, 
we  find  an  interest  in  the  story  of  old  school-days 
which  bears  no  proportion  to  the  value  of  the  facts 
recorded;  and  we  gladly  acknowledge  a  debt  of  thanks 
to  those  who,  like  Mr.  Cohiridge,  Mr.  Thackeray,  Mr. 
W.  C.  Green,*  and  the  ‘  Old  Colleger  ’  of  eighty  years 
since,  have  amused  themselves  and  us  by  telling  us  again 
the  familiar  but  never  wearisome  story.  We  need  not  look 
far  for  the  cause  of  the  illusion  which  throws  rosy  colours 
over  the  past.  We  study  our  past  selves  with  a  sort  of 
parental  indulgence.  We  recover  in  reading  some  of  the 
huoyancy  which  made  us,  little  victims  as  we  were,  able 
to  throw  off  with  the  lightheartedness  of  a  moment  the 
tyrannies  which  Gray  forgot,  but  which  must  have  touched 
his  character  with  cynicism  as  they  did  that  of  Shelley  with 
revolt. 

Not  that  there  is  any  reason  to  suppose  that  Gray  and  Shelley 
were  miserable  at  school.  But  in  that  medimval  society  the 
Bluebeard  or  Eccelino  is  less  restrained  by  public  opinion  than 


*  In  Mr.  Thackeray’s  ‘  Life  of  Dr.  ILawtrey.’  See  also  the  Rev. 
G.  C.  Green’s  contribution  to  Mr.  Coleridge’s  book,  pp.  229-266. 
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he  will  be  when  he  ripens  into  an  Old  Bailey  barrister,  a  regi¬ 
mental  colonel,  or  a  schoolmaster.  The  bully  is  not  always  a 
coward,  and  if  he  is  a  distinguished  cricketer  he  is  likely 
enough  to  be  a  hero.  What  is  worse  (and  instances  of  this  may 
be  found  in  Mr.  (/oleridje’s  book),  the  bully  of  low  degree  is 
sometimes  countenanced  by  his  official  superiors,  masters  who 
look  upon  him  as  a  ‘  natural  loader  ’  (a  strangely  confused 
idea),  and  sixth-form  boys  who  partly  fear  him  and  partly  make 
use  of  him  to  help  discipline  by  keeping  other  boys  ‘  in  their 
‘  place ;  ’  as  no  doubt  he  does.  This  license  of  personal 
cruelty  strikes  us  as  the  worst  feature  in  the  old  public-school 
life.  What  hoys  call  ‘  hard  bullying  ’  is  nowadays  happily 
rare  ;  and  brutality,  though  not  extinct,  is  half  ashamed  of 
itself.  But  boys  arc  cruel,  ‘cet  age  n’a  point  de  pitie;  * 
and  the  lives  of  refined,  sensitive,  or  timorous  boys  are  some¬ 
times  crushed  or  distorted  by  the  blundering  roughness  or 
ingenious  malice  of  schoolfellows.  Wo  have,  indeed,  known 
many  instances  of  boys  weak  in  intellect  or  in  health, 
or  in  one  way  or  another  maimed  by  natural  defects,  who 
have  led  happy  and  prosperous  lives  at  a  public  school. 
But  parents  ought  to  know  more  commonly  than  they  do 
that  all  boys  are  not  fit  for  being  ‘  knocked  about  ’  at  school, 
any  more  than  all  boys  are  fit  to  go  to  sea  or  into  a  cavalry 
regiment. 

Parents  of  unpractical,  shy,  or  difficult  boys  wish  to  see 
their  sons  ‘  like  everyone  else ;  ’  not  a  high  ambition,  nor 
one  on  the  whole  very  difficult  to  attain.  They  do  not 
wish  them  to  be  original,  if  to  be  original  is  to  be  singular  too, 
or  to  do  more  than  fit  into  one  of  a  limited  number  of  familiar 
grooves :  the  professional  rut,  the  family  rut,  or  the  society 
rut.  With  most  boys  the  knocking  about  succeeds  very 
fairly  well ;  and  at  the  end  of  his  four  or  five  years  the  public 
schoolboy  comes  out  well  qualified  to  escape  notice  in  a 
world  where  people  ai’e  fort  semblables  entre  eux.  But  in 
the  case  of  boys  of  exceptional  temperament  the  rough  and 
ready  treatment  may  fail  ;  sometimes  the  bruised  reed  is 
broken,  and  the  boy  grows  up  timid  and  unable  to  face  the 
world,  unconscious  of  capacities  that  have  not  been  recog¬ 
nised  ;  sometimes  the  branch  that  might  have  grown  full 
strength  is  twisted  from  its  natural  developemeiit,  and  what 
should  have  been  a  scholar  or  a  poet  becomes  an  ape  of 
fashion  or  a  cynic.  It  may  be  doubted,  too,  whether  genius  can 
be  appreciated  by  schoolmasters  or  boys,  or  subjected  with¬ 
out  detriment  to  a  system  which  treats  all  alike.  Genius 
requires  solitude  and  leisure,  things  not  easily  met  with  at  a 
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public  school ;  and  students  like  Gibbon,  J.  S.  Mill,  und 
Henry  Bradshaw  have  not  time  to  do  school  exercises  and 
play  games.  Lord  Chatham  did  not  do  unwisely  in  keeping 
his  son  at  home,  though  perhaps  Mr.  Pitt  might  have  been, 
for  the  good  of  his  country,  less  of  an  autocrat  if  he  had 
made  acquaintance  with  Wellesley  and  Grey  at  Eton  or 
Spencer  Perceval  at  Harrow. 

There  can  be  no  greater  delusion  than  to  suppose  (us 
many  parents  do)  that  not  to  have  the  brand  of  a  public 
school  is  a  reflection  on  a  man.  He  loses,  it  is  true,  the 
social  memories  and  the  sense  of  camaraderie  which  afford  a 
lifelong  pleasure — but  ‘  Society  ’  takes  account  of  only  some 
half-dozen  schools:  and  in  the  professions,  in  business, 
and  at  the  universities,  though  public-school  men  have, 
no  doubt,  some  prestige,  ability  and  character  make  their 
way  without  it ;  and  ability,  at  any  rate,  may  have  a  better 
chance  at  home  than  at  school.  Does  anyone  suppose 
that  Mr.  Buskin  was  the  worse  for  wanting  or  Mr.  Morris 
the  better  for  having  a  public-school  training?  Lord 
Wolseley  is  not  a  public-school  man,  nor  Lord  Herschell, 
nor  the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  Lord  Armstrong,  Sir  William 
Harcourt,  and  a  good  many  bishops  and  judges,  not  to 
mention  such  rarities  as  Tennyson  and  Browning. 

It  may  be  said  without  paradox  that  not  a  few  of  the 
great  men  who  are  the  glory  of  their  schools  owe  little  to 
Uieir  school  education  (at  any  rate  they  are  never  tired  of 
saying  so  at  speech-day  luncheons,  with  one  exception — 
now  somewhat  out  of  date — in  favour  of  an  occult  virtue 
residing  in  the  birch).  They  are  irrationally  proud  of  having 
been  at  Eton  rather  than  Harrow,  or  Harrow  rather  than 
Eton;  they  have  a  love  for  the  place,  and  a  liking  for 
some  of  those  who  live  there ;  they  preserve  some  of  their 
school  friendships  and  many  of  their  school  acquaintances, 
and  they  send  their  sons  to  the  same  school.  But  in  most 
cases  the  lessons  they  learnt  there  have  not  pointed 
out  their  course  of  study;  they  have  not  been  trained  by 
their  masters  as  orators,  statesmen,  men  of  business,  or 
men  of  letters  or  science.  Individual  temperament  has  not 
been  fostered — intellectual  ability  is  frowned  down  by 
superiority  in  games — the  arts  are  neglected — the  desire  of 
knowledge,  so  common  among  younger  children,  is  stunted 
or  destroyed.  They  learn  to  ‘  know  their  place,’  often  a 
different  place  from  that  they  are  to  take  in  the  world  ; 
they  are  saved  from  gaucherie  and  pedantry ;  they  learn 
to  be  tolerant,  amiable,  courteous,  and  modest.  And  if  a  public 
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scliool  ediicatioii  can  foster  these  virtues,  we  are  not  going 
to  (piarrel  with  it  because  its  intellectual  results  are  smaller 
than  we  might  hope,  or  because  its  moral  training  has  not 
so  high  an  aim  as  in  the  old  days  when  ancient  literature  was 
imbibed  through  the  pores,  and  when  the  school  course  of  teach¬ 
ing,  however  limited,  was  directed  to  inspire  admiration  of 
great  works  of  literature  and  examples  of  virtue  and  patriotism. 
Whatever  is  tsiught  and  learnt  (or  shall  we  say  taught  and  not 
learnt?)  at  school,  the  public  schools  have  not  lost  the  tone 
of  honour  and  friendship  which  honourably  distinguished 
them  a  century  and  more  ago.  We  should  think  a  higher 
level  of  learning  dearly  bought  at  the  expense  of  manliness; 
and  in  the  growing  favour  in  which  public  schools  are  held 
w’e  see  an  acknowknlgement  that  the  schools  have  in  the  main 
deserved  well  of  the  country  and  a  tribute  to  the  masters 
who  govern  them,  a  tiisk  (it  must  in  fairness  be  said)  made 
more  easy  than  it  was  lifty  years  ago  by  the  surprising 
developement  and  improvement  of  preparatory  schools. 
Clearly  the  public  schools  provide  what  the  country  requires. 
AVhether  the  country,  if  it  knew  its  own  mind—  but  when 
does  it? — might  not  reqtiire  and  obtain  something  even 
better,  is  another  question. 

According  to  Mr.  Coleridge  and  our  other  authorities,  a 
public  school  fifty  years  ago  was  a  beai*-garden,  well  furnished 
with  bears  and  their  victims  and  kee)>ers.  No  regard  was 
paid  to  health  or  disposition.  Latin  and  (Ireek,  and  no- 
Hdng  else,  was  tossed  down  into  tlie  pit  to  be  gobbled  up 
by  those  who  had  appetite  for  it.  The  rest  starved,  or  found 
their  own  nutriment  by  preying  upon  their  fellows :  and 
this  treatment  produced  men  who  were  neither  barbarians 
nor  dunces.  Scholars,  ministers,  and  soldiers  were  proud 
of  claiming  to  b(‘  what  they  were  in  consequence,  not  in  spite 
of,  the  schools  at  which  they  were  brought  up.  They  lived 
happy  lives  at  school ;  they  learned  to  be  chivalrous  and  self- 
forgetful,  and  loved  with  the  love  of  .Jonathan  the  comrade 
whose  books  and  clothes  they  stole  and  tore  and  whose  eyes 
they  blacked  in  honourable  strife.  Never  was  a  greater 
paradox ;  for,  after  all,  they  were  right  in  valuing  the  hard- 
earned  prize,  and  giving  much  of  the  credit  of  it  to  the 
fostering  mother  who  wore  less  the  aspect  of  Minerva  than 
of  Mrs.  Be-done-by-as-you-did.  A  later  age  holds  up  its 
hands  in  astonishment  at  the  scanty  equipment  of  its 
father's  and  grandfathers.  A  boy  of  eight  or  nine  years 
old  was  set  in  mid-winter  on  the  top  of  a  stage-coach  to  be 
thrown,  at  the  end  of  his  journey,  alone  among  a  herd  of 


Old  FAon  and  Modern  rullic  Sclooh. 


strangers,  whose  first  instinct  was  to  make  liim  ashamed  and 
miserable. 

‘  I  was  just  eijrlit  and  a  half  years  old  ’  (says  tlie  ‘  Old  Colleger  ’ 
of  181 1),  ‘  and  very  slender  of  my  age.  It  was  after  twelve  on  a 
Tuesday’s  whole  holiday,  and  I  was  quickly  surrounded  by  half  the 
fellows  of  my  Dame’s,  big  and  small,  with  rapid  inipiiries  as  to  the 
personal  history  and  status  of  my  father,  mother,  sisters,  and  family  in 
general,  accomjianied  with  running  commentaries  on  each,  far  from 
complimentary  ;  and  in  the  end  made  to  have  a  fighting  round  or  two 
with  a  boy  of  about  my  own  size,  but  older,  to  see  which  was  the 
better  man,  and  then  it  ended  in  a  general  laugh,  and  a  hand-shake  of 
the  two  combatants.’ 

No  one  told  the  new  boy  what  he  was  expected  to  do,  but  if 
he  did  not  do  it  he  was  kicked,  ducked,  or  roasted,  and  in  any 
case  whipped.  He  tvas  handed  over  to  a  fag-master,  who  had 
absolute  power  over  him,  short  of  inflicting  imprisonment  or 
capital  punishment.  His  tutor  and  his  division  master  had  too 
many  lower  boys  to  attend  to  to  be  able  to  take  much  notice 
of  a  new  pupil.  He  was  ill  fed,  ill  housed,  exposed  to  cold  and 
hunger,  kept  up  at  night  and  not  unfrequently  turned  out  of 
bed,  driven  into  school  at  seven  with  a  prospect  of  breakfast 
at  ten,  sent  on  impossible  errands  when  he  ought  to  have 
been  learning  his  le.ssons,  and  Hogged  for  not  learning  them. 
Verses  were  set  by  the  tutor  ‘  after  twelve  ’ — the  fourth-form 
boys  were  left  alone  to  do  them,  with  the  natural  n‘sult  that 
they  were  all  done  in  an  hour  by  the  clever  boys,  and  all 
enjoyed  a  game  at  ‘  egg  in  the  hat  ’  till  the  tutor  looked  in 
before  two  and  picked  up  the  lot  to  be  looked  over  at 
leisure.  ‘  You  may  go  to  pupil-room,’  and  ‘I  will  have 
‘  you  flogged,’  are  recorded  as  the  only  two  sentences 
ever  addressed  personally  to  a  lower-boy  pupil  by  one  of 
the  most  successful  Eton  masters  at  the  beginning  of 
the  century.  Dr.  Keate  was  a  great  (logger ;  but  all  head¬ 
masters  of  the  day  were  great  floggers,  and  ]>robably  Keate 
got  the  credit  of  it  not  so  much  from  the  frequency  of  his 
executions  as  from  the  conviction  which  he  put  into  the 
act.  Not  that  the  newcomer  carc'd  for  floggings ;  they  were 
part  of  the  chances  of  the  day,  and  implied  neither  disgrace 
nor  reiMsntance.  They  did  not  hurt  much — not  nearly  so 
much  as  the  domestic  correction  of  nurse  or  tutor. 

As  for  his  lessons,  if  he  could,  by  merit,  seniority,  or 
accident,  get  near  Dr.  Keate  so  as  to  hear  him  above  the 
hubbub  of  the  Upper  School,  he  would  get  all  that  he  could 
desire  :  the  subject  treated  as  literature,  and  illustrated  by 
references  to  the  standard  classical  authors:  and  the  Ian- 
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"uage  handled  according  to  the  best  authorities  on  grammar 
and  usage.  The  school  teaching,  supplemented  by  what 
was  done  out  of  school  by  the  tutor,  sent  up  scholars  to 
Oxford  and  Cambridge  who  got  the  first  prizes  of  the 
universities,  furnished  with  the  familiar  knowledge  of  half 
a  dozen  great  writers,  a  genuine  if  superficial  acquaintance 
with  ancient  history,  philosophy,  and  archteology,  a  fair 
atnount  of  critical  scholarship,  and  the  power  of  writing 
easily  and  fluently  a  Latin  which,  if  it  was  not  exactly  that 
of  Cicero  and  Ovid,  was  a  good  vehicle  of  thought  and  a 
preservative  against  faults  of  taste.  English  scholai'ship 
of  the  public  schools,  especially  of  Eton,  Winchester  and 
Westminster,  leant  more  to  taste  than  to  knowledge:  it 
refl-cted  the  ton  of  the  age  which  preceded  the  Inform 
Hill.  Then  came  the  Economists  and  Calculators,  with  their 
demand  for  fruit ;  and  the  flowers  of  elegant  scholarship 
began  to  fade. 

How  different  from  that  of  his  grandfather  is  the  debut 
of  the  new  boy  in  these  days !  He  has  learnt  half  the  public- 
school  lesson  at  a  preparatory  school.  He  is  received  by  a 
smiling  tutor  and  a  benevolent  matron,  is  shown  into  a 
private  room  or  a  well  warmed  and  lighted  dormitory.  His 
things  are  unpacked,  his  books  ranged  on  his  own  shelves ; 
he  is  spoken  to  with  consideration  and  welcomed  as  an 
expected  guest,  not  merely  an  additional  cipher.  All  his 
early  negligences  and  ignorances  are  kindly  condoned ;  he 
has  a  fair  start,  and  it  is  his  own  fault  or  misfortune  if  he 
does  not  run  straight.  Parents’  hearts  are  no  longer  wrung 
by  piteous  letters,  ‘I  am  very  unhappy — please  take  me 
away ;  ’  now  it  is  ‘  This  is  a  very  jolly  place  and  all  the  fellows 
are  awfully  kind.’  Whether  the  power  of  self-control  and 
the  clear  distinction  between  right  and  wrong  suffer  at 
all  by  this  indulgence  we  will  not  here  inquire.  In  any 
case,  boys  are  more  civilised  and  more  obedient  than  they 
were  then,  and  perhaps  they  are  not  more  selfish :  and  if  it 
were  not  so,  the  world  would  not  approve  a  return  to  the 
Middle  Ages. 

A  middle  point  between  the  forties  and  the  nineties  may 
be  found  in  the  Report  on  the  Nine  Schools  in  1864.  If  we 
compare  this  with  the  Report  of  1895,  we  cannot  fail  to 
observe  that  great  progress  has  been  made.  Indeed  the  first 
thought  on  reading  through  the  General  Recommendations 
of  1864  is  to  wonder  that  things  so  obvious  and  familiar 
should  have  needed  mention ;  and  still  more  that  many 
schoolmasters  should  have  thought  them  revolutionary.  The 
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introduction  into  the  school  course  (begun,  it  is  true,  by 
Arnold,  Butler  of  Shn'wsbury,  and  others  of  the  8;inie  date) — 
of  Languages,  Mathematics,  Science,  and  Histoiy— and  the 
assignment  to  each  of  its  place  in  the  time-table  and  the 
list  of  marks;  entrance  examinations;  promotion  by  merit, 
and  extrusion  of  lioys  who  do  not  make  progivss  ;  a  proper 
proportion  of  masters  to  boys ;  equality  among  masters 
teaching  different  subjects  ; — theses  and  others  like  them,  are 
now  looked  u|K)n  as  axioms,  and  we  find  it  difficult  to  believe 
that  those  who  now  govern  the  public  schools  were  brought 
up  on  a  different  system,  and  that  that  system  was  in  advance 
of  Eton  in  the  forties.  Much  more  remains  to  be  done : 
for  the  public  still  has  reason  to  complain  that  boys  too 
often  leave  school  uneducated,  and  the  Civil  Service  Com¬ 
missioners  still  find  among  the  candidates  for  examination 
some  boys  to  whom  the  severe  criticism  of  the  Report  of 
1804  may  be  applied  ;  — 

‘  If  a  youtli,  after  four  or  live  yearn  npent  at  ncliool,  <|iuts  it  at  nine¬ 
teen,  unable  to  conntrue  an  e:iay  bit  of  Liitin  or  (Jreek  without  the 
help  of  a  ilictioriiiry,  or  to  write  Latin  pnininiatically,  alniunt  ignorant 
of  geograjihy  and  of  the  history  of  his  own  country,  unacquainted 
witli  any  modern  language  hut  his  own,  and  hardly  competent  to  write 
English  correctly,  to  do  a  simple  sum,  or  stumble  through  an  easy 
proposition  of  Euclid,  a  tot'd  stranger  to  the  laws  wliich  govern  the 
physical  world,  and  to  its  structure,  witli  an  eye  and  hand  unpractised 
in  dniwing,  and  without  knowing  a  note  of  music,  with  an  unculti¬ 
vated  mind,  and  no  taste  Ibr  reading  or  observation,  his  intellectual 
education  must  certainly  be  accounted  a  failure,  though  there  may  be 
no  fault  to  find  with  his  principles,  character,  or  manners.’* 

This  description  is  true  at  the  present  time  of  a  much 
smaller  proportion  of  boys  than  in  18154 :  ^nd  there  is  this 
signal  difference,  that  at  that  date  the  public-school  system 
made  it  easy  for  many  boys  to  shirk  their  lessons,  whereas 
now  it  is  comparatively  difficult.  But  it  is  probably  true 
that  the  improvement  of  results  is  not  as  great  as  the  im¬ 
provement  of  opportunities :  and  we  will  return  to  this 
question  by  and  by.  At  present  we  will  only  repeat  that 
great  progress  has  been  made. 

There  are  croakers  who  bill  us  that  progress  is  illusory ; 
that  education  cannot  change  nature ;  that  nothing  has 
been  invented  since  Plato ;  that  the  ups  and  downs  oi 
Dark  Ages,  Middle  Ages,  Reformation,  and  Revolution 
have  not  altered  the  standards  of  human  virtue,  and  that 
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even  knowledge  loses  force  and  bidk  like  the  stream  in 
Herodotus,  when  directed  into  so  many  channels  that  it 
is  becoming  impossible  for  one  man  to  study  more  than 
a  part  of  what  is  known  in  any  branch  of  knowledge. 
We  so  far  agree  with  the  objectors  as  to  allow  that  the 
advance  which  one  generation  makes  upon  the  last  must  be 
measured  by  inches  rather  than  miles,  and  chi  m  piano  va 
sano  is  a  true  pi'overb  to  him  who  wishes  to  add  lontano. 
Progress  is  of  all  abstractions  the  most  difficult  to  define  or 
to  grasp :  and  progress  in  education  as  in  all  else  must  be 
slow  and  irregular.  Locksley  Hall  sixty  years  later  looks 
back  with  a  bitter  smile  on  its  youthful  dreams.  But  what 
the  old  men  call  dreams  were  visions  to  the  young  men,  and 
not  untrue  ;  and  we  would  r.ather  dream  with  Mill  in  184(> 
than  croak  with  Carlyle  in  1H70.  The  world  goes  on  by 
jerks,  and  has  continually  to  be  recalled  from  hopes  of  the 
future  to  the  limits  of  the  present;  but  for  all  that  it  moves. 

That  the  machinery  of  education  has  been  vastly  improved 
in  the  last  thirty  years  no  one  will  deny.  Man  cannot  be 
saved  by  machinery — but  he  will  not  be  saved  without 
machinery.  Ballot  boxes  will  not  create  the  ]>olitical  spirit, 
but  they  help  to  keep  it  from  decaying.  The  current  of 
public  opinion  whicb  has  given  us  national  education  has 
stirred  the  Universities  and  public  schools  too,  where  indeed 
it  first  began  to  flow.  Since  the  passing  of  the  Education 
Act  in  1870  schools  vastly  superior  to  what  existed  before, 
in  every  point  of  efficiency,  have  arisen  all  over  the  country. 
A  new  profession  has  been  created.  All  work  done  in  the 
primary  schools  and  in  most  of  the  endowed  schools  is  sub¬ 
jected  to  public  opinion.  Facilities  have  been  given  for  the 
rise  in  life  of  those  who  have  profited  by  instruction.  All  that 
objectors  can  fairly  say  isthat  individual  scholars  have  perhaps 
less  attention  paid  to  them  than  in  the  days  when  John  Dalton 
put  aside  his  own  chemical  studies  to  teach  Euclid  to  a 
single  pupil,  and  that  the  tendency  of  the  schools  is  to 
impart  knowledge  rather  than  to  train  faculty.  B(»th  of  these 
objections  may  liave  some  truth  in  them  :  but  they  are  an 
argument,  not  against  education  or  its  machinery,  but  in 
favour  of  the  better  training  for  teachers.  Given  the  desire 
to  teach  and  a  right  aim  in  teaching,  improved  machinery  is 
so  much  to  the  good  ;  and  the  teacher,  who  is  himself  being 
educated,  will  work  surer  and  fiister  for  having  good  tools. 
It  may  be,  however,  that  something  has  been  lost  by  com¬ 
petition  among  teachers,  and  the  wish  to  get  Government 
grants,  Sandhurst  cadetships,  and  scholarships  at  the 
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universities  by  training  beys  to  answer  questions  by  the 
books,  instead  of  f'iviiif;  the  prize  to  Sentimental  Tommy, 
who  knew  better  than  tlie  other  boys  what  was  to  be  said, 
but  could  not  {'et  it  down  on  the  paper  in  form. 

Teacliing  with  a  view  to  examinations  may  put  the  dull 
boy  above  the  f'enius :  but  we  cannot  legislate  for  genius  ; 
and  the  genius,  too,  will  profit  by  whatever  is  sound  in  his 
schooling.  Faculty  cannot  be  developed  without  individual 
attention,  llow  to  combine  this  with  the  teaching  of  large 
classes,  and  yet  avoid  extravagant  expense,  is  a  problem 
which  has  yet  to  be  solved.  We  have  spent  much  money  on 
the  experiment,  and  we  must  spend  much  more,  before  the 
schools  have  learnt  how  to  develop  intelligence  as  well  as 
impart  knowledge.  Meanwhile  the  experiment  has  not  been 
wasted  ;  the  lesson  is  btung  learned,  and  the  jiarents  of  boys 
now  at  seluM)!  have  a.  clearer  idea  of  what  schooling  ought  to  be 
tban  their  fathers  and  mothers  had.  Indeed  the  time  is  ap¬ 
proaching  when  the  parents  must  begin  to  teach  the  teachers, 
t'ould  there  be  at  one  end  of  the  cliaiii  a  centralised  orga¬ 
nisation  of  the  ])roducers  of  education,  culminating  in  a 
Minister  of  Public  Education,  in  whose  purview  should  be 
included  not  only  the  schools  in  which  the  masses  are 
taught,  but  the  whole  series  up  to  the  Nine  Schools  and  the 
universities  ;  and  at  the  other  end  some  organisation  by 
which  the  wants  and  wislu's  of  consumers,  the  parents, 
should  be  made  known  to  and  enforced  upon  the  schools? 
We  have  no  desire  to  see  the  det4iils  of  university  and 
public  school  administration  made  the  football  of  party 
debate  in  the  lloust*  of  Commons  ;  but  some  degree  of  public 
responsibility  may  be  desirable,  beyond  the  plain  practical 
necessity  of  pleasing  the  customers.  For,  though  there  is 
some  freedom  of  choice  among  public  schools,  the  univer¬ 
sities  enjoy  something  like  a  monopoly,  and  are  not  too 
nervously  sensitive  to  public  opinion. 

It  appears  to  us — if  we  may  make  a  digression — that  the 
offer  of  contrcdling  education  made  to  the  (bounty  Councils 
by  last  year’s  Education  Bill,  but  decline<l  in  their  name, 
should  be  made  again.  A  committee  of  t’ounty  Councils  in 
touch  with  the  Education  Office  would  be  at  once  popular 
and  well  instructed.  It  would  have  more  regard  for  pro¬ 
vincial  difficulties  than  is  possible  to  an  Education  Depart¬ 
ment  ;  and  it  would,  on  the  other  hand,  be  loss  sensitive  to 
local  and  personal  peculiarities  than  the  smaller  repre¬ 
sentative  bodies,  governed  by  farmers,  clergymen,  or  shop¬ 
keepers,  apathetic  or  sceptical  as  to  the  value  of  education,- 
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and  chietly  anxious  to  spare  the  rates.  This  is  good  Whig 
doctrine :  to  govern  from  the  centre,  but  to  be  guided  and 
checked  by  the  extremities.  ‘  Sic  fortis  Anglia  crevit.’ 
Some  organisation  of  a  similar  kind  may  be  applied  to  the 
public  schools.  They  need  not  fear — they  should  welcome- 
responsibility  to  public  authority.  They  would  not,  of 
course,  come  under  County  or  Provincial  C!ouncils.  As  the 
Commissioners  of  1895  pointed  out,  they  are  not  local 
institutions,  though  they  have  local  functions.  They  have 
their  governing  bodies,  appointed  partly  from  local  con¬ 
siderations,  through  which  they  can  communicate  with  the 
central  authority.  The  weak  point  of  their  organisation 
appears  to  us  to  be  that  it  leads  to  too  great  a  divergence 
of  method  in  the  schools.  We  are  all  for  liberty,  ‘  a  free 
‘  and  spontaneous  variety,  and  an  open  field  for  experiment 
‘  and  enterprise  of  all  kinds,’  *  and  the  maintenance  of 
tradition ;  let  Kton  <*outinue  to  cultivate  tastt»  and  St. 
Paul’s  carry  off  prizes;  but  tbe  snialh'r  public  and  endowed 
schools  are  perhaps  too  much  at  th<‘  mercy  of  tbe  nugning 
headmaster,  and  the  b(*admasters’  meetings  do  not  lead 
to  much  uniformity  of  treatment.  Uniformity,  as  far  as  it 
exists,  is  imposed  by  tbe  universities,  by  H.M.’s  Civil 
Service  Commission,  and  tbe  competition  of  crammers — 
i.e.  gentlemen  who  crack  the  nuts  that  slip  through  the 
fingers  of  the  schoolmasters. 

We  do  not  desire  uniformity.  No  Englishman  who  has 
seen  a  French  directeur  de  lycee  in  his  bureau  would  wish 
to  import  the  French  organisation  into  this  country.  Not 
that  it  does  not  work  well  there,  but  it  would  not  suit  us. 
We  should  have  no  pride  in  thinking  that  at  such  an  hour 
on  such  a  day  boys  iii  Northumberland,  Essex  and  Devon¬ 
shire  were  doing  the  same  lessons.  In  fact,  we  do  know 
that  all  children  are  let  out  of  school  at  1 2  o’clock ;  the 
knowledge  does  not  interest  us  more  (unless  we  unfortunately 
happen  to  be  walking  in  the  street)  than  to  know  that  all 
the  church  clocks  in  the  country,  if  they  do  their  duty,  are 
striking  the  same  hour.  But  there  might  well  be  an  official 
and  parliamentary  normal  standard  to  which  all  schools 
and  all  examiners  should  conform  and  an  ultimate  re¬ 
sponsibility  to  Government.  We  wish  to  see  established, 
as  a  public-school  supplement  to  the  County  Council  scheme 
for  general  education  between  the  several  schools  and  the 
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Minister  of  Education,  some  intermediate  council,  appointed 
partly  by  the  Education  Department,  partly  by  Ireadmasters 
and  governing  bodies,  to  discuss  points  of  common  interest 
and  to  receive  and  impart  instruction.  Such  matters  as  the 
conditions  of  entrance,  the  amalgamation  of  scholarship 
examinations,  the  proportional  value  of  studies,  the  amount 
of  time  given  to  work  and  to  play,  the  date  and  length  of 
holidays,  the  leaving  examinations  (now  in  part  organised 
by  the  two  universities),  the  training,  appointment  and 
dismissal  of  masters,  pension  schemes,  sanitary  regulations, 
inspection  of  schoolrooms,  and  many  other  things,  in  which 
some  degree  of  uniformity  would  be  advantageous  to  all 
concerned — parents,  boys  and  masters  alike — and  which 
cannot  easily  be  settled  by  a  Government  department, 
might  be  dealt  with  by  a  Bi>ard  of  General  Direction. 

It  is  true  that  these  duties  could  be  discharged  by  a 
committee  of  the  Headmasters’  Oonferenoe.  But  the  head¬ 
masters  are  busy  men,  and  can  meet  but  seldom ;  each  of 
them  is  bound  to  consider  his  own  school  in  the  first 
instance ;  and  it  may  b<‘  said,  we  hope  without  offence,  that 
they  are  naturally  inclined  to  attend  meetings  of  the  head¬ 
masters  or  their  committee  as  teachers  rather  than  as 
learners.  We  think  that  there  is  room  for  a  body  not  con¬ 
sisting  of  headmasters,  which  should  bring  to  a  focus  things 
of  common  interest  and  enjoin  and  impose  upon  all  what  is 
for  the  good  of  all. 

Such  a  central  authority  as  this  has  been  indicated  by  the 
Royal  Commission  on  Secondary  Education ;  and  a  scheme 
for  its  organisation,  drawn  up  by  Dr.  Warre  after  discussion 
in  the  Headmasters’ Committee,  was  accepted  almost  without 
amendment  by  the  Headmasters’  Conference  in  1894.  The 
principal  provisions  of  this  scheme  are  to  transfer  to  the 
central  authority  the  functions  and  powers  of  the  Charity 
Commission  and  the  Educational  Department  with  regard  to 
Secondary  Education,  and  to  commit  to  it  the  inspection 
(not  examination)  and  registration — an  important  point- 
both  of  schools  and  teachers,  and  the  allotment  of  money 
grants. 

The  central  authority  would  probably,  as  the  Commission 
of  1895  proposed,  take  the  form  of  an  Educational  Council, 
appointed  by  the  Crown  and  the  universities,  having  on  it 
a  sufficient  number  of  persons  engjaged  in  teaching  (a  point 
insisted  on  by  Mr.  A.  Sidgwick  at  the  Oxford  Conference  in 
1893),  with  a  permanent  secretary  to  advise  the  Minister  of 
Education,  as  he  is  advised,  with  respect  to  Primary  Educa.« 
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tion,  by  the  Education  Department.  The  council  would 
have  powers  to  see  that  the  local  authorities  do  their  dut}' ; 
but  its  function,  as  the  Commissioners  express  it,  would  be 
‘  not  to  control  but  to  supervise,’  to  inspect  but  not  to 
examine,  by  no  means  to  take  initiative  and  management 
out  of  the  liands  of  the  teachers,  but  to  guide  and  supply 
information,  and,  ‘  while  leaving  due  freedom  of  action  to 
‘  the  local  bodies,  to  supervise  the  general  interests  of 
‘  Seeondary  Education  in  England  as  a  whole.’ 

To  this  central  authority  the  publie  schools  would  be 
subject,  and,  while  keeping  a  position  inde|)endent  of  the 
other  secondai’}'  schools,  they  would  not  remain  isolated, 
and  they  would  be  more  in  touch  than  at  present  with  each 
other  and  with  the  education  of  the  country  at  large. 

We  do  not  here  enter  into  the  question  whether  the 
machinery  and  the  traditions  of  the  Education  Department 
make  it  advisable  to  put  into  its  hands  secondary'  as  well  as 
primary  education.  Such  a  plan  has  the  merit  of  simplicity. 
The  Commissioners  of  1895  think  that  national  education 
should  be  treated  as  a  whole,  and  that  secondary  schools 
should  be  included  in  the  work  of  the  Department,  but  be 
subjected  to  the  Minister,  advised  by  the  Educational  Council, 
not  to  ‘  the  hard  reign  of  the  codes  ’  and  the  competition 
of  Government  grants.  The  headmasters  appear  to  inis- 
trust  the  Department,  and  fear  rigidity  of  treatment  and 
the  extinction  or  depression  of  the  individuality  and  free¬ 
dom  of  the  public  schools ;  and  no  doubt  this  is  a  danger 
to  be  kept  in  view.  Whether  unification  or  individualism 
is  likely  to  be  most  advantageous  is  a  (luestiou  rather  of 
degree  than  of  principle.  In  any  case,  a  central  authority 
in  the  form  of  an  Educational  Council  seems  highly 
desirable. 

The  universities  must  always  ‘  call  the  tune  ’  for  the 
public  schools.  A  great  part  of  the  responsibility  for 
Secondary  Education  rests  on  them ;  and  the  fact  of  their 
being  practically  irresponsible  does  not  excuse  them  from 
the  ‘  noble  obligation  ’  of  being  in  the  front  of  the  educa¬ 
tional  army  of  the  country.  And  if  they  too,  sooner  or 
later,  fall  into  the  educational  net,  and  are  gatheretl  in  by 
the  Minister  of  Education,  they  W'ill  Ix'  found  strong  enough 
to  retain  liberty.  For  they  have  been  setting  their  houses 
in  order  for  the  past  thirty  years,  and  have  put  them  into 
a  tenantable  condition ;  they  are  guided  by  enlightened 
men,  much  of  whose  time  is  spent  in  discussing  problems 
of  education;  and  the  Minister  of  Instruction  is  likely  to 
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favour  progress  and  understand  public  opinion  at  least  as 
well  as  the  non-resident  members  of  Convocation,  the  pride 
of  old-fiishioned  Tories,  who  now  sometimes  stop  the  way. 

Let  ns  now  suppose  tlie  machinery  perfect — the  central 
authority  constituted,  the  curriculum  fixed,  the  masters 
trained  and  zeahms,  the  buildings  finished  according  to 
the  best  design,  the  Ijooks,  blackboards,  laboratories,  and 
museums  at  work,  and  the  parents  willing  to  pay  for  it  all, 
as  they  have  been  and  will  be — we  shall  still  in  all  proba¬ 
bility  find  that  educational  results  fall  short  of  educational 
opportunities. 

The  masters  will  pipe  in  vain  if  the  boys  will  not  dance. 
And  why  will  they  not  dance  ?  Why  is  there  so  little  zeal 
in  the  mass  of  schoolboys.  Is  it  mere  slptoveia  that  makes 
public-school  men  repeat  so  often  that  they  got  a  great  deal 
of  good  at  school  but  learnt  little  ?  Or  is  it  true  that,  do 
what  we  may,  the  boys  will  remain  indifferent P  Parents, 
except  those  who  are  raised  by  money  above  tht*  need  of 
education  for  themselves  or  their  sons,  are  not  inditterent ; 
but  tlie  boys  themselves  are  half-hearted.  The  other  half  of 
their  hearts  is  out  of  doors.  Success,  as  it  is  esteemed  at  the 
schools,  is  won  in  the  playing  fields  and  on  the  river,  not  in 
school.  We  have  no  wish  to  change  this  entirely,  if  it  were 
possible.  We  hope  that  the  day  is  far  distant  when  cricketers, 
sportsmen,  and  farmers  will  cease  to  be  inilueiitial  in  English 
siKuety,  in  Parliament,  and  in  all  departments  of  Government ; 
but  we  see  reason  for  grave  apprehension  if  the  present  rage 
for  athletics,  and  the  gloritication  of  athletes  (which  is  not 
the  same  thing),  should  go  much  further.  A  recent  writer 
has  pointed  otit  the  difference  between  games  and  athletics. 
Games  originally  meant  for  amusement —and  there  were  few 
compulsory  games  fifty  years  ago — are  too  often  turned  into 
a  business  by  being  arranged  on  a  basis  of  compulsion,  not  to 
provide  boys  with  relaxation,  but  to  sift  out  the  best  per¬ 
formers  in  them.  These  boys  are  encouraged  by  boys  and 
masters  alike  to  make  athletics  a  profession.  Their  short¬ 
comings  in  school  are  overlooked.  Their  schoolfellows  talk 
about  them  in  all  their  leisure  time,  and  stand  to  ‘watch’ 
them  playing  when  they  would  be  more  wholesomely 
employed  in  playing  themselves.  This  habit  of  ‘  watching  * 
matches  has  grown  enormously  in  late  years.  Whole  towns 
and  country  districts  will  turn  (»ut  for  a  football  match. 
‘  Half  the  university,’  we  were  told  the  other  day  at  Cam¬ 
bridge,  went  up  to  London  to  see  their  llugby  team  play 
Oxford.  And  when  all  the  smart  people  in  London  go  to 
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Henley  and  Lord’s  to  look  on  at  the  performances  of  the  public 
schools,  we  need  not  wonder  that  the  attractions  of  the  Eifjht 
and  the  Eleven  are  enormously  exaggerated  in  boys’  minds. 
Everything  leads  up  to  these  events ;  all  games  are  directed 
to  the  purpose  of  picking  out  the  Eight  and  the  Eleven. 
The  sixth  form  may  1x3  selected  by  examination  and  put  into 
responsible  positions,  but  the  heroes  of  the  school  are  not  old 
Brooke  and  Tom  Brown,  but  those  whose  weight,  muscle, 
and  eye,  and — let  us  willingly  grant  it — whose  endurance, 
judgement,  and  obedience  bring  them  to  the  top  of  the 
athletic  ladder. 

It  is  commonly  believed  that  strength  of  character  is 
usually  found  in  company  with  physical  vigour ;  and  there 
is  some  foundation  for  the  belief.  ‘  Saps  ’  are  often  ‘  muflFs ;  ’ 
cricketers  are  often  ready-witted  and  take  a  good  place  at  the 
Bar — ask  Lord  Justice  Cliitty  or  Mr.  Alfred  Lyttelton  ;  power¬ 
ful  boating  men  are  often  men  of  weight  not  to  be  measured 
by  stones  avoirdupois — ask  Dr.  Warro  and  Lord  Justice 
A.  L.  Smith;  but  it  is  often  quite  the  other  way,  as  any¬ 
one  may  judge  by  comparing  the  Class  Lists  with  ‘  Lilly- 
‘  white  ’  and  the  records  of  Henley.  These  glories  are  short¬ 
lived.  It  matters  little  whether  a  man  of  thirty  has  or  has 
not  rowed  in  the  University  Eight.  And  if  we  look  at 
the  public-school  men  who  are  at  the  head  of  the  affairs  of 
this  country,  we  find  fewer  athletes  among  them  than  we 
should  expect  from  the  homage  paid  to  them  at  school. 

Devotion  to  oiitdoor  pursuits,  when  carried  on  as  a  profes¬ 
sion  and  imposed  on  all,  becomes  a  tyranny  and  a  burden  to 
thousands  of  boys  who  feel  the  loss  of  leisure.  Leisure,  the 
leave  to  do  as  one  likes  without  being  criticised,  has  almost 
disappeared  from  school,  though  it  still  exists  at  the 
universities.  Boys  whose  natural  tastes  would  lead  them  to 
spend  their  time  in  the  school  library,  or  out  of  doors  in 
fishing  or  rambling,  or  collecting  birds’  eggs  and  flowers, 
as  some  of  us  did  without  rebuke  forty  years  ago,  or  even 
to  play  lawn  tennis  or  golf  instead  of  the  regulation  cricket 
and  football,  ai*o  liable  to  be  driven  into  the  mill  and  forced 
to  play  games  or  look  on  at  them  whenever  they  are  not 
toiling  at  the  woi-k — too  often  mechanical — imposed  upon 
them  by  their  masters.  It  was  not  so  in  the  first  half  of 
the  century. 

*  A  few  boys,  not  more  that  six  or  ten  in  my  time  ’  (writes  Mr. 
Colerid>;e),  ‘  with  a  real  turn  for  entomology  exchanged  an  “  after 
twelve  ”  of  a  summer’s  day  in  the  playing  fields  for  the  pursuit  of 
butterflies  in  Windsor  Park.  A  cricketer,  armed  with  a  blistend 
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hat,  and  on  his  way  to  “Sixpenny”  or  “Upper  Club,”  would  look 
contemptuously  on  his  comrades  waving  a  gau/e  butterfly  net,  and 
making  their  way  for  Windsor  Park  intent  on  “  bug-hunting.”  .... 
Two  of  the  best  scholars  in  College  were  the  recognised  leaders  of  the 
company,  and  under  their  tegis  I  managed  to  catch  and  impalo  butter¬ 
flies  without  damaging  my  chances  of  ultimately  succeeding  to  a  place 
ill  the  Eleven.’  • 

Or  take  this  passajje  from  a  lecture  on  Shelley  by  William 
Johnson  —a  well-remembered  name  at  Eton — printed  by  the 
Shelley  Society  in  1890  :  — 

‘There  is  one  alive  who  can  well  imagine  Shelley’s  enjoying,  most 
innocently,  the  early  escape  from  ushers  and  boobies  which  could  be 
secured  by  a  rush  to  those  bowers  that  lay  over  against  the  well-known 
clump  of  elms  which  the  railway,  forty  years  ago,  w.os  compelled  to 
spre.  And  then,  just  above  that,  was  a  fascinating  “  liack  water,” 
that  led  up  to  Clewer  Mill,  and  below  the  mill  there  was  a  tumbling 
bav,  and  you  could  let  the  refluent  eddy  sweep  your  skiff  in  a  curve 
up  to  the  bottom  of  the  little  cataract,  and,  poising  the  sculls,  let  the 
white  water  hurry  you  along  some  twenty  yards.  Then  you  could 
find  an  easy  slope  on  the  left  side  of  the  mill,  lift  the  boat  out,  if  you 
had  a  mate,  carrying  it,  whilst  the  miller  was  at  dinner,  across  a  bit 
of  tame  land,  only  a  few  steps,  launch  into  the  mill  stream  where  it 
was  really  dangerous,  ubovo  the  wheels,  and  then  wander  up  a  natural 
meandering  stream  with  grand  high  banks ;  and  one  may  be  sure  that 
Shelley  saw  those  banks  all  alive  with  hawthorn  in  blossom,  saw  and 
attacked  with  scull  or  with  boathook  the  harmless  water-voles  that 
lived  in  holes  amongst  the  roots  of  the  overhanging  trees ;  saw,  per- 
hap,  once  or  twice,  the  sudden  blue  gleam  of  a  kingfisher,  and  then 
hunteil  for  the  fi.sh.bone  nest.’  t 

Such  leisure  is  possible  now — aiul  may  it  be  always  so : 
but  it  is  not,  as  much  as  it  then  was,  part  of  the  life  of  the 
place ;  and  probably  an  Eton  boy  who  spent  his  play-hours 
in  these  pursuits  would  be  thought  a  ‘  loafer,’  or  perhaps 
as  mad  as  ‘  mad  Shelley  ’  himself. 

How  much  room  there  might  be  for  variety  of  pursuits, 
if  variety  were  encouraged,  may  be  judged  from  the  number 
of  boys  who  amuse  themselves  by  taking  photographs.  By 
some  freak  of  fashion  photography  is  tolerated  and  oven 
])atronised.  Other  tastes,  indeed,  are  discouniged  rather 
from  want  of  interest  than  from  hostility.  Here,  as  is 
usual  in  human  affairs,  stupidity,  not  malignity,  is  the 
enemy.  Cannot  the  masters  do  something  to  help  the  boys 
who  like  music,  sketching,  books,  and  country  walks  and 
talks,  and  do  no  more  in  games  than  the  exacted  task? 


*  Eton  in  the  Forties,  p.  222. 


t  Ibid.  p.  108. 
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They  ou^ht  not  to  bo  confounded  with  mere  good-for- 
nothing  idlers,  called  ‘  loafers,’  and  popularly  supposed 
to  be  less  virtuous  than  those  who  give  themselves  up  to 
cricket  and  football.  Can  we  wonder,  when  this  is  so,  that 
the  ambition  of  able  boys  is  diverted  into  an  uncongenial 
channel,  and  that  they  learn  to  worship  the  idol  of  athletics 
to  the  disparagement  of  school  lessons,  natural  history,  and 
literature — subjects  to  which  they  will  own  allegiance  a  few 
years  later? 

The  only  thing  to  be  said  in  defence  of  the  literary  and 
scholastic  apathy  so  common  at  public  schools  is  that  while 
boys’  bodies  are  growing  their  minds  should  not  be  over¬ 
taxed,  and  that  what  they  lose  in  mental  training  they  gain 
in  freshness.  But  if  this  is  so,  let  the  hours  of  school-work  be 
diminished,  let  voluntary  work  and  voluntary  play  be  en¬ 
couraged,  and  let  it  be  acknowledged  that  the  true  aim  of 
public-school  education  is  not  to  turn  out  a  few  accomplished 
scholars  and  cricketers,  but  to  develope  natuiiil  capabilities  in 
all,  and  help  all  to  follow  the  bent  of  their  own  character. 
In  this  respect  we  believe  that  the  present  may  take  a 
lesson  from  the  past.  VVe  doubt  whether  the  reminiscences 
of  the  men  who  ai-e  at  school  to-day  will  be  as  amusing 
reading  as  Mr.  Coleridge’s  volume  or  the  ‘  Life  of  Lord 
‘  Metcalfe.’  Liberty  is  the  boast  of  the  public  schools. 
There  is  some  danger  of  its  being  superseded  by  the  tyranny 
of  fashion,  and  the  creation  of  a  generation  of  men  fort 
srmblables  entre  en,r,  unable  to  pass  an  independent  opinion 
or  to  take  independent  action,  for  fear  of  breaking  the  con¬ 
ventional  code  of  behaviour,  which  enjoins  upon  all  a 
compromise  between  right  and  wrong,  true  and  false,  and 
enforces  it  by  the  fear  of  singularity  or  (which  is  the  saine 
thing)  unpopularity. 

There  is  something  almost  superstitious  in  this  veneration 
for  physical  exercise.  Young  men  in  business  or  in  the 
public  offices  find  it  possible  to  keep  in  health  with  far  less 
violent  exercise  than  is  enjoined  by  fashion  at  the  schools 
and  universities.  After  tlie  agi;  of  twenty-five  or  thirty 
they  find  they  can  do  with  less  still ;  but  their  contempo¬ 
raries  who  teach  at  private  and  public  schools  continue  to 
row  races  and  play  football  past  the  age  when  increas¬ 
ing  bulk  and  shortness  of  wind  should  be  a  warning  to 
take  to  golf.  Even  headmasters  do  not  escape  the  infec¬ 
tion.  To  be  a  ‘  blue  ’  now  counts  for  much  in  the  qualifica¬ 
tions  of  a  candidate  for  a  mastership  at  a  public  school ; 
and  at  private  schools,  perhaps  with  better  reason,  a  master 
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is  {(eiierally  chosen  who  can  superiniend  the  liuys’  games 
as  well  as  teach  them  in  school.  And  when  we  hear  of 
masters  looking  upon  it  almost  ns  a  right  to  go  up  to  Lord’s 
when  a  first-rate  match  is  going  on,  and  taking  dozens  of 
boys  with  them  to  watch  the  game,  we  are  inclined  to 
regret  the  simple  manners  of  a  generation  ago,  and  wonder 
whether  this  part  of  public-school  education  is  not  carried 
to  a  degree  wasteful  of  time,  money,  and  energy.  School¬ 
masters  are  expected  to  rise  above  the  ideals  of  schoolboys, 
not  to  follow  a  hishion  which  falls  in  with  a  boy’s  natural 
desire  for  amusement  and  excitement.  Those  whose  only 
idea  of  duty  is  to  work  hard  and  play  hard  may  teach  well, 
but  do  not  educate.  Unless  a  schoolmaster  keeps  his 
chin  above  the  level  of  his  daily  w’ork,  he  will  not  do  it  as 
well  as  it  might  be  done,  and  ho  will  prepare  for  himself  a 
triittc  vieillesKe.  Schools  and  mastt'rs  cannot  break  the  current 
of  popular  opinion,  but  we  may  ex|)ect  them  at  least  rather 
to  follow  than  to  go  before  the  fashion. 

To  follow  the  fashion  is  less  easily  avoided  now  than  it 
was  a  generation  ago.  The  newspapers  have  levelled  us. 
The  new  democracy  is  putting  aside  liberty  to  gain  equality. 
The  more  headmasters  and  their  assistants  can  show  that 
they  do  not  content  themselves  with  following  the  multitude, 
the  more  they  will  be  able  to  check  the  levelling  process,  to 
encourage  variations  from  the  prevailing  type,  and  protect 
and  aid  the  developement  of  character. 

Character,  all  agree,  is  what  wc  wish  to  develope.  There 
are  several  methods  or  ideals  which  have  been  more  or  less 
successful.  The  most  prominent  are  ‘  Christian  boyhood,’ 
intellectual  activity,  the  influence  of  games,  social  life. 
The  first  is  the  hardest,  the  last  the  easiest,  because  the 
least  exacting  and  tlu!  most  easily  accepted  by  the  world  as 
success.  To  speak  and  bediavi*  like  a  gentleman,  to  be 
obliging  and  courteous,  and  neither  censorious,  hypocritical, 
nor  conceited,  is  a  standard  which  the  majority  of  public 
schoolboys  reach,  and  it  is  worth  a  great  deal,  if  only  as  an 
introduction  to  the  world.  liut  it  is  compatible  with  a  low 
standard  of  public  and  private  duty,  an  untrained  intellect, 
and  a  dislike  to  mental  effort  and  moral  responsibility. 
Beyond  all  controversy  the  highest  ideal  is  the  first,  that 
of  Dr.  Arnold--and  of  many  other  educators  too ;  for,  after 
all,  Christianity  was  not  invented  by  Dr.  Arnold.  Here  and 
there  we  find  the  fruits  of  it  in  such  a  boyhood  as  that  of 
Bishop  Patteson,  who  at  school  was  a  cricketer  and  a  ‘  sap  ’ 
as  well  as  a  saint.  But  Arnold  is  said  to  have  trained 
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prigs,  and  the  Christian  ideal  may  be  perverted  by  cant  and 
into  cant ;  and  the  contrast  between  the  Sunday  sermons 
and  the  weekday  worldliness  is  discouraging.  It  is  still  an 
ideal,  but  can  hardly  be  called  a  method.  It  would  be 
fatal  to  public-school  life  if  men  of  Arnold’s  spirit  were  not 
to  be  found  among  schoolmasters,  but  we  must  not  expect 
very  many  of  them.  Men  now  living  received  ‘  an  indelible 
‘  seal  and  stamp  ’  from  Newman  at  Oxford  and  Arnold  at 
Rugby ;  and  the  leaven  of  such  men  spreads  beyond  those 
who  come  into  immediate  contact  with  them. 

Again,  to  fight  against  dulness  and  ignorance  is  one  of  the 
best  of  schoolmasters’  traditions.  Dulness  is  a  worse  enemy 
than  pedantry  or  sentimentalism.  It  is  the  very  negation 
of  the  schoolmaster’s  profession.  But  intellectualism — if  it 
were  possible  to  make  a  big  school  intellectual — may  lead,  in 
boys,  Jis  in  men,  to  conceit  and  irreverence ;  and  if  we  add  to 
this  the  hunger  for  prizes  (not  a  common  vice  of  schoolboys), 
and  put  none  but  the  best  scholars  in  places  of  responsibility, 
we  foster  a  race  of  prigs. 

Meanwhile  the  boys  choose  their  own  leaders  among  those 
who  can  play  games ;  and  games,  as  we  have  already  pointed 
out,  are  an  imperfect  test  of  character.  Is  it  chimerical 
to  think  that  headmasters  might,  more  often  than  they 
do,  select  their  prefects  not  only  from  among  the  prize¬ 
winners,  indoors  or  out  of  doors,  but  have  regard  also 
to  qualities  which  are  not  expressible  in  marks  or  runs — 
diligence,  gravity,  business  habits,  and  natural  authority, 
partly  the  effect  of  character,  partly  of  age?  It  is  no 
kindness  to  a  clever  boy  to  force  responsibility  upon  him 
before  he  can  bear  it,  and  make  him  out  of  breath  by  driving 
him  too  fast  up  the  ladder  of  promotion.  Let  scholars  and 
players  be  honoured  impartially ;  but  it  should  be  part  of 
the  best  training  of  public-school  opinion  to  promote  to 
places  of  trust  only  those  who  show  character  as  well  as 
ability.  The  type  of  character  which  tells  in  the  end  is  not, 
it  may  be,  sufficiently  valued  either  by  masters  or  boys.  We 
do  not  wish  onr  leaders  to  be  exactly  like  everybody  else, 
v/hich  is  what  boys  desire  and  in:usters  accept. 

How  are  those  who  bear  rule  in  the  schools  to  reach  the 
statesmen  of  the  future,  likely  enough  to  be  haughty,  re¬ 
served,  capricious,  self-willed,  it  may  be  unpopular  ?  Only  by 
having  something  of  the  statesman  in  themselves.  In  the 
teacher's  profession,  as  in  others,  most  men  will  be  no  more 
than  administrators  of  routine.  But  it  is  the  business  of 
teachers  to  combat  ignorance  and  dulness,  as  it  is  the  business 
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of  the  clergy  to  combat  wickedness ;  and  few  public  schoolmen 
are  so  unfortunate  as  not  to  have  carried  away  from  school 
the  memory  of  one  or  two  masters  who  inspired  the  love  of 
knowledge  in  proportion  to  their  own  knowledge  ;  in  hearing 
whom  we  seemed  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  age,  who  put  before 
us  all  that  was  stimulating  in  history,  and  who  brought  out  of 
modern  jwlities  a  sense  of  the  gn^atness  of  our  nation  and  a 
wish  to  l»e  worthy  of  it.  These  are  the  men  who  found  out 
the  growing  wits,  and  trained  them  to  love  liter.iture  and 
respect  public  life,  whether  or  not  the  public  voice  of  the 
school  recognised  them. 

It  is  difficult  at  once  to  do  justice  to  the  many  and  to  give 
enough  attention  bj  those  boys  who  require  more  than 
justice.  Nothing  but  individual  attention  ean  be  of  force  to 
rous(!  and  guide  the  lM)ys  whose  minds  are  cast  in  a  liner 
mould  than  those  of  their  fellows.  Tliis  was  the  strong 
point  of  the  ancient  tutorial  system  at  Kton.  Most  of  the 
boys  dropped  through  the*  meshes ;  but  some  were  caught 
and  made  the  most  of  by  men  who  took  pains  to  know  them. 
Their  exercises  were  not  merely  ‘  correeted ;  ’  they  were 
judged  as  compositions,  and  the  tutor’s  criticisms  were 
valued.  The  boys  did  not  only  exist  as  members  of  a 
class  ;  and  those  that  caivd  to  hold  out  a  hand  could  find  a 
friend  who  took  pleasure  in  knowing  them  personally.  The 
system  by  which  Mr.  Jowett  was  able  to  train  a  generation 
of  statesmen  was  the  Socratic  method  of  personal  knowledge 
based  upon  personal  interest.  The  young  men  revealed 
themscdves  to  him,  and  were  then  rev»*alcd  to  themselves. 
Interrogation,  encouragement,  humiliation,  the  awakening 
of  curiosity,  experiment  and  failure,  experiment  and  success, 
were  all  tried  in  turns  by  the  magical  midwife.  Few  can 
have  this  gift  of  creative  sympathy ;  but  all  can,  and  many  do, 
take  pains  to  know  their  pupils,  and  enter  into  that  relation 
of  friendship  between  the  older  and  the  younger  mind  on 
which  all  triie  educational  power  depends. 

The  best  of  scInNilmasiers  can  do  little  in  opposition  to 
tlie  real  ‘inlMrming’  power,  scluMd  opinion,  and,  behind  it, 
lioiiu*  opinion,  lie  will  fail  if  he  altempls  to  resist  if,  but 
lie  may  do  something  to  guide  it.  The  public  at  home  1(h)I<s 
to  the  scliiK)!  for  such  guidance.  It  <lues  not  want  ment 
teaching,  tlu)Ugh  it  grumbles,  naturally  c'liough,  if  school 
teaching  does  not  get  boys  through  competitive  examinations. 
It  does  not  wish  to  dictate  subjects  or  methods ;  it  cares 
more  about  the  social  standard  than  about  the  standard  of 
intellect  or  even  of  morals.  But  it  is  willing  to  be  guided. 


374 


Ohl  Eton  and  Modem  Puhlic  Srhooh. 


April, 


and  it  may  bo  that  beadinasters  are  unnecessarily  sensitive 
about  public  opinion,  wbicb  they  could,  by  united  action, 
largely  modify  and  direct. 

It  may  be  admitted  by  lovers  of  public  schools  that  the 
improvement  in  results  in  the  last  thirty  years  is  not  equal 
to  the  improvement  of  opportunities  ;  and  we  have  attributed 
this,  so  far  as  it  is  true,  partly  to  the  disproportionate  value 
given  to  games,  partly  to  the  levelling  spirit  which  discourages 
Alcibiades  and  Thersites  alike.  Tabulated  results  are  often 
misleading ;  but  we  may  form  some  estimate  of  the  relative 
proportion  of  subjects  taught  at  public  schools  and  of  the 
effectiveness  of  teaching  from  the  reports  published  annually 
by  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Schools  Examination  Board. 
It  is  a  rough  test,  but  better  than  none ;  and  it  affords 
incidentally  a  means  of  comparing  school  with  school. 

It  will  be  understood  that  this  examination  is  somewhat 
of  the  nature  of  an  Ahituricnten-Examcn,  and  represents  the 
work  of  the  higher  forms  of  the  schools.  The  certificate, 
gained  by  rather  more  than  half  the  number  of  candidates, 
is  in  most  cases  a  pass  in  Classics,  Mathematics,  Scripture 
Knowledge,  History  and  French.  Latin  stands  at  the 
head  of  the  list,  and  Scripture  Knowledge  next.  Then  come 
French,  Greek,  and  Science,  which  in  all  its  six  branches 
does  not  attract  more  than  one-third  of  the  candidates. 
German  and  English  are  less  favoured  still ;  and  the  list 
closes  with  Music  and  Drawing,  which  between  them  have 
only  about  o  j^er  cent,  of  the  total  number  of  candidates. 

This  result  is  much  what  might  have  been  expected.  The 
‘classical  prejudice  ’  still  holds  its  own,  and  we  do  not  wish 
it  otherwise  ;  Latin  is  predominant,  and  Greek,  if  it  is  dying, 
dies  hard  :  the  modern  or  ‘  useful  ’  subjects  do  not  compete 
with  the  old  studies  on  equal  terms.  We  must  look  else¬ 
where  for  the  records  of  the  INIodern  Sides  added  to  most 
public  schools.  These  university  examinations  are  intended 
as  an  introduction  to  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  reflect  the 
requirements  of  those  ancient  institutions.  The  schools  have 
to  play  up  to  the  universities ;  the  old  Triposes  have  not 
been  dispossessed  by  the  TpnrohlaKoi,  linguistic,  historical  and 
scientific ;  and  now,  as  fifty  years  ago,  it  is  a  tenable  position 
that  the  Oxford  ‘  Groats  ’  furnish  the  best  training  for  men 
of  the  world — a  result  the  more  remarkable  since  both  the 
universities  give  a  considerable  proportion  of  their  fellow¬ 
ships  and  other  prizes  to  men  who  know  little  of  classics 
and  mathematics. 

We  are  not  surprised  that  French  and  German  have  not 
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supplanted  Latin  and  Greek :  but  now  that  all  the  schools 
are  furnished  with  laboratories  and  niuseums  we  wonder  that 
science,  with  its  modern  prestipfc  and  its  eternal  charm,  has 
not  lured  more  students  from  the  old  paths  of  learning.  A 
perfect  education  should  combine  literature  and  science. 
It  is  a  pity  that  they  should  b<;  look(‘d  upon  as  rivals. 
Science  knocked  long  at  the  gate,  and  was  iidmitted  grudg¬ 
ingly  and  suspiciously  by  tlie  hesidmasU'rs  of  twenty-five 
years  ago  ;  and  we  fear  that  the  illiberal  side  of  the  ‘  classical 
‘  prejudice  ’  still  impedes  the  full  acceptance  of  science,  not 
merely  as  a  depository  of  ‘  useful  ’  knowledge,  but  as  a  mental 
training  less  narrow  and  more  inspiring  than  elementary 
mathematics,  and  only  second  to  literature  in  its  power 
of  enlarging  the  intellect  and  satisfying  its  aspirations. 
Headmasters  and  governors  may  be  tempted  even  to  take 
credit  for  not  giving  way  to  the  vulgar  cry  for  science. 
The  vulgar  did  not  know,  very  likely,  what  they  were 
crying  for,  and  Parliament  men  of  twenty  years  ago  may 
have  been  taken  ott’  their  legs  by  the  stream  of  tendency  set 
going  by  Darwin,  Tyndall  and  Huxley.  But  Her  Majesty’s 
Commissioners  in  1872*  were  not  setting  the  claims  of 
science  too  high  in  demanding  that  scientific  subjects  should 
form  a  substantial  part  of  public  school  education :  nor  were 
the  special  Commissioners  of  18(»9  ill  advised  in  discounting 
a  probable  reaction  by  laying  down  a  legal  minimum  of 
science  as  compared  with  other  branches  of  education. 

Jt  is  difficult  to  generalise  in  so  large  a  field  as  that  of 
the  public  schools.  Our  impression  is  that  scientific  teach¬ 
ing  has  been  very  successful  in  tniining  picked  students  for 
the  university,  but  has  not  done  enough  in  imparting  to 
the  mass  of  schoolboys  the  elements  of  scientific  thinking. 
Let  us  allow  that  a  considerable  fraction  of  the  boys  who  go 
to  school  can  never  be  more  than  bunglers.  A  considt'rable 
fraction  of  mankind  cannot  learn  to  make  a  speech,  to  like 
reading,  to  save  or  make  money,  to  ride  well,  to  shoot  well,  to 
sing  well,  to  play  cricket  well,  to  do  anything  well.  The  rest 
get  something  of  the  classical  training  in  taste,  observation 
and  discrimination;  something  of  the  mathematical  train¬ 
ing  in  clear  thinking,  analysis,  and  combination.  How 
many  of  these  add  what  is  the  essence  of  scientific  thought, 
observation  of  likeness  and  unlikeness,  lucid  definition,  and 
a  grasp  of  positive  and  negative  reasoning — that  is,  the  laws 


*  The  late  Duke  of  Devonshire’s  Commission  on  Scientific  Education 


370 


Old  Hlon  and  Modem  Public  Schools. 


April, 


of  evidence  To  knc)w  that  ‘  a  thin"  is  what  it  is,  and  not 
‘  soinelliiii"  very  like  it,’  may  Ixi  j>ick<‘d  nj>  by  the  way  in 
readiii"  classics  and  mathematics;  but  it  is  a  necessary  part 
of  every  scientific  process,  and  the  ctnicnde  nature  of  th«‘ 
subject-matter  brings  it  into  direct  contact  with  the  facts  of 
life.  We  will  not  "o  so  far  as  to  say,  with  Mr.  Huxley,  that 
the  literary  man  with  no  science  is  the  most  miserable  of 
human  creatures,  and  the  scientific  man  without  letters  the 
next  miserable.  We  have  known  human  beings  who  had 
neither  literature  nor  science ;  and,  on  the  whole,  we  think 
it  is  a  "reater  loss  to  be  without  letters  than  to  be  without 
science  :  without  ideas,  that  is,  than  without  facts.  Ihit  to 
fight  shy  of  the  scientific  training  of  boyhood  because  men 
of  science  are  unorthodox  (as  the  clergy  say)  or  (as  Cicero 
said)  arrogant,  or  (as  the  poets  say)  dry  and  unimaginative, 
is  to  take  a  meaner  position  than  is  lawful  to  those  who 
reiul  Plato  and  (jibboii.  Men  despise  the  knowledge  which 
they  have  not,  not  that  which  they  have ;  and  students 
brought  up  on  classics  are  subject  to  the  temptation  which 
always  besets  the  ignorant  -that  of  underrating  men  who 
do  not  resemble  them,  and  studies  to  which  they  have  never 
given  atttmtion.  Kingsley  found  out  that  he  must  learn 
science,  or  he  would  be  ‘  left  Isdiind  ;  ’  and  there  are 
schoolmasters  and  heads  of  colleges  who  would  be  better 
teachers  and  more  large-minded  men  if  they  loved  science 
and  encouraged  its  study  by  the  young  people  who  are  com¬ 
mitted  to  their  charge. 

The  study  of  science  cannot  begin  too  young.  Mr. 
JIalford  ^’aughan  was  singular,  but  not  imwise,  in  dissent¬ 
ing  from  his  brother  Commissioners  in  18(»4,  and  urging 
that  science  should  form  part  of  the  entrance  examination 
at  jniblic  schools.  We  have  gone  back  from  the  enlightened 
teaching  of  ‘  Mmile,’  ‘  Harry  and  Lucy,’  and  ‘  Sandford 
‘  and  Merton,’  in  spite  of  the  immense  developement  of 
science  since  the  eighteenth  century.  Young  children  can 
be  taught — they  lecarn  without  being  taught — to  observe  and 
classify.  A  boy  of  ten  years  old  will  master  without  difficulty 
minute  differences  in  birds’  eggs,  moths  and  butterflies, 
coins,  postage  stamps,  heraldic  charges.  He  can  be  brought 
to  take  in,  without  burdening  his  mind,  the  simpler  processes 
of  chemistr}',  and  the  laws  of  what  used  to  be  termed 
natural  philosophy.  There  is  no  commoner  taste  among  young 
boys  than  that  of  steam-engines  and  air-pumps ;  and  the 
time  now  wasted  on  Greek  grammar — we  know  that  the 
headmasters  do  not  think  so — which  would  be  more  com- 
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pendiously  s|>ent  after  the  apje  of  thirteen  or  fourteen,  miglit 
♦‘asily  be  given  to  more  congenial  subjects,  with  the  result  of 
laying  a  foundation  of  clear  observation  aud  sound  thinking. 

Tf  science  is  neglected  by  the  public  schools,  the  univer¬ 
sities  are  i)artly  to  blame.  A  correspondent  in  ‘Nature,’ 
last  autumn,  accused  Oxford  of  starving  science ;  and  he 
was  not  satisfactorily  answered.  Cambridge  does  better 
than  Oxford  for  its  sciences  students.  The;  (iambridge 
niedical  school  stands  by  the  side  of  Paris  and  Edinburgli ; 
the  number  of  students  is  large,  the  training  excellent; 
and  the  other  science  schools  are  well  8upjK)rted,  and  do 
good  work.  But  neither  (.Wubridgo  nor  Oxford  demands 
even  the  ABC  of  science  from  all.  Both  universities  re¬ 
quire  some  mathematical  knowledge  at  matriculation,  and 
we  could  wish  that  there  should  be  added  to  this  some  ac¬ 
quaintance  with  the  first  principles  of  experimental  science. 
To  have  been  introduced  to  natural  facts,  natural  laws,  and 
scientific  reasoning,  if  only  by  means  of  lectures  and  object 
lessons,  is  invaluable  us  a  mental  tniining,  and  as  provid¬ 
ing  subjects  of  interest  for  after  life;  and  we  may  be  sure 
that  if  the  universities  required  thus  much  from  their  candi¬ 
dates  for  matriculation  they  would  admit  fewer  dunces  and 
idlers,  and  that  the  teaching  of  science  at  school  would  be¬ 
come  more  real,  and  would  carry  on  to  the  time  of  leaving 
school  that  scientific  educviticm  which  ought  to  begin  under 
the  governess  and  be  continued  in  the  private  school. 
‘It  would,’  said  Mr.  Huxley,  when  a  (.'ommissioner  in  1872, 

‘  have  a  prodigious  effect  upon  the  teaching  in  the  public 
‘  schools ;  ’  and  Professor  Henry  Smith  agreed,  but  said, 
sadly,  that  it  would  be  opposed  both  by  universities  and 
public  schools.  Without  the  countenance  of  the  university, 
the  study  of  science  must  languish  at  school,  or  be  chiefly 
confined  to  those  who  make  science  their  principal  aim ;  and 
we  can  see  no  good  reason  why  the  museums  and  labora¬ 
tories,  which  belong  to  all,  should  not  be  made  useful  to  all. 

But,  it  will  be  objected,  all  boys  cannot  learn  everything ; 
and  to  make  room  for  science  something  must  give  way.  If 
Greek,  Latin,  French,  Mathematics,  History,  Geography, 
perhaps  English  Literature,  are  all  to  be  taught  to  all  boys, 
most  of  them  will  be  only  smatterers,  and  faculty  will  not 
be  trained.  It  is  a  question  of  where  specialising  is  to 
begin.  Except  in  the  case  of  marked  ability,  we  would  not 
specialise  till  boys  have  left  school — they  now  leave  school 
too  late.  But  room  may  be  found  by  the  exclusion  of 
Greek  from  the  list  of  compulsory  subjects,  not  only  at 
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entrance,  but  in  the  curriculum.  The  amount  of  Greek 
acquired  by  the  passman  and  passboy  after  ten  years’  leam- 
iuy;  IS  surprisingly  small.  He  knows  nothing  of  the  litera¬ 
ture,  he  can  hardly  construe  a  passage  of  Xenophon  at 
sight,  and  he  cannot  write  a  sentence  of  Greek  correctly.  If 
the  university  required  for  matriculation  one  ancient  and 
one  modern  language,  enough  would  be  done  for  linguistic 
training  ;  and  we  have  no  fear  that  classical  classmen  would 
suffer.  Greek  for  students  stands  on  too  firm  a  footing  to 
be  upset :  it  is  not  maintained  in  its  present  position  by  the 
bungling  of  passmen.  It  holds  its  own,  and  will  hold  its 
own,  by  its  own  excellence,  and  by  the  high  inducements 
which  attend  its  study.  The  university  scholarships, 
‘Greats,’  and  the  Classical  Tripos  can  take  care  of  them¬ 
selves.  We  are  arguing  in  the  interest  of  those  who  will 
never  learn  Greek  when  we  ask  that  they  should  be  delivered 
from  the  necessity  of  seeming  to  learn  it.  Of  all  educa¬ 
tional  shams,  there  is  none  worse  than  the  2)retence  of  teach¬ 
ing  Greek  to  dunces.  When  nothing  but  Latin  and  Greek 
were  taught,  boys  who  left  school  had  read  all  Homer,  and  no 
inconsiderable  amount  of  Thucydides,  Herodotus,  and  the  tra¬ 
gedians.  Except  in  the  matter  of  composition,  they  had  much 
the  same  knowledge  of  Greek  as  of  Latin,  and  it  counted  for 
more  in  the  furniture  of  their  minds.  Now,  it  is  little  more 
than  a  useless  burden.  The  classical  prejudice,  in  resix'ct 
of  Greek,  is  based  upon  a  memory,  not  njKm  a  fact.  It  is 
little  more  than  a  ilelusion,  and  a  harmful  delusion,  because 
it  takes  iq>  time  which  might  be  more  fruitfully  employed. 
The  time  for  a  change  may  not  have  come  yet ;  but  we  look 
forward  confidently  to  the  victory  of  common  sense  at  no 
distant  date,  in  spite  of  non-resident  opi^osition. 

Much  has  been  said  and  much  done  in  late  years  for  the 
training  of  teachers.  It  must  be  confessed  that  tradition 
and  rule  of  thumb  are  too  much  honoured  at  the  public 
schools.  We  go  on  repeating  the  same  blunders,  and  never 
thinking  why  they  are  wrong,  whilst  we  are  learning  to 
write  ‘  in  the  style  of  ’  Livy  and  Thucydides ;  and  the  multi¬ 
plication  of  aids,  grammars,  exercise  books,  ‘  model  ’  versions, 
and  the  rest  of  it,  does  not  seem  to  mend  the  matter.  Greek 
and  Latin  remain  dead  languages  to  the  bulk  of  classical 
scholars ;  and  the  exercises  turned  out  by  our  most  promising 
scholars  are  often  too  like  the  English  written  by  Calcutta 
Baboos  and  Mr.  Jabberjee.  This,  we  think,  is  partly  due  to 
the  fact  that  rule  of  thumb  is  preferred  to  theory,  and  that 
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the  teachers  have  not  studied  the  art  of  teaching  except 
80  far  as  it  can  be  learnt  experimental!}’. 

The  training  of  teachers — not  the  same  thing  as  the 
training  of  disciplinarians,  though  the  common  cry  against 
it  confounds  the  distinction — may  do  much  to  improve  our 
methods.  At  present  a  young  man  is  sent  into  school  to 
learn  his  business.  He  is  shy  in  speaking  of  his  difficulties, 
and  schoolmasters  are  not  always  talking  shop  out  of  school. 
He  thus  gets  little  advice  from  his  seniors  and  contempo¬ 
raries  ;  and  if  he  does  not  by  good  luck  hit  upon  a  way  out 
of  his  difficulties,  he  may  go  on  for  years  ignorant  of  some  of 
the  elements  of  his  profession,  teaching  what  his  boys  cannot 
learn,  explaining  what  he  does  not  understand,  and  con¬ 
tinuing  to  make  mistakes,  from  which  a  few  months  at  a 
training  college  might  have  saved  him  and  his  pupils.  The 
training  of  teachers  is  still  under  the  shadow  of  theorising 
and  pedantry ;  but  the  general  opinion  of  those  who  have 
considered  the  question  has  pronounced,  on  the  whole,  in 
its  favour ;  and  if  we  do  not  exjHJct  too  much  from  it,  it 
will  probably  be  found  a  useful  introduction  to  the  practical 
skill  which  can  only  perfected  by  practice. 

We  would  submit,  in  conclusion,  that  the  chief  desiderata 
in  our  public  schools  are  the  following  : — A  greater  unifor¬ 
mity  of  aims  rather  than  of  methods,  to  be  arrived  at  by  organi¬ 
sation,  including  some  responsibility  to  Government ;  abetter 
means  of  corporate  action  ;  a  combined  system  of  examina¬ 
tions,  and  a  recognition  of  common  subjects  in  their  relative 
importance;  more  attention  to  science,  modern  languages, 
and  history  ;  less  for  the  mass  of  boys — to  Greek  ;  a  system 
of  promotion  which,  without  neglecting  either  school  results 
or  games,  should  give  weight  to  age  and  character ;  some 
restriction  on  the  contests  between  schools,  which  tend  to 
fosU'r  unduly  the  athletic  spirit;  an  Abiturienten-Eramen, 
conducted  by  external  examiners ;  a  joint  examination  for 
scholarships  both  at  school  and  for  the  universities ;  and, 
finally,  training  and  registnition  of  teachers. 

Hut  the  universities  must  take  the  lead  in  these  things. 
So  long  as  Oxford  and  Cambridge  are  allowed  to  be  used  by 
half  the  undergraduates  as  an  agreeable  lounge,  in  which 
industrious  men  are  not  encouraged  more  than  idlers,  and 
the  standard  of  admittance  is  set  so  low  that  all  but  the 
most  hopeless  dunces  are  let  in,  the  schools  will  keep  their 
standard  proportionately  low. 

The  universities,  as  well  as  the  schools,  have  been  invaded 
by  sociality.  It  was  not  foreseen  thirty  years  ago,  when 
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fellows  of  colleges  were  allowed  to  marry,  that  Il.A.’s  and 
young  M.A.’s  would  live  out  of  college,  that  a  number  of 
pleasant  houses  and  agreeable  hostesses  would  provide  more 
of  the  ‘  she-society,’  for  which  Alfred  Tennyson  and  his  friends 
sighed  at  (’ambridge  seventy  years  ago,  than  is  compatible 
with  full  attention  to  games  and  studies  ;  that  dinner  parties, 
water  parties,  and  garden  parties  would  abound ;  that  under¬ 
graduates  would  travel  about  the  country  to  play  matches,  and 
spend  their  time  at  the  universities  in  getting  up  plays  and 
concerts.  These  distractions,  it  may  be  fairly  said,  an*  all 
good,  and  the  young  men  are  better  for  living  a  less  bachelor 
existence.  But  the  universities  are,  in  the  lirst  place,  designed 
as  homes  of  learning,  and  in  the  second,  as  nurseries  of  poor 
scholars ;  and  it  cannot  be  maintained  that  they  are  either 
more  studious  or  more  ect)nonucal  than  they  were  a  genera¬ 
tion  back. 

We  do  not  wish  to  close  the  univei’sities  to  passmen,  as 
some  reformers  have  proposed.  Jt  is  true  that  the  standard 
for  a  pass  degree  is  and  must  be  low.  But  the  men  who 
read  their  best  for  it  get  some  mental  training,  and  they  are 
the  better  for  living  three  years  in  the  social  atmosphere  of 
a  place  which  understands  equality.  What  we  wish  to  see 
excluded  is  the  idle  undergraduate  who  looks  iipon  the 
university  as  nothing  but  an  agreeable  lounge.  The  presence 
at  the  university  of  a  number  of  rich  idlers  does 
jKJsitive  harm.  It  is  difficult  for  a  society  to  be  at  once 
fasliionable  and  learned  ;  and  the  two  universities,  es[)ecially 
Oxford,  are  perha])s  becoming  more  fashionable  than  learned. 
The  remedy  is  simple,  if  the  universities  wish  to  encourage 
students  in  preference  to  athletes  and  triflers.  Raise  the 
standard  of  ‘  Mods  ’  and  the  ‘  Little-go,’  and  let  those 
who  cannot  pass  at  the  end  of  a  year  or  eighteen  months 
be  told  that  a  degree  is  not  for  them.  They  would  not 
like  to  leave,  and  they  would  take  more  pains  to  reach 
the  required  level  of  attainments.  This  would  be  an  un¬ 
popular  measure,  but  it  would  show  that  the  authorities 
were  serious  in  wishing  the  universities  to  be  places  of 
work  rather  than  of  amusement  ;  and  the  effect  upon 
the  real  students  would  be  to  make  them  keener  in  their 
proper  subjects,  and  less  liable  to  be  called  away  from  their 
books  by  sports  and  social  temptations.  Schoolboys  who  are 
intended  for  the  Civil  Service  and  the  Army,  and  know  that 
they  must  pass  their  examinations,  feel  the  pressure  of  the 
screw.  They  have  to  work — in  a  listless  way  it  may  be,  but 
still  to  work-in  order  to  pass  examinations ;  and  if  the 
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universities  were  as  exaetiiij;  as  the  t’ivil  IStn-vioe  Examiners, 
the  schools  would  follow  suit. 

We  look  back  after  all  w’itli  some  fondiu'ss  to  the  nneii- 
Hj'htened  forties,  when  education  was  less  formal  and 
mechanical  than  now ;  when  Iwys  t4>ok  pleasure  in  writini; 
Ion"  copies  of  verses — coiuiM)sin",  not  merely  translatinfjand 
imitating';  when  they  knew  something  of  classical  literature 
as  literature,  not  as  "raminar ;  when  they  were  not  all  on 
one  pattern;  when  they  played  their  pfames  without  much 
thought  of  ‘  science ;  ’  wlien  they  lived  by  tradition  and 
laughed  at  discipline  ;  ran  wild  and  did  naughty  things  which 
now  would  be  considen'd  indecorous ;  tore  their  clothes,  wore 
one  shirt  a  week,  washed  seldom,  and  covered  themselves 
with  ink ;  when  they  fried  their  ba(?on  on  the  shovel,  and 
smuggled  in  illicit  liquors  through  the  window,  lived  in  con¬ 
tinual  mugger-mugger,  were  flogged  and  forgot  it,  fought 
and  forgave  it;  when,  in  short,  they  were  boys,  not  little 
men.  But  we  do  not  wish  to  return  to  those  times.  We 
respect  the  gravity  and  courtesy  of  inotlern  boyhcKnl ;  we 
rejoice  above  all  in  the  decay  of  cruelty  and  tlu>  immunity 
from  savage  bullying  which  were  the  curse  of  an  age  of 
license  ;  and  we  are  confident  that,  in  spite  of  all  drawbacks, 
the  condition  of  schools  now  is  very  far  in  advance  of  the 
merry  days  when  Keate  and  Hawtrey  wielded  the  rod,  and 
when  every  sclKK)lboy  had  to  pass  through  an  ordeal  like 
that  of  Long  Chamber  at  Eton  and  ‘  Commoners  ’  at 
Winchester. 
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Art.  V. — 1.  Thu  De mot- rot ic  Campaign  Hook.  1H9G.  (Wash¬ 
ington.) 

2.  Thr  Republican  Campaign  Hook.  1800.  (Washington.) 

3.  Mr,  McKinJei/s  Inaugural  Address  as  I'resideut  of  the 
United  States.  March  1,  1897.  ‘Times,’  March  5,  1807. 

4.  Publications  of  the  Sound  Currency  Committee  of  the  Reform 
Club,  Neiv  York. 

^HE  Presidential  campaign  which  was  fought  out  last  year 
in  the  United  States  of  America  was  undoubtedly  one 
of  the  most  striking  political  phenomena  in  the  history, 
not  of  America  only,  but  of  mankind.  It  was  not  merely 
that  upwards  of  fourteen  millions  of  the  human  race  on  a 
single  day  recorded  their  votes  upon  one  of  the  most  com¬ 
plicated  and  thorny  questions  that  can  exercise  the  intelli¬ 
gence.  It  was  not  only  that  an  attempt  at  social  revolu¬ 
tion— for  the  issue  was  little  else— should  have  taken  shape 
and  substance  under  the  repulsive  garb  of  currency  and 
finance.  But  it  was  also  that  the  unknown  thoughts  and 
feelings  of  a  continent  filled  with  the  most  intelligent  and 
modem-minded  race  on  earth  should  have  revealed  itself  to 
the  world.  For  modern  America  had  been  hitherto  un¬ 
known  not  to  the  world  only  but  to  itself.  Once  before  in 
recent  history — that  is  to  say,  during  the  Civil  War — a  similar 
crisis  had  come.  But  a  generation  had  passed  away 
since  then,  and  Euroi>e  had  been  pouring  in  her  outcasts 
during  the  interval  in  an  ominous  and  unceasing  flood. 
That  generation  had  changed  almost  everything.  Vast 
territories  had  been  occupied,  noble  cities  had  risen  from  the 
wilderness,  great  populations  had  transformed  the  prairies 
by  the  alchemy  of  their  labour  into  the  golden  cornlands  of 
the  West ;  new  modes  of  thought  had  sprung  into  existence 
where  only  the  mountains  and  the  deserts  had  been  before. 
During  that  period  unbounded  prosperity  had  been  the 
watchword  of  industrial  America.  Then  gradually  the 
word  had  to  be  changed :  social  problems  began  to  appear 
above  the  surface  of  affairs,  poverty  and  starvation  laid 
their  stern  hold  upon  the  cities :  the  voice  of  discontent  and 
disaffection  made  its  way  amid  the  crowded  populations  of 
the  East  as  well  as  among  the  scattered  homesteads  of  the 
West  and  South.  Lastly,  in  1806,  by  what  was  almost  felt 
to  be  a  revelation,  the  general  public  seized  the  idea  that 
politics  were  not  made  for  the  politicians  but  for  themselves. 
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They  to<»  should  govern,  not  in  word,  but  in  name ;  they 
should  save  themselves  by  statute  from  the  unaccountable 
evils  of  their  lot.  In  a  moment  the  whole  face  of  politics 
was  changed.  The  Democratic  party  was  broken  into  pieces 
by  the  sudden  shock,  while  the  Republican  suddenly  adopted 
a  new  policy  to  meet  the  circumstances  of  the  hour.  Every¬ 
body  prophesied  the  result,  and  no  one  knew.  Some  hours 
before  the  election  Mr.  Mark  ilanna,  the  organiser  of  the 
Republican  party  and  the  main  agent  of  Mr.  McKinley, 
made  his  first  speech  in  public  at  the  Auditorium  Hall  of 
Chicago.  He  gave  his  forecast  of  the  issue  of  the  election : 
it  proved  to  be  utterly  wrong.  Hut,  indeed,  no  one  believed 
him  ;  for  no  one  had  ever  seen  motlern  America  act  in  like 
circumstances  before. 

To  those  who  were  the  spectators  of  the  struggle  it 
apj)eared  that  America  was  a  young  nation  no  longer,  and 
that  she  had  suddenly  become  old.  Hitherto  the  most  com¬ 
prehensive  thing  that  had  bt?en  said  about  that  people  had 
been  the  phrase  of  the  Plymouth  pilgrims,  ‘  It  is  not  with 
‘  us  as  with  other  men.’  A  writer  so  ’ecent  as  Mr.  Bryce, 
the  eminent  author  of  the  ‘  American  Commonwealth,’  had 
been  able  to  make  the  similar  observation  that,  however 
dubious  on  abstract  grounds  American  legislation  might 
appear  to  be,  there  was  the  splendid  privilege  which  attaches 
to  youth  of  being  able  to  ignore  the  results.  But  suddenly, 
in  189(5,  by  a  stern  and  inevitable  requital,  actions  had  their 
normal  issue  and  causes  had  their  consequences,  and  the 
splendid  privilege  of  youth  was  gone.  A  dull,  prosaic,  and 
material  question  that  for  twenty  years  had  been  treated  in 
the  casual  spirit  of  carelessness  and  compromise  shot  up  in 
a  moment  like  a  pillar  of  devouring  fire  into  a  question 
of  national  honour  or  national  dishonour.  Then  wiis 
seen  the  American  people.  From  ocean  to  ocean,  from 
Canada  to  the  Gulf,  an  earthquake  ran  through  all  hearts 
and  intelligences,  culminating  in  the  Democratic  Convention 
at  Chicago  and  the  Republican  Convention  at  St.  Louis,  and 
marking,  as  it  were,  the  passage  from  youth  to  age. 

It  was  felt,  indeed,  that  the  Presidential  campaign  of 
189(5  constituted  a  crisis,  not  only  the  most  important  since 
the  Civil  War,  but  also  one  of  hitherto  unknown  signi¬ 
ficance.  The  most  powerful  personality  that  had  engaged 
in  the  conduct  of  public  affairs  since  the  murder  of  Abraham 
Lincoln  had  been  Grover  Cleveland.  That  remarkable  man 
had  begun  life  as  a  lawyer  in  the  State  of  New  York.  He 
had  risen  to  the  post  of  Mayor  of  Buffalo,  in  which  posi- 
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tion  Lo  had  displayed,  amid  the  welter  of  municipal  corrup¬ 
tion,  the  most  inconvenient  qualities  of  stubbornness  and 
honesty.  Thence  he  had  risen  to  be  Governor  of  New 
York.  In  1884  he  had  been  elected  President  of  the 
United  States,  and  had  been  re-elected  to  that  office  in  1892. 
Though  his  two  terms  of  office  do  not  include  any  remark¬ 
able  achievements  of  legislative  construction,  that  was, 
perhaps,  more  the  fault  of  events  over  which  he  had  no 
control  than  of  himself.  For  instance,  during  most  of  his 
tenure  of  office  his  party  did  not  possess  control  over  both 
the  Semite  and  the  House  of  llopreseutatives,  and  naturally 
no  president,  however  skilful  and  conciliatory  in  the 
management  of  men,  could,  in  such  a  position,  carry  out  his 
own  views  by  legislation.  If  the  whole  truth,  indeed,  is  to 
l)e  told,  it  is  not  in  the  soothing  arts  of  conciliation  and  social 
tact  that  ;Mr.  Cleveland  had  always  been  pre-eminent ;  but 
lie  had  possesse<l  all  the  excellence  of  sincerity  and  strength. 
He  had  known  his  own  mind,  and,  on  the  whole,  and  in 
matters  of  vital  importance  to  the  domestic  welfare  of 
America,  he  had  been  right.  For  he  had  fought  on  many 
critical  occasions  against  administrative  corruption,  against 
an  exorbitantly  high  tariff  of  duties,  and  against  the 
friends  of  silver.  He  hiid  been  the  only  President  chosen 
from  the  Democratic  party  since  the  Civil  War,  and  had 
been  the  only  statesman  who  had  enabled  the  nation  to 
forgive  that  party  for  its  policy  during  the  struggle.  He 
had,  in  a  word,  been  the  Moses  to  lead  the  Democratic 
party  out  of  its  long  and  dreary  wanderings,  and  had  given 
back  to  them  the  management  of  executive  power.  Accord¬ 
ingly,  it  was  a  startling  revolution  when,  on  the  assemblage 
of  the  Democratic  Convention  at  Chicago,  Mr.  Cleveland’s 
policy  was  contemptuously  cast  aside,  and  for  the  first  time 
in  the  history  of  America  a  young  and  comparatively  un¬ 
known  legal  luminary  from  a  far  Western  State  was  nomi¬ 
nated  for  President  of  the  Union. 

This  yoniig  and  unknown  lawyer,  Mr.  Hryan,  came  from 
the  distant  banks  of  the  Platte  liivcr  and  tin;  agricultural 
town  of  liiiicoln,  in  Nebraska.  Tliose  wlio  have  crossed  tin* 
threshold  of  his  c<d  tage  and  ha  ve  held  converse  with  its  inmate 
will  render  a  favourable  verdict  upon  the  simplicity  of  the 
household  and  upon  the  openness  and  frankness  of  the  master 
of  the  house.  Hut  they  must  be  excused  if  they  do  not  think 
that  Mr.  Bryan  is  a  safe  guide  to  follow  in  the  reformation 
of  the  United  States,  and  if  they  look  elsewhere  to  discover 
the  more  masterly  intelligences  who  raised  the  issues  of 
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last  jear,  and  who  captured  the  Democratic  party.  Behind 
Mr.  Bryan,  then,  stood  Mr.  Altgeld,  the  famous  Governor 
of  Illinois — a  man  very  variously  pictured  by  friend  and  foe, 
but  one,  at  any  rate,  of  darinj;  ambition  and  high  intel¬ 
lectual  powers.  Born  in  Germany,  he  could  not  himself 
become  President.  But  he  could,  perhaps,  place  another 
upon  that  eminence,  and  rule  under  the  shadow  of  another’s 
name.  It  is  Mr.  Altgeld  who  made  the  mischief:  it  is  Mr. 
Altgeld  who  has  planted  the  sombre  Socialism  of  Germany 
in  the  New  World.  Thus  the  significance  of  last  year’s 
uprising  was  that  the  profonndest  problems  of  Europe  ap¬ 
peared  in  terrible  and  tenfold  eomi)lication  upon  the  soil  of 
America. 

In  its  most  fundamental  aspects  the  campaign  of  last 
year  was  a  campaign  of  those  who  have  not  against  those 
who  have.  For  years  it  had  been  said  by  all  ])ublic  and 
self-constilutetl  authorities  that  America  was  the  richest 
and  most  pros|»erous  and  iiu)st  contented  country  on  the 
face  of  the  earth.  Euro|)t‘  listened  and  believed.  From 
Ireland,  Germany,  Italy,  Hungary,  and  Spain  poured  in  a 
Hood  of  believers  to  the  shrine  of  wealth.  But  during  the 
last  few  years,  at  least,  they  have  been  undeceived.  AVliile 
the  old  truth,  now  become  a  fable,  as  to  the  universal 
affluence  in  America  was  being  repeated  and  re-echoed, 
another  word  was  being  passed  among  the  cotton-fields  of 
the  South,  among  the  mining  camps  of  Colorado,  along 
the  droughty  plains  of  Kansas  and  Nebraska,  and  through 
the  stockyards  and  factories  of  Chicago.  A  subterranean 
tremor,  coming  no  one  knew  whence,  and  passing  no  one 
knew  whither,  ran  along.  Something  akin  to  despair  and 
something  akin  to  fury  stirred  in  the  lieart  of  the  masses 
of  men.  Was  this,  then,  the  land  of  promise,  the  land  of 
freedom,  the  land  flowing  Avith  milk  and  honey?  t’ast  forth 
from  the  shores  of  old  volcanic.  Europe,  the  lava  of  dis¬ 
content  and  8(MMal  hatred  bnrn**d  even  n])on  the  plains  of 
America.  Somehow  they  had  not  Im'cii  betb'red  upon  the 
]trairies-  som(;how  they  had  not  thriven  at  tln^  mill;  and 
for  tlu!  first  time  the  tremendous  (jnestioii  flashed  across 
them  whether  the  New  World  Avas  more  kind,  afb'r  all,  than 
the  Old. 

It  is  not  right  to  tliroAV  all  the  blame  upon  the  politicians, 
as  the  social,  intellectual,  and  business  classes  in  America 
delight  to  do.  The  politicians  of  England  have  the  advantage 
of  an  organised  public  spirit  to  advise  and  support  them  ; 
in  America  public  spirit  of  this  nature  is  Aveak,  ineffective. 
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and  disorganised,  except  at  rare  inoiueiits  of  national  crisis. 
Again,  the  politicians  are  not  responsible  for  the  presence  of 
the  vast  forces  of  reaction  in  the  West  and  South.  Further, 
the  fact  that  they  have  succeeded  in  ruling  and  maintaining 
the  unity  of  that  wonderful  territory,  filled  by  the  most 
restless  and  critical  population  on  the  face  of  the  earth, 
through  the  agency  of  purely  Democratic  institutions,  is  a 
fact  immensely  in  their  favour.  On  the  other  hand,  they 
have  committed  the  most  grave  errors.  Future  times  will 
probably  pronounce  that  the  most  useful  achievements  in 
the  history  of  our  domestic  politics  during  the  nineteenth 
century  were  the  Act  of  1819  which  placed  us  upon  a 
metallic  standard,  and  the  budgets  of  1812,  1815,  and 
1846,  which  gave  us  Free-trade;  and  that  they  were  so 
useful  for  this  reason,  among  several  others — that  nothing 
eats  so  cruelly  into  that  mutual  credit  which  is  the 
basis  of  society  as  constant  fluctuations  in  a  currency  and 
constant  changes  in  a  tariff.  Under  such  a  want  of  system 
the  wrong  people  grow  rich,  and  society,  which  rests  upon 
the  sense  of  justice  as  well  as  upon  the  sense  of  mutual 
confidence,  tends  to  decline  into  its  original  elements.  But 
the  politicians  of  Ameidca  have  constantly  been  tampering 
with  their  currency  as  well  as  with  their  tariti’.  Mr.  Bryan 
is  the  consequence.  It  so  happened,  however,  that  the 
social  uprising  of  last  year  clothed  itself  in  the  guise  of  a 
currency  question  rather  than  of  any  other.  Mr.  Bryan 
declared  that  bimetallism  was  ‘  a  cause  as  holy  as  the  cause 
‘  of  liberty,’  and  that  ‘  you  shall  not  press  down  upon  the 
‘  brow  of  labour  this  crown  of  thorns ;  you  shall  not  crucify 
‘  mankind  upon  a  cross  of  gold.’  Gov«^rnor  Altgeld  must 
have  laugh(*d  in  his  sleeve  at  such  nonsenses  But  it  served 
his  purpose.  How  did  such  luxuriant  elo(|uencu  become 
entangled  round  such  a  dry  and  l)arren  stimi  as  bimetallism 
To  begin  with,  the  banking  system  of  the  United  Slates 
is  a  weak  system.  In  Canada,  over  the  statjitory  border¬ 
line,  bimetallism  does  not  raise  its  voice,  and  the  only 
reason  is  that  Canada  has  a  good  currency,  firmly  settled 
upon  a  gold  biisis,  and  admirably  administered  by  thirty- 
seven  banks  with  about  five  hundred  branches,  while  the 
United  States  has  a  bad  cm-rency  badly  administered  by 
the  banks.  It  is  owing  to  a  train  of  historical  causes 
that  the  United  States’  banking  system  is  weak.  On  the 
formation  of  the  Union,  the  States  retained  the  right  of 
creating  banks,  and  continued  to  enjoy  this  power  simul¬ 
taneously  with  the  Federal  Government.  But  the  latter 
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confined  itself  to  chartering  the  Bank  of  the  United  States, 
an  institution  not  unlike  the  Bank  of  England  or  the  Bank 
of  France.  Thus  there  was  the  promise  of  a  good  system 
for  the  future :  on  the  one  side  there  was  the  Bank  of  the 
United  States  with  branches  and  credit ;  on  the  other  side 
there  were  the  State  banks,  in  a  majority  of  cases,  indeed, 
without  branches,  but  still  beginning  to  derelope  a  branch 
system.  Then  the  politicians  stepped  in,  disastrously. 
They  practically  destroyed  the  Ikink  of  the  United  States, 
and  they  followed  up  this  step  by  attacking  the  more 
rigorous  of  the  banks  which  under  State  laws  had  begun 
to  derelope  a  branch  system.  The  consetiuence  was  that  at 
the  outbreak  of  the  Ciril  War  a  multitude  of  weak  State 
banks  were  conducting  the  business  of  tlie  country.  Since 
that  time,  in  18G3  and  18G4,  the  National  banks  hare  been 
created.  But,  as  in  the  case  of  the  State  banks,  no  branch 
system  has  been  dereloped.  The  fact  that  in  Canada  there 
is  a  splendid  system  of  branch  banking,  and  that  there  is 
nothing  of  the  sort  in  the  United  States,  is  almost  of  itself 
sufficient  to  explain  why  in  the  former  country  there  is  no 
cry  for  more  money  and  why  this  cry  is  so  strong  in  the 
latter.  Something  must  be  radically  wrong  when  money 
can  hardly  be  obtained  at  12  per  cent,  in  sparsely  settled 
communities  of  the  Western  and  Southern  States,  while  it  is 
a  drug  in  the  Eastern  money  centres  at  3  or  4  per  cent. 
The  Inunction  of  a  branch  bank  is  to  carry  into  remote 
districts  the  methods  of  scientific  finance,  the  accumulated 
capital  of  a  rich  country,  and  the  credit  of  a  strong  central 
institution.  The  cry  for  more  money — that  is,  for  more 
metallic  money — is  born  of  sheer  ignorance.  America  is 
overstocked  with  incbillic  money.  She  has  about  four 
times  as  much  per  head  of  ]>opulution  as  Canada.  But  it 
is  unquestionable  that  there  is  a  great  lack  of  an  equitable 
distribution  of  loanable  capitiil  throughout  the  land.  The 
silver-mine  owners  and  the  currency  faddists  have  persuaded 
some  portions  of  the  populace  that  a  cure  for  this  evil 
would  be  the  unlimited  coinage  of  silver.  There  could  be 
no  greater,  and,  indeed,  no  more  obvious  error.  Assuming 
that  the  free  coinage  of  silver  is  a  pnictical  measure — which 
it  is  not,  for  it  would  at  once  drive  America  into  financial 
chaos — all  that  would  happen  would  be  that  coined  silver 
would  pile  up  in  the  Treasury  or  in  the  vaults  of  the  great 
banks  situated  in  the  money  centres.  There  would  be  no 
extension  of  credit ;  there  would  be  no  relief  to  the  farmer ; 
there  would  be  no  possible  shadow  of  reason  for  effecting  a 
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cure  of  the  peculiar  evils  of  American  finance.  Of  course, 
tlie  rate  of  interest  at  which  money  is  loaned  depends  not 
only  u|Kni  the  lender,  but  also  upon  the  ability  of  the 
borrower  to  repay.  A  Western  fanner  in  the  remote  por¬ 
tions  of  Kansas  and  Nebraska  has  all  the  odds  of  Nature 
against  him.  lie  cannot  in  any  circninstances  expect  to 
borrow  as  cheaply  as  an  Kastern  capitalist.  Yet  when 
all  is  said,  the  people,  especially  in  the  rural  districts, 
have  a  just  grievance.  No  facilities  are  afforded  them  for 
loans  upon  their  real  estate  so  much  needed  during  the 
planting  and  harvesting  season  each  year.  In  a  word,  it 
is  not  more  metallic  money  that  is  needed ;  it  is  more 
banking,  more  credit,  and  more  capital. 

Yet  this  is  not  all,  and,  indeed,  is  a  small  portion  of  the 
whole  truth  as  to  American  finance.  The  Treasury  system 
is  bad.  Originally  the  Government  kept  its  account  at  the 
Bank  of  the  United  States,  just  as  the  Imi)erial  Government 
of  this  country  keeps  its  account  at  the  Bank  of  England. 
In  1832  President  Jackson  refused  to  renew  the  cliarter  of 
this  semi-Statc  institution— an  unwise  proceeding,  as  the 
course  of  subsequent  events  has  demonstrated.  The  Federal 
Government  withdrew  its  banking  business,  even  at  that 
time  very  considerable,  and  placed  it  in  the  hands  of 
various  State  banks.  But  these  latter  w’ere  weak  as  to 
capital  and  management,  and  so  generally  unsatisfactory 
as  agents,  that  the  idea  of  the  Government  becoming  its 
own  banker  as  far  as  possible  took  shape  in  the  present 
Treasury  system.  That  syshun  is  easily  described.  Just  as 
a  Frenchman  is  inclined  to  put  his  receij)ts  and  savings 
into  a  strong  box,  instead  of  into  a  bank,  so  the  Federal 
Government  keeps  its  receipts  in  a  strong  box  called  the 
Treasury.  The  economic  effects  of  this  primitive  plan  are 
plain,  and  can  be  best  illustrated  by  a  simple  example. 
When  a  man  deposits  a  hundred  gold  sovereigns  at  the 
Bank  of  England  he  receives  a  credit  to  that  extent;  he  is 
entitled,  in  fact,  to  a  claim  upon  a  hundred  gold  sovereigns. 
But  the  Bank  knows  by  experience  that  against  that  claim 
upon  it  only  fifty  sovereigns  need  be  kept  ready  to  meet 
any  demands  from  the  depositor.  Thus  the  remaining  fifty 
are  available  to  engage  in  the  general  commerce  of  the 
country — that  is,  either  to  pass  into  currency  out  of  doors  or 
else  to  remain  indoors  as  a  guarantee  for  the  other  advances 
and  loans  and  liabilities  of  the  bank  in  question.  But 
when  the  Federal  Go\  eminent  has  collected  its  revenue, 
the  cash  is  poured  into  the  Treasury,  and  there  remains 
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until  paid  out  ap^ain.  Hence  a  peculiarly  wasteful  system. 
When  the  Government  has  a  large  surplus  a  mass  of  money 
is  arbitrarily  withdrawn  from  the  market,  and  tied  up 
uselessly  in  the  Treasury.  When  a  deficit  occurs,  and 
expenditure  exceeds  receipts,  an  equivalent  volume  of 
money,  hitherto  lockeil  up,  is  suddenly  poured  upon  the 
outside  world.  Hence  an  alternation  of  stringency  and 
ease  in  the  money  market,  which  may  be  felt  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  America,  entering  into  all  business 
affairs. 

The  third  weakness  in  American  finance  is  in  the  system 
of  issue  of  notes  by  the  banks.  The  issue  of  banknotes  by 
the  State  banks  has  practically  been  taxed  out  of  existence ; 
it  is  the  national  banks  which  are  allowed  to  issue  notes. 
But  the  politicians  have  been  so  jealous  of  this  right,  and 
have  hedged  it  round  with  such  extraordinary  and  vexatious 
restrictions,  that  the  main  virtue  of  a  note  issue—  its  elasticity, 
or,  in  other  words,  its  expansion  or  contraction  according  to 
the  needs  of  business — has  practically  been  cancelled  and 
abolished.  An  illustration  of  the  provisions  of  the  law  will 
make  this  consideration  clear.  In  order  to  issue  notes  a 
national  bank  must  purchase  and  deposit  with  the  Treasury 
Government  bonds.  Let  us  suppose  that  it  purchases  a 
Government  bond  nominally  worth  100  dollars  and  carrying 
4  per  cent,  interest.  The  market  price  is  1 15  dollars,  and 
this  the  bank  pays.  The  law  runs  that  against  a  bond 
nominally  worth  10(»  dollars  the  bank  may  issue  90  dollars 
worth  of  notes.  But  there  is  more  than  this  :  5  per  cent,  of 
these  notes — that  is  to  say,  4*5  dollars — must  be  left  with 
the  Government  as  a  redemption  fund.  Hence  it  comes 
about  that  for  an  expenditure  of  115  dollars  the  bank  can 
profitably  use  only  85*5  dollars  by  way  of  note  issue.  When 
it  is  remembered  that  a  1  per  cent,  tax  has  to  be  paid  on 
circulation  and  1  per  cent,  to  be  adde<l  for  expenses,  it 
is  clear  that  the  conditions  have  l)een  made  too  stringent,  and 
the  banks  naturally  prefer  to  invest  their  capital  in  other 
ways.  And  yet  in  a  country  like  the  United  States,  with 
its  vast  area,  its  imperfect  banking  developement,  and 
its  scattered  population,  an  clastic  note  issue  is  seriously 
wanted.  The  case  of  Canada  illustrates  this.  A  Canadian 
bank  may  freely  issue  notes  to  the  extent  of  its  paid-up  and 
unimpaired  capital.  These  notes  are  issued  solely  against 
the  general  estate  of  the  bank,  though  there  is  a  provision 
that  the  banks  as  a  whole  are  to  maintain  in  the  hands  of 
the  Government  a  fund  equal  to  &  per  cent,  of  the  aggregate 
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of  notes  in  circulation.  These  notes  are  a  first  Hen  upon  all 
the  assets  of  a  bank.  This  issue  bein"  practically  unre¬ 
stricted  within  the  above-mentioned  ample  limits  is  elastic 
to  the  needs  of  business.  For  instance,  during  189(>  the 
highest  circulation  was  :}fi,300,00(»  dollars,  while  the  lowest 
was  29,400,000.  If  a  diagram  could  be  prepared  consisting 
of  two  lines,  one  representing  the  bank  circulation  of  the 
United  States  and  the  other  that  of  Canada,  in  their  monthly 
fluctuations,  the  former  line,  apart  from  an  occasional 
violent  spasm,  would  be  observed  to  be  rigid,  while  that  for 
Canada  would  be  found  to  regularly  ascend  from  the  month 
of  July  to  the  month  of  October,  and  to  descend  from 
November  to  June,  the  ascent  being  mainly  due  to  the 
increased  need  for  currency  during  the  summer  and  autumn 
months  in  connexion  with  the  harvesting  of  the  crops. 
Across  the  border  this  elasticity  is  unknown.  The  Secretary 
of  the  United  States  Treasury,  in  his  Report  for  1890,  used 
these  words : — 

‘  the  demand  for  money  in  tlii.s  country  is  so  irregular  that  an  amount 
of  circulation  which  will  be  ain|)le  during  ten  months  of  the  year  will 
fre<juently  prove  so  deficient  during  the  other  two  months  as  to  cause 
stringency  and  commercial  disaster.  The  crops  of  the  country  have 
reached  proportions  so  immens<;  that  tlicir  movement  to  market  in 
August  and  September  annually  causes  a  dangerous  absorption  of 
money.  The  lack  of  a  suirinient  supply  to  meet  the  increased  demands 
during  those  months  may  entail  heavy  losses  upon  the  agricultural  as 
well  as  upon  other  business  interests.’ 

Clearly,  then,  the  banknotti  system  of  the  United  States 
needs  aimmdment. 

Fourthly,  the  American  politicians  have  not  only  ham¬ 
pered  the  free  action  of  their  currency  by  bad  laws  as 
to  banking ;  they  have  during  the  last  twenty  years  been 
committing  the  almost  indescribable  folly  of  regularly, 
systematically,  deliberately,  and  indeed  almost  conscien¬ 
tiously,  tampering  with  their  standard  of  value.  Having 
nearly  destroyed  their  gold  standard,  they  turn  round  and 
rate  it  for  inefficiency.  The  poor  deluded  farmers  of  the 
West  and  South,  who  know  about  as  much  concerning 
currency  as  they  do  about  shipbuilding,  take  up  the  cry. 
Hating  England,  they  have  condescended  to  the  absurdity 
of  hating  what  happens  to  be  her  standard  of  value.  Grave 
persons  are  to  be  found  even  among  ourselves  to  hint  that  as 
our  gold  standard  causes  such  animosity  we  should  forthwith 
abandon  it.  But  France  has  a  gold  standard,  Germany  has 
a  gold  standard,  Russia  has  a  gold  standard,  Japan  is  pre- 
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paring  a  gold  standard.  Seriously,  if  America  is  to  hate 
everyone  on  a  gold  standard  she  will  eventually  have  to  hate 
all  the  world,  with  the  possible  exception  of  China  and 
Mexico.  The  true  unvarnished  tale  of  this  silver  business  is, 
perhaps,  the  most  melancholy  episode  in  the  history  of 
modern  Democracy.  There  are  no  acuter,  and  in  many 
respects  no  more  honest,  men  of  business  than  the  Americans. 
But  when  they  desert  private  for  public  finance  their  eminent 
qualities  seem  to  be  submerged  under  an  overwhelming  wave 
of  political  cynicism  and  callousness  to  the  public  good. 

The  United  States  of  America  are  planted  between  Canada 
and  Mexico,  between  Euroixs  and  the  Eiist;  and  of  these 
great  countries  Mexico  and  the  East  have  hitherto  inclined 
Ut  silver,  while  Canada  and  Europe  use  gold.  Into  which 
scale  was  America  to  throw  herself  5*  About  twenty  years 
ago  she  resolved  for  a  gold  standard.  But  silver  was  a  great 
and  growing  inten'st,  for  she  prinluced  it  upon  an  increasing 
scale.  So  she  decided  to  purchase  and  coin  annually  a  great 
volume  of  silver  which,  infused  into  the  currency,  neces¬ 
sarily  compromised  the  existence  of  the  standard  of  lier 
choice.  Dangers  arose  in  1 893,  and  the  ])urchase  of  silver 
was  put  an  end  to  thenceforth.  But  the  evil  had  very 
largely  been  done.  Can  the  history  of  the  world  exhibit 
an  instsuice  of  greater  political  blindness  than  that  ex¬ 
hibited  by  the  American  people  when  they  gravely  resolved 
to  have  a  gold  standard  and  simultaneously  to  purchase 
monthly  and  inject  into  their  currency  a  vast  and  useless 
mass  of  silver,  the  market  price  of  which  was  constantly 
falling  in  value.  But  this  cessation  of  the  purchase  of  silver 
in  1893  necessarily  raised  a  great  outcry  among  many 
interests,  and  in  1896  Mr.  Bryan  comes  forward  for  ‘the 
‘  free  and  unlimited  coinage  of  silver  at  the  ratio  of  sixteen 
‘  to  one.’  His  opponents  met  him  upon  the  ground  that  this 
measure  would  inevitably  place  the  country  upon  a  silver 
basis,  and  apparently  they  proved  their  case.  They  also 
appear  to  have  proved  that  it  would  be  unwise  in  America 
to  adopt  such  a  standard,  and  even  dishonourable,  seeing 
that  since  1879  all  business  had  been  conducted  and  all 
contracts  entered  into  either  specifically  upon  a  gold  basis 
or  elsi^  upon  the  basis  of  a  currency  admittedly  upon  a  par 
with  gold.  (,)n  behalf  of  Mr.  Bryan  it  was  argued  that 
America  is  incompetent  without  heavy  sacrifices  to  maintain 
a  gold  standard,  that  in  fact  she  cannot  accomplish  what 
Chili  and  San  Domingo  are  able  to  perform.  But,  surely,  if 
she  is  a  debtor  to  other  nations  using  a  gold  standard  and 
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intends  to  borrow  from  them  still  further,  it  is  her  foremost 
interest  to  maintain  her  currency  on  a  par  with  that  of  her 
present  or  of  her  prospective  creditors. 

But  besides  the  four  fundamental  causes  enumerated  above 
for  the  weakness  of  American  finance,  there  is  another,  less 
fundamental,  perhaps,  because  more  easily  removed,  but 
still  of  an  extremely  serious  nature  as  long  as  it  lasts. 
During  these  last  years  there  has  been  an  unbroken  series 
of  annual  deficits  in  the  public  account  of  revenue  and 
expenditure.  The  last  deficit  in  respect  of  the  financial 
year  which  closed  on  June  30,  1806,  amounted  to  no  less 
than  5,208,000/.,  and  even  this  was  less  serious  than  former 
ones.  Obviously  this  has  endangered  the  currency  and  the 
stability  of  the  credit  of  the  Government,  which  has  under¬ 
taken  to  guarantee  a  vast  mass  of  paper  money  issued 
against  silver,  and  which  can  only  guarantee  that  money 
by  keeping  in  hand  a  considerable  reserve  of  gold.  But  of 
course,  if  deficits  occur,  the  capacity  of  the  Government  to 
maintain  an  adequate  gold  reserve  becomes  seriously 
impaired.  There  is  another  cause  wliich  from  about  August 
1  hOo  up  to  the  recent  election  of  Mr.  McKinley  has  l^en 
an  added  source  of  weakness.  About  that  date  Americans 
themselves  began  to  lose  faith  in  the  capacity  or  willingness 
of  their  Government  to  maintain  a  gold  standard.  Conse¬ 
quently  they  began  to  hoard  gold  which  they  expected  at 
any  time  might  go  to  a  premium.  Instead  of  paying  their 
taxes  into  the  Treasury  in  gold  they  began  to  pay  them 
in  notes.  The  outward  and  visible  sign,  then,  of  this  feeling 
among  the  American  public  was  that  between  August  1890 
and  August  1894  the  percentage  of  money  received  by  the 
Government  at  New  York  in  gold  fell  steadily  from  about  95 
per  cent,  at  the  earlier  date  to  almost  nothing  at  the  latter. 
Jlence  the  gold  reserve  continually  fell  in  the  Treasury, 
except  when  replenished  by  actual  borrowings  of  gold. 
Thus  it  has  happened  that  during  recent  years  the  United 
States  has  been  suffering  from  one  long-continued  currency 
crisis ;  as  fast  as  they  acquired  gold  at  great  expense  so  fast 
it  slipped  away.  At  last  in  1896  the  American  people  rose 
up  with  a  feeling  that  this  state  of  things  was  endurable  no 
longer ;  that  the  Federal  Government  was  become  a  mere 
beggar  for  gold  in  all  the  market-places  of  Europe ;  that  the 
credit  and  honour  of  a  great  people  had  been  dragged  in  the 
dust ;  and  that  for  such  a  desperate  situation  of  muddle 
and  financial  madness  desperate  remedies  were  needed. 
But  that  portion  of  the  American  people  who  thought  tl  lat 
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only  desperate  reineilies  are  needed  thought  wrong.  No 
desperate  remedies  are  needed.  A  radical  reformer,  indeed, 
may  demand  that  all  the  notes  issued  by  the  Government 
should  be  cancelled  and  withdrawn,  and  that  the  Treasury 
should  be  wholly  taken  out  of  the  linking  business.  This 
is  too  radical,  too  exja'iisive,  and  practically  impossible. 
What  can  ami  what  ought  to  be  done  is  to  withdraw 
gradually  some  portion  of  the  Government  nok'S,  and  to 
take  off  from  the  shoulders  of  the  national  banks  some  of 
the  burdens — tbe  too  heavy  burdens — which  restrict  them 
in  the  matter  of  note  issue,  so  that  as  the  Government  notes 
ai-e  withdrawn  and  cancelled  the  notes  issued  by  tbe 
national  banks  may  by  a  quiet,  unobserved,  and  almost 
automatic  process  step  into  the  void  thus  made.  For 
it  is  the  business  of  banks  to  issue  notes,  and  not 
the  business  of  governments.  Further,  the  restriction  against 
branch  banking  should  be  removed— a  measure  which,  no 
doubt,  would  meet  with  much  opposition  at  the  hands  of 
those  wild  demagogues  who  oppose  a  system  of  strong  and 
well-organised  banks,  but  which,  if  carried  into  effect  and 
acted  upon  throughout  the  country  districts,  would,  more 
than  any  other  measure,  allay  the  cry  for  ‘  free  money  ’ 
which  has  recently  echoed  and  re-echoed  across  the  South 
and  West.  Here  would  be  a  correct  remedy  for  a  just 
grievance.  Finally,  it  is  an  urgent  and  obvious  necessity 
that  the  scandalous  series  of  deficits  on  tbe  public  account 
which  have  occurred  in  each  of  the  three  years  ending 
June  30,  1890,  should  be  turned  into  a  series  of  surpluses. 
Deficits  are  always  disgraceful ;  but  they  are  particularly 
dangerous  and  disgraceful  in  the  United  States,  because 
there  the  whole  currency  rests  upon  the  balance  of  gold 
existing  in  the  Treiisury.  These  are  the  measures  which 
sooner  or  later  will  have  to  be  adopted  by  American  states¬ 
men.  They  are  not  heroic ;  they  are  not  even  difiicult  in 
themselves.  But  they  require  great  prudence  and  great 
determination  to  carry  them.  Let  us  hope  that  Mr.  Lyman 
Gage,  whom  Mr.  McKinley  has  removed  from  the  manage¬ 
ment  of  the  First  National  Bank  of  (Hiicago  to  the  position 
of  Secretary  of  the  United  States  Treasury,  may  be  sufficient 
for  these  things  -or  for  some,  at  least,  of  these  things.  He 
is  one  of  the  most  able,  and  one  of  the  most  upright, 
financiers  in  America,  and  well  deserves  the  confidence  of 
the  new  I’resideut. 

As  regards  Mr.  McKinley  himself,  it  cannot  be  said  that 
bis  own  statements  appear  to  justify  any  great  degree  of 
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confidence.  The  passage  in  his  inaugural  address  which 
deals  with  this  matter  runs  as  follows  : — 

‘  Our  financial  system  needs  some  revision.  Our  money  is  all  good 
now,  but  its  value  must  not  further  be  tlirciitened.  It  should  all  be 
put  on  an  enduring  basis  not  subject  to  easy  attiicks,  nor  its  stability 
to  doubt  or  dispute.  Our  currency  should  continue  under  the  super¬ 
vision  of  the  Government.’ 

Again,  he  declares  that 

‘  the  financial  laws  should  not  be  amended  without  a  demonstration  of 
the  wisdom  of  the  proi)Osed  changes.  If  Congress  deems  it  expedient 
to  create  a  commission  to  take  under  early  consideration  the  revision 
of  our  coinage,  banking,  and  currency  laws,  and  to  give  them  the 
dispassionate  examination  which  their  importance  demands,  I  shall 
concur  cordially.  .  .  ^ly  consfcint  endeavour  will  be  to  secure  inter¬ 
national  bimetallism  by  co-operation  with  other  great  commercial 
Powers.’ 

An  examination  of  these  various  siiitements  will  lead  to 
the  conclusion  that  they  declare  for  everything — for  the 
present  system  and  against  it ;  for  a  gold  standard  no  less 
than  for  bimetallism.  Thus  the  future  of  American  finance 
is  once  again  involved  in  impenetrable  obscurity. 

But  the  strength  of  Mr.  Bryan  lay  not  in  the  popular 
idea  that  he  knew  anything  about  finance,  but  in  the  senti¬ 
ment  that  he,  too,  was  a  Populist.  The  Englishman  in 
America  will  find  that  Populism  is  so  new  a  thing  that  even 
to  most  cultivsited  Americans  it  is  strange  and  unintel¬ 
ligible.  But  the  European  will  be  more  easily  able  to 
understand  it.  It,  too,  is  ‘  made  in  Germany  ’ — and  for  all 
the  McKinley  tariffs  in  the  world  it  could  not  have  been 
kept  out.  It  is  the  doctrine  of  discontent,  sometimes 
rational,  sometimes  irrational ;  it  is  the  sense  of  great 
grievances,  but,  unfortunately,  it  is  not  ennobled  and  puri¬ 
fied  by  that  power  of  intelligence  which  can  understand 
when  the  remedy  ought  to  be  applied  and  what  the  remedy 
should  be.  As  the  traveller  passes  towards  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  over  the  most  magnificent  extent  of  agricultural 
country  in  the  world,  and  sees  day  and  night  change  guard 
upon  the  prairie,  the  landscape  itself  becomes,  as  it  were, 
the  interpreter  of  the  Populist  mind.  Upon  the  face  of 
creation  in  the  Far  West  two  things  only  live  and  move ; 
there  is  the  railway  train  on  earth,  and  there  is  the  sun  in 
heaven — and  the  Populist  has  a  grievance  with  both.  The 
train  carries  his  produce,  and  makes  his  economic  existence 
possible  ;  but  it  also  charges  a  rate,  and  this  rate  fluctuates 
without  leave  of  the  Populist,  and  is  paid  by  him  to  Eastern 


1897; 


The  Crisis  in  Amet'iean  A  fairs. 


395 


capitalists.  And,  again,  there  is  the  sun,  which  shines  not 
only  upon  the  good  and  just  populations  of  the  West,  but 
also  upon  the  evil  and  unjust  agriculturists  of  Southern 
Russia  and  Argentina,  who  are  thus  enabled  to  lower  the 
price  in  the  central  market  of  Liverpool.  Hence  it  was 
that  the  Populist  sate  in  darkness  and  despair,  until  one 
day  he  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  the  snow-clad  wall  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains  against  the  Western  sky.  It  was  that  wall  upon 
which  silver — the  Huinpty  Uuinpty  of  the  metals — had  sat 
in  state  so  long,  and  whence  it  had  fallen  by  the  ‘  crime  of 
‘  1873.’  Then  the  word  of  the  mineowners  of  silver  came 
to  him  that  the  fall  in  price  which  had  hurt  them  had  also 
ruined  him,  and  that  it  was  because  of  silver  that  Eastern 
capitalists  wanted  payment  more  than  before,  and  that  it 
was  because  of  the  same  that  the  sun  in  its  courses  had 
shown  like  favour  upon  the  whcattields  of  Russia  and 
Argentina,  of  Belgium  and  of  India.  Therefore,  in  1895, 
the  prairie  and  the  cornKeld  smouldered  into  flame,  and 
the  tide  thereof  rolled  eastwards  from  the  roots  of  the 
mountains,  and  made  in  volume  for  the  rich  plains  of  Mis¬ 
sissippi  itself. 

‘  In  tlie  cjifH  of  tho  world 
It  was  said,  it  was  told. 

And  the  light  thereof  hurled, 

And  the  fame  thereof  rolled, 

From  the  Acroccraunian  slope  to  tho  ford  of  the  field  of  gold.’ 

The  Populists  first  became  a  political  force  in  1 892.  In  that 
year  they  ran  (Jeneral  Weaver  for  President  of  the  United 
States— a  man  in  whom  the  extinct  ‘greenback’  craze  of 
twenty  years  ago  lives  agiiin — and  on  that  occasion  they  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  polling  about  a  million  votes.  The  power  of  the  party 
is  centred  mainly  among  the  smaller  farmers  of  the  West  and 
South,  and  its  conspicuous  figures,  the  Keir  Hardies  and  the 
Ben  Tilletts  of  America,  are  such  men  as  Debs,  who  was  the 
mainstay  and  champion  of  the  Chicago  rioters,  and  Senator 
Butler  of  (.’arolina.  In  1892  tho  Farmers’  Alliance  was  re¬ 
constituted  under  a  new  name,  and  the  new  body  practically 
became  the  nucleus  for  the  Populist  organisation.  But  the 
Populists  have  added  to  themselves  the  labour  societies  and 
unions  of  the  towns.  This  combination,  however,  proved 
for  some  time  fatal  to  tho  efficiency  and  influence  of  the 
Populist  party.  The  interests  of  its  two  component  parts  were 
found  up  to  a  recent  date  to  deprive  it  of  a  vigorous  power  of 
combined  action.  For  instance,  though  its  first  programme, 
issued  in  1892,  pronounced  for  an  eight-hours  day,  and  also 
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for  checks  upon  immi"ration,  the  farmers  are  really  op¬ 
posed  to  an  eipfUt-hours  day,  as  they  themselves  work  con¬ 
siderably  longer,  and  though  the  artisans  would  like  to  see 
immigration  checked,  this  again  does  not  suit  the  farmer, 
who  favours  immigration  on  the  ground  that  it  furnishes 
him  with  cheaper  labour.  The  mechanic  of  the  town  is  on 
the  whole  inclined  to  Protection,  on  the  supposition  that  it 
stimulates  the  industry  by  which  he  lives ;  while  the  Populist 
farmers  are  at  last  beginning  to  see  that  Protection  does 
not  help  them  to  sell  their  products,  while  it  does  tax  them 
in  some  of  the  necessities  of  life.  It  thus  was  arranged  that 
the  tariff  issue,  one  of  the  most  urgent  in  American  affairs, 
should  not  figure  prominently  in  the  Populist  platform.  At 
length  some  Populist  more  brilliant  than  the  rest  was  struck 
with  the  great  idea  that  the  ‘  free  coinage  ’  of  silver  would 
prove  a  good  cry.  Some  other  genius,  even  more  brilliant, 
improved  this  cry  into  ‘  free  silver.’  Here,  at  any  rate,  was 
a  policy  and  a  programme  which  would  provide  for  all. 
Who  would  not  advocate  that  the  postman  should  bring 
every  morning  or  every  month  a  bag  of  dollars  and  leave 
them  free  of  charge  at  the  cottage  door  5*  Silver  dollars 
were  good  things,  and  the  more  of  them  the  merrier.  Old 
stockings  should  be  hung  out,  and  the  Government  of  the 
United  States  of  America  should  become  another  Santa 
Claus.  Claus  vcrsHs  Cleveland  swept  everything  in  the 
Populist  mind  before  it,  and  thus  it  came  about  that  early 
in  1895  the  Populist  party  issued  a  manifesto  sinking  all  its 
previous  policy  into  an  appeal  for  free  silver.  From  that 
moment  it  became  clear  that  whichever  of  the  two  parties, 
Democratic  and  Republican,  would  consent  to  adopt  ‘  free 
‘  silver  *  would  have  the  powerful  support  of  the  now  united 
Populists.  Populism  has  two  Jispects.  ( )n  one  side  it  may 
be  regarded  as  the  outcona;  of  unemploytsd  labour  and  as 
the  spawn  of  agricultural  distress.  On  another  side  it  is 
the  just  retribution  that  has  at  length  risen  up  against 
the  American  politicians,  that  class  of  them  at  least  who 
deliberately  during  so  long  a  period  have  been  sowing  the 
seeds  of  disorder  and  social  decay.  For  eighteen  years  since 
the  Hland  Act  of  1878  they  had  played  with  the  silver 
question  and  undermined  that  credit  which  is  the  prime 
basis  and  bed-rock  of  social  stability.  Since  the  close  of  the 
Civil  War  they  have  Ixjen,  as  it  were,  moulded  in  the  hands 
of  the  manufacturers,  who  tax  the  i>eople,  especially  in  the 
South  and  West,  and  call  it  a  tariff*  for  the  protection  of 
American  wages.  Thus  so  far  as  Populism  has  any  share 
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in  political  intelligence  it  is  a  feeling  of  comprehensible  in¬ 
dignation  against  such  practices,  and  it  is  founded  upon  a  i 

sense  of  injustice.  But  though  the  Chicago  platform,  which  i 

in  many  points  was  a  Populist  production,  wjis  no  doubt 
the  product  of  much  honest  enthusiasm,  and  contains  many 
sensible  maxims,  a  wise  and  judging  mind  will  abstain  from 
sympathy  therewith.  It  demanded,  and  the  policy  was 
really  revolutionar}',  ‘  the  free  and  unlimited  coinage  of 
‘  both  silver  and  gold  at  the  present  legal  ratio  of  1(5  to  1.’ 

This  proposal  swallowed  up  the  other  |)ortions  of  the  pro¬ 
gramme  ;  it  was  a  fatal  error.  For  it  was  useless  to  abuse 
trusts,  and  at  the  same  time  to  play  into  the  hands  of  the 
silver  ‘  trust ;  ’  and  to  denounce  the  McKinley  Act  as  a 
‘  breeder  of  trusts  and  monopolies,’  while  upsetting  the  whole 
finance  of  America  for  the  purpose  of  protecting  the  white 
metal.  Perhaps  the  most  astonishing,  as  well  as  saddest, 
feature  in  the  campaign  was  the  intense  animosity  displayed 
throughout  the  conduct  of  it  against  England.  Wliat  is 
Kngland  to  America*:*  She  is  the  jirincipal  market  for 
the  surplus  agricultural  pnxluce  of  the  United  States,  and,  , 

moreover,  she  has  such  confidence  in  the  good  faith  and 
business  energies  of  the  American  people  as  to  be  willing 
and  anxious  to  entrust  her  savings  to  the  industrial 
agencies  of  that  country.  This  connexion  would  seem  to 
be  a  good  ground  for  mutual  confidence  and  mutual  re¬ 
gard.  Added  to  these  causes,  it  may  be  confidently 
asserted  that  among  English  statesmen  there  is  a  warm 
feeling  of  genuine  regard  for  the  great  Republic,  that 
among  our  men  of  business  there  is  admiration  mingled 
with  a  sense  of  awe  at  the  superior  acuteness  of  Ameri¬ 
cans,  and  that,  lastly,  among  our  general  population  there 
is  a  more  friendly  feeling  towards  our  transatlantic  kinsmen 
than  towards  any  other  nation  upon  earth.  Yet  to  judge 
from  the  language  used  throughout  the  campaign  it  might 
be  thought  that  wo  had  just  emerged  from,  or  were  just 
entering  upon,  a  bloody  war.  The  Chicago  C’onvention  de¬ 
clared  in  the  official  programme  of  the  Democratic  party 
that  ‘  gold  monometallism  is  a  British  policy,  and  its  adop- 
‘  tion  has  brought  other  nations  into  financial  servitude  to 
‘  London.’  Such  language  is  so  utterly  wide  of  the  truth  as 
to  be  actually  inexplicable.  Russia  has  recently  adopted  a 
gold  standard.  Ciermany  at  an  earlier  date  has  done  tho 
same.  It  is  a  fact,  not  perhaps  known  to  the  authors  of  the 
Chicago  platform,  but  still  undoubted,  that  from  the  date 
that  Germany  adopted  this  measure  she  has  been  by  slow 
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degrees  becoming  a  rival,  not  indeed  dangerous  as  yet,  but 
still  in  some  respects  and  in  some  lines  of  business  a  compe¬ 
tent  rival,  of  London  itself,  the  financial  centre  of  tlie  world. 
Is  Russia  inclining  towards  financial  servitude  to  London  ? 
Is  it  not  truer  to  say  that  a  country  upon  a  depreciated 
standard  and  with  a  debased  currency,  such  as  America 
would  become  were  she  to  abandon  her  gold  standard,  is 
more  afflicted  with  difficulties  in  liquidating  any  debts  she 
may  have  incurred  in  London  than  countries  upon  a  basis  of 
golds*  Again,  ‘Coin’s  Financial  School,’  a  book  which  is 
said  to  have  actually  circulated  by  millions  in  America,  and 
was  the  principal  weapon  in  the  armoury  of  the  Populist 
orators,  declares  that  ‘  a  war  with  Fiiglaud  would  b(!  the 
‘  most  popular  ever  waged  upon  the  face  of  the  earth.’  To 
imagine  that  this  is  mere  Avaiiton  rluduric  is  an  error ;  it  is 
‘  business  ’  carefully  studied  with  a  view  to  practical  results. 
It  has  proved  so  effective  because  it  has  corresponded  to  a 
real  and  lively  sentiment  of  animosity  against  ourselves. 
The  causes  of  this  feeling  are  rooted  in  the  past  and  also 
in  the  present.  England  stands  for  an  unsuccessful  tyrant, 
and  also  for  a  successful  creditor.  Renan  has  observed  that 
if  men  are  to  form  into  peoples  they  must  be  able  to  forget 
the  past.  Thus  the  Scotchman  has  wiped  out  of  his  memory 
the  bitterness  of  the  English  wars ;  while,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  Irishman  still  remembers  against  us  the  penal  statutes, 
and  holds  aloof  from  the  ‘  union  of  hearts.’  As  with  men, 
so  with  nations ;  France  and  Germany  can  only  come  to¬ 
gether  when  Alsace  and  Lorraine  are  out  of  mind.  England 
forgets,  and  eight  Englishmen  out  of  ten  have  forgotten, 
that  we  and  America  came  to  blows  in  1812.  Not  so,  how¬ 
ever,  with  America ;  and  thus  in  the  popular  imagination 
the  events  of  1770,  of  1812,  and  of  1801  are  vividly  re¬ 
membered  as  occasions  upon  which  we  played  an  odious 
part.  Then,  too,  we  can  be  described  not  only  as  an  un¬ 
successful  tyrant,  but  also  as  a  more  or  less  successful 
creditor,  and  a  relation  which  is  really  one  of  mutual  ser¬ 
vice  is  depicted  as  one  of  bondage.  But,  after  all,  do 
they  really  hate  us  ?  It  is  difficult  to  weigh  their  true 
sentiments  towards  us.  Perhaps  the  truth  is  that,  though 
we  are  not  exactly  hated,  we  are  ‘  upon  the  nerves  ’  of  the 
American  people. 

Another  important  factor  in  the  campaign  was  the  ques¬ 
tion  of  ‘  Trusts.’  It  is  necessary  first  to  examine  accurately 
and  closely  the  position  taken  up  by  each  of  the  two  great 
parties  upon  that  question,  and  then  to  inquire  as  to  the 
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rights  and  wrongs  involved  in  the  existence  of  tliese  bodies. 
It  is  generally  stated  in  this  country  that  the  Democratic 
party  Ibught  against  trusts  upon  this  occasion,  and  that  the 
Kopublicans  favoured,  or  at  least  excused,  them.  This  is 
perhaps  approximately  true,  and  yet  the  sentence  in  the 
Democratic  platform  which  deals  with  trusts  is  mild  in  tone, 
and  even  conciliatory.  It  runs  as  follows: — ‘The  absorption 
‘  of  wealth  by  the  few,  the  consolidation  of  our  leading  rail- 
‘  road  systems,  and  the  formation  of  trusts  and  pools  require 
‘  a  stricter  control  by  the  Federal  Government  of  those 
‘  arteries  of  commerce.’  This  is  not  very  ferocious.  To 
define  trusts  and  pools  as  ‘  arteries  of  commerce  ’  is  posi¬ 
tively  complimentary.  It  is  interesting  to  turn  from  the 
Democratic  platform  to  the  text-book  of  the  Republican 
campaign.  A  special  chapter  devoted  to  trusts  concludes  as 
follows : — 

‘  When  you  talk  ab<iut  trusts,  you  must  remember  the  greatest 
and  most  inhiuitous  trusts  to-day  an*  Democratic  trusts.  Take  the 
Standard  Dil  Company,  it  is  a  Democratic  trust.  It  has  representatives 
higli  up  near  the  Democnilic  throne.  Take  the  Sugar  Trust  in  America 
to-day,  and  it  is  a  Democratic  trii.st.  Take  the  Iron  Trust,  and  it  is  a 
Democratic  trust.  And  tliere  is  the  Whisky  Trust,  wliich  is  also  a 
Democratic  trust.  That  tru.st  which  is  so  d<*ar  to  the  Democratic 
heart  has  its  inspinition,  its  niotive-]>owcr  direct  from  the  Democratic 
heart.’ 

Elsewhere  the  chapter  declares,  ‘  As  to  the  Whisky  Trust : 
‘  that  this  is  a  Democratic  institution,  contributes  largely 
‘  to  Democratic  campaign  funds,  and  dictates  Democratic 
‘  legislation  in  all  that  affects  the  trade,  is  hardly  denied.’ 
This,  if  true,  or  if  even  only  partially  true,  explains  the 
moderation  of  the  official  Democratic  tone  towards  these 
combinations.  On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Bryan,  the  Demo¬ 
cratic  candidate,  appears  to  have  been  under  no  such  obliga¬ 
tion,  and  his  language  is  unmitigated.  In  his  formal  letter 
accepting  the  nomination  for  President,  dated  September  9 
of  last  year,  he  declares:  ‘The  Democratic  party  is  opposed 
‘  to  trusts.  It  will  be  recreant  to  its  duty  to  the  people  if 
‘  it  recogni.sed  either  the  moral  or  the  legal  right  of  these 
‘  great  aggregations  of  wealth  to  stifle  competition,  bank- 
‘  rupt  rivals,  and  then  prey  upon  society.’  Here  speaks  the 
Populist,  not  the  Democrat  proper,  and  it  is  interesting  to 
observe  an  example  of  how,  as  the  campaign  wore  on,  it 
became  more  and  more  a  direct  attack  upon  property,  and 
drifted  farther  from  the  old-established  lines  of  American 
party  strife.  On  the  other  side,  the  Republicans  did  not 
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attack  trusts,  and  there  is  u  significant  absence  of  any 
reference  to  that  subject  in  the  platform  of  St.  Louis.  What 
they  have  to  say  upon  that  matter  is  relegated,  as  has  been 
already  stated,  to  a  chapter  in  their  campaign  book.  The 
defence  of  trusts  there  .advanced  la  ctirious  : — 

‘  Trusts,’  tlin  cluiptor  runs,  ‘  .ire  not  an  American  invention,  jind 
are  not  due  to  any  system  of  Tariff,  Protection,  or  Free-trade.  They 
came  to  us  from  Europe,  and  are  most  extensive  and  potent  in  Eng¬ 
land,  and  are,  in  fact,  but  an  extension  of  the  modern  tendency  to 
association  and  incorporation.  .  .  .  Those  who  form  tliem  claim  that  tliey 
are  of  public  utility  as  well  as  of  private  interest;  that  their  large 
combinations  of  capital,  unity  of  management,  and  reduction  of  operat¬ 
ing  expenses,  enable  them  to  reduce  the  cost  of  production  to  the 
minimum ;  and  that  in  consequence  the  public  get  the  benefit  of  the 
lowest  prices  compatible  with  fair  profits.’ 

Here,  then,  we  have  as  in  a  focus  the  divergent  views 
which  may  be  taken  as  to  trusts.  The  Populist  declares 
that  they  are  iniquitous;  the  Republican  replies  that  they 
are  a  lawful  result  of  the  centralising  tendency  of  modern 
commercial  conditions.  What  is  the  real  truth  as  to  the 
whole  case  ? 

The  liepublican  definition  of  trusts  runs  as  follows :  ‘  A 
‘  “  trust,”  as  the  term  is  now  used  with  reference  to  business 
‘  affairs,  means  that  two  or  more  jiersons,  companies,  or  corpo- 
‘  rations,  in  order  to  stop  competition,  reduce  the  cost  of 
‘  management  and  production,  and  maintain  prices,  agree  to 
‘  put  their  property  and  business  into  the  hands  of  trustees 
‘  for  their  common  benefit.  These  trustees  apj)ortion  to  each 
‘  one  a  ratio  of  business  or  profit  proportioned  to  interest, 
‘  exercising  a  genenil  management  of  their  joint  affairs.’ 
Accepting  this  definition  without  question,  and  passing  to 
general  considerations,  it  may  be  asserted  that  two  main 
reasons  are  always  aHeged  for  the  growth  of  trusts  in 
America :  first,  the  frequency  and  the  gravity  of  the  crises  of 
over-production,  which  have  been  caused  partly  by  the  pro¬ 
tective  system  and  partly  by  excessive  speculation :  secondly, 
and  mainly,  the  extraordinary  strain  of  competition,  so 
particular  a  feature  of  American  industrial  life,  which  has 
engendered  an  endless  series  of  struggles  between  rival 
establishments,  ending  in  their  turn  in  the  sudden  closing 
of  workshops,  the  dismissal  of  workmen,  and  the  wildest 
fluctuations  in  the  price  of  the  articles  dealt  in.  There 
is  only  one  method,  so  we  are  told,  of  escaping  from  this 
state  of  things:  agreement  between  competitors,  limitation  of 
production,  and  the  fixing  of  the  selling  price.  This  move- 
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nient  has  progressed  with  enormous  strides,  and  particularly 
since  1882,  the  date  of  the  formation  of  the  oil  trust,  so  that 
at  the  present  time  in  the  United  States  there  is  scarcely  a 
single  important  branch  of  industry  which  is  not  furnishing, 
or  has  not  furnished,  some  example  of  the  growing  cen¬ 
tralisation  of  the  forces  of  production.  Tlie  usual  organi¬ 
sation  of  a  trust  is  simple.  A  majority  of  the  shares  of  each 
of  the  companies  forming  the  combination  is  placed  in  the 
hands  of  a  council  of  trustees,  and  this  body  thus  finds 
itself  at  once  in  complete  control  of  each  individual  com¬ 
pany.  The  syndicate  becomes  absolutely  master  of  the 
situation ;  it  fixes  the  price  of  the  article  produced,  deter¬ 
mines  the  quantities  to  be  produced  at  each  factory,  and 
distributes  dividends  among  the  interested  parties  in  the 
proportion  [of  the  numbers  of  their  shares.  Thus  all 
initiation  is  concentrated  in  one  body  ;  all  local  independence 
disappears.  What  were  before  a  number  of  rival  and  com¬ 
peting  establishments  are  now  so  many  branches  of  a 
central  firm ;  competition  vanishes,  and  combination  rules 
the  industrial  field.  The  shapes  and  forms  of  this  species 
of  organisation  are  absolutely  endless.  Month  by  month 
rings,  pools,  and  ‘  combines  ’  start  into  life  and  cease  to  live. 
More  or  less  durable  and  etfective,  and  spread  over  a  territory 
varying  from  an  area  as  wide  as  the  States  themselves,  as 
in  the  case  of  the  Postal  Telegraph  and  Western  Union, 
to  an  area  as  narrow  as  the  limits  of  a  single  town,  or  part 
of  a  town,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Chicago  Gas  ComjKiny,  or 
the  Brooklyn  Gas  Union;  these  alliances  are  everywhere 
active,  and  mark  the  successive  steps  of  the  centralisation 
of  the  industrial  system  of  America.  Instead  of  a  fierce 
and  incessant  struggle  for  life,  there  we  find  (according 
to  the  friends  of  the  system)  the  advent  of  industrial 
peace,  and  concord  established  upon  the  basis  of  common 
advantiige. 

The  charges  which  are  daily  brought  against  trusts  are 
obvious  enough.  Their  aim  is  to  gain  a  control  over  the  con¬ 
sumers,  who  are,  after  all,  the  general  public.  Corporations 
have  no  soul,  and  trusts  are  corporations.  This  charge  is 
serious  and  merits  investigation.  When  the  monopoly  is 
absolute  and  rivalry  impossible,  of  course  a  trust  is  master 
of  the  situation ;  but  this  happens  less  often  than  is  supposed 
in  England.  Tlie  jute  trust  is  the  rival  of  the  cotton  trust, 
the  electric  light  of  the  gas.  At  the  present  moment  the 
great  American  sugar-refining  company  is  waging  a  fierce 
war  with  Messrs,  llarbuckle.  Besides  this,  a  trust  by  the 
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very  fact  of  its  success  is  constantly  tempting  others  to  enter 
into  the  field  against  it.  Thus  it  happens  that  in  the  midst 
of  the  ups  and  downs  of  this  strife  the  consumer  can  often 
hold  his  own,  as  a  man  of  plain  sense  can  maintain  himself 
among  the  jargon  of  warring  doctors  of  learning.  Compe¬ 
tition  has  not  really  vanished,  it  operates  only  upon  a  vaster 
scale. 

As  regards  the  general  public,  there  is  much  to  be  said 
for  and  against  trusts.  That  in  the  process  of  their  forma¬ 
tion  they  tend  to  crush  individual  manufacturers  is  true, 
and  that  is  in  itself  an  undeniable  evil.  It  is  also  true  that 
the  individual  artisan  or  labourer  becomes  more  of  a  mere 
implement  in  the  hands  of  these  vast  corporations.  It  may 
also  be  admitted  that  the  rise  and  fall  of  any  such  bodies 
coincide  with  vast  fluctuations  in  the  price  of  the  articles  dealt 
in.  On  the  other  side,  we  may  rest  assured  that  the  system 
will  not  endure  unless  the  resistless  forces  of  economic  evolu¬ 
tion  are  in  its  favour,  and  trusts  actually  prove  more  efficient 
agents  of  production  than  the  agents  that  preceded  them. 
It  was  in  1887  that  the  case  against  them  was  first  raised 
on  an  elaboi'ate  scale  by  the  ‘  New  York  Times  ’  and  by  the 
*  Chicago  Tribune,’  but  in  spite  of  all  opposition  they  hold  the 
field.  It  is  said  that  their  existence  and  growth  have  been 
the  creation  of  the  protective  system  which  prevents  outside 
agencies  from  pouring  in  articles  to  compete  with  those 
dealt  in  by  the  trusts.  This  is  true,  but  only  true  to  a 
limited  extent.  It  may  be  that  there  are  some  syndicates 
which  only  live  to-day  thanks  to  the  high  customs  duties, 
notably  those  which  deal  in  sugar  and  lead.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  it  is  difficult  to  see  how  Protection  can  protect 
or  Free-trade  abolish  the  trusts  that  deal  in  alcohol  or  meat. 
Though  the  protective  system  does  undoubtedly  assist  and 
stimulate  this  movement  in  some  instances  and  in  some 
degrees,  its  fundamental  cause  is  the  natural  tendency  of 
modern  industry  towards  centralisation.  There  is  no  panacea 
against  trusts.  It  will,  therefore,  be  reatlily  understood  that 
all  extreme  l(‘gislation  against  what  is  in  jiart  at  least  an 
outcome  of  modern  business  conditions  is  unwise,  and  that 
the  extreme  attitude  of  Mr.  Bryan  was  rash  and  unstates¬ 
manlike.  Nevertheless,  the  feeling  of  jealousy  roused  by 
huge  combinations  of  capitalists  striving  to  secure  the 
monopoly  of  the  supply  of  articles  of  the  first  necessity,  is  a 
natural  and  laudable  one,  and  there  are  certain  lines  on  which 
legislation  to  check  the  abuse  of  the  system  should  move.  Mr. 
McKinley  in  his  inaugural  address  declares  that  the  Repub- 
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lican  party  has  ‘  supported  such  legislation  as  may  prevent 
‘  the  execution  of  all  schemes  to  oppress  the  people  by 
‘  undue  charges  on  supplies  or  an  unjust  rate  for  the  trans- 
‘  portation  of  products  to  market.  This  purpose  will  be 
‘  steadily  pursued  by  the  enforcement  of  the  laws  now  in 
‘  existence  and  the  support  of  such  new  statutes  as  may  be 
‘  necessary.’  Two  other  measures  may  be  considered  of 
practical  importance :  one  would  be  to  subject  these  syndi¬ 
cates  to  conditions  of  publicity  which  would  oblige  them  to 
give  the  public  information  as  to  their  Jiccounts  and  general 
operations.  The  other  would  be  to  detim*  and  to  enforce 
more  severely  than  hitherto  the  responsibility  involved  in 
acting  as  a  director  of  one  of  these  companies.  .  But,  after 
all,  the  American  public  may  rest  secure  that  these  syndi¬ 
cates  will  discover  that  to  abuse  their  power  is  the  certain 
road  to  ruin,  and  that  those  only  among  them  have  any 
chance  of  a  prolonged  existence  which,  while  fulfilling  the 
new  conditions  of  modern  industry,  are  able  to  meet  the 
legitimate  demands  of  the  people  of  the  United  States. 

Such,  then,  were  some  of  the  main  (piestions  which 
during  the  recent  Presidential  election  agitated,  and  are 
still  agitating,  the  minds  of  the  i)eople  of  the  United  Stahls. 
But  the  main  question  was  the  currency,  the  solution  of 
which  constituted  a  decision  between  repudiation  and 
honesty,  between  national  honour  and  national  dishonour. 
Mr.  McKinley,  in  his  inaugural  address,  takes  a  roseate 
view  of  the  issue  of  that  contest : — 

*  One  lesson  taught  by  the  late  election  which  all  can  rejoice  in  is 
that  citizens  of  the  United  States  are  both  law-respecting  and  law- 
abiding  people,  not  easily  swerved  from  the  path  of  patriotism  and 
honour.  .  .  .  The  manifestation  of  goodwill  everywhere  apparent 
during  the  recent  election,  not  only  most  fortunately  demonstrated  the 
obliteration  of  sectional  lines,  but  to  some  extent  also  the  prejudices 
which  for  years  distracted  our  councils  and  marred  our  true  greatness 
as  a  nation.  The  triumph  of  the  people  whose  verdict  is  carried  into 
effect  to-day  is  not  the  triumph  of  one  party,  but  of  all  sections  and  all 
the  people.’ 

And  yet,  when  we  compare  these  high-sounding  phra.ses 
with  the  facts  of  the  case,  it  appears  that  Mr.  Bryan  carried 
no  less  than  twenty-two  States  against  the  twenty-three  car¬ 
ried  by  Mr.  McKinley ;  that,  with  .some  important  exceptions, 
and  broadly  speaking,  the  West  and  the  South  went  for 
Mr.  Bryan,  and  that  out  of  a  total  poll  of  l:{,0f)0,000,  the 
latter  candidate  secured  no  less  than  (i,500,U00  votes.  That 
Mr.  Bryan  was  beaten  is  true,  tliat  he  had  a  consider.ible 
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majority  against  him  is  also  true,  but  it  is  too  much  to 
say  tliat  ‘  all  sections  and  all  the  people  ’  triumphed  in  tlip 
election  of  his  opponent.  On  the  other  hand,  the  most 
advanced,  the  most  educated,  and  the  most  prosperous 
States  were  in  favour  of  honest  money.  It  has  been  cal- 
calated,  for  instance,  that  though  on  the  average,  for  each 
iiihabitant  of  a  gold  standard  State  there  are  only 
worth  of  agricultural  products,  against  a  figure  of  J^i4  for 
each  iidiabitant  of  a  silver  standard  State,  yet  that  whereas 
the  total  value  of  manufactured  products  per  inhabitant  is 
jii'o2  in  the  silver  States,  the  figure  is  actually  .V20fi  for  the 
gold  Stales.  It  may  also  be  added  that  the  latter  States 
produce  ivlniost  seven-eighths  of  the  manufactures  of  tic 
country. 

To  take  a  general  forecast  of  the  new  administration,  it 
may  be  said  that  since  the  inauguration  of  Abraham  Lincoln 
in  18(51,  or,  perhaps,  since  that  of  General  Grant  in  1869, 
who  had  the  question  before  him  of  the  reconstruction  and 
readmission  into  the  Union  of  the  revolted  Southern  States,  i 
no  President  has  had  the  prospect  (»f  such  difiiculties  and 
of  such  complicated  problems  for  solution  as  Mr.  McKiidey. 
There  is  the  revenue  question,  the  taritf,  and  the  currency; 
and  in  foreign  affairs,  (Juba  and  arbitration  with  England; 
not  to  mention  legislation  as  to  trusts  and  monopolies.  Of  I 
these  there  is  none  more  important  than  the  currency, 
which  is  the  very  basis  of  commercial  life,  and  the  derange¬ 
ments  of  which  are  felt  universally.  It  will  be  when  this 
question  comes  up  for  tieatment,  perhaps  in  next  December, 
that  the  real  difficulties  will  begin.  For  though  the  McKinley 
Republicans  are  ail-powerful  in  the  House  of  Representa¬ 
tives — and,  indeed,  more  powerful  than  they  were  in  1890, 
when  Speaker  Reed  forci*d  the  McKinley  Bill  through  the 
House — they  have  t)nly  a  bare  majority  in  the  Senate,  where 
the  silver  Democrats  and  silver  Republicans  will  no  doubt 
join  hands.  Therefore,  every  believer  in  the  honesty  and 
greatness  of  the  American  people  must  look  forward  not 
altogether  without  anxiety  to  the  future,  even  while  he 
cherishes  the  firmest  belief  that  that  honesty  will  be  triuui- 
phaiitly  asserted,  and  that  greatness  extended  and  exalted 
befort'  the  eyes  of  the  world. 
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Art.  VI. — 1.  The  Life  and  Letterst  of  nenjamin  Jowett,  M.A., 
Master  of  Italliol  thlleye,  (Irford,  By  Evelyn  Abbott, 
M.A.,  LL.D.,  and  Lewis  Campbell,  M.A.,  LL.D.  2  vols. 
London  ;  1897. 

2.  Benjamin  Jowett,  Master  of  Italliol.  By  L,  A.  Tollemache. 
London :  189.“). 

.3.  The  Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the  I’hessa  Ionia  ns,  Galatians, 
Romans,  with  Context,  Notes,  and  Dissertations.  By  B, 
Jowett.  Third  Edition.  London:  189t. 

4.  The  Jtialoyues  of  Plato,  translated  into  English,  with 
Analyses  and  Introduction.  By  B.  Jowett.  Third  Edition. 
5  vols.  Oxford  :  1892. 

5.  Plato's  Republie  (the  Greek  L'xt),  with  Nohis  and  Essay. 
By  B.  Jowett  and  L.  Campbell.  3  vols.  Oxford:  1894. 

0.  Thucydides,  translated  into  English,  with  Intr<Klnction, 
Marginal  Analysis,  Notes  and  Indices.  By  B.  Jowett. 
2  vols.  Oxford:  1881. 

7.  The  Politics  of  Aristotle,  translahHl  into  English,  with 
Introduction,  Marginal  Analysis,  Essays,  Notes,  and 
Indices.  By  B.  Jowett.  2  vols.  Oxford:  188.5. 

8.  College  Sermons.  By  B.  JoWETT.  Eilit«*d  hy  tli(‘  Dean 
OP  Ripon.  London:  18!L5. 

L'^ew  books  have  been  anticipated  with  greater  inten*st  than 
*  the  Life  of  the  late  Professor  Jowett.  For  more  than 
half  a  century  the  most  prominent  member,  for  nearly  a 
quarter  of  a  century  the  actual  head,  of  the  leading  college 
in  his  university ;  the  best  known  figure  and  the  most 
potent  personality  in  Oxford ;  its  chief  link  with  the  outside 
world ;  regarded  by  some  with  dislike  or  suspicion  as  a 
heresiarch  and  unsettler  of  minds,  by  others  with  love  and 
reverence  as  a  wise  counsellor,  an  inspii'ing  teacher,  a  devoted 
and  unfailing  friend ;  the  centre  of  a  circle  of  friendships 
which  widened  steadily  without  weakening,  and  which  em¬ 
braced  some  of  the  leading  figures  in  the  liteniture  and 
public  life  of  this  country — the  late  Master  of  Balliol  touched 
life  at  more  points  and  exercised  influence  in  more  various 
directions  than  almost  any  man  of  his  generation. 

But,  though  known  to  many,  he  was  not  one  of  those 
whom  it  is  easy  to  know.  His  nature  was  not  expansive ; 
indeed,  he  ha«l  scant  respect  for  those  who  wear  their  hearts 
upon  their  sleeves.  No  on<‘  was  more  ready  to  enter  into 
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the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  others,  to  discuss  their  difficul. 
ties,  to  look  at  things  from  their  point  of  view.  No  one  was 
more  reticent  about  himself.  His  reticence  about  personal 
matters  was  partly  constitutional,  and  was  connected  with  a 
certain  unreadiness  of  speech,  of  which  he  was  fully  conscious, 
which  he  recognised  as  an  impediment  to  effective  action, 
and  which  was  the  cause  of  his  ‘  formidable  silences.’  But 
in  a  much  greater  degree  it  was  based  on  principle,  and 
arose  from  a  rule  which  he  deliberately  and  consistently 
applied  both  to  literary  and  philosophical  criticism  and  to 
the  conduct  of  life.  He  held  that,  as  in  matters  speculative 
it  is  all  important  to  eliminate  the  subjective  element  and 
to  view  things  in  a  ‘  dry  light,’  so  in  matters  practical  it  is 
best  for  a  man  to  ‘  consume  his  own  smoke,’  and  not  lightly 
obtrude  on  others  his  personal  opinions,  grievances,  or 
idiosyncrasies.  ‘  No  more  subjectivity  !  ’  he  exclaims  in  an 
early  letter  to  Arthur  Stanley,  after  a  brief  and  unwonted 
reference  to  some  of  his  own  idiosyncrasies,  and  the  absence 
of  subjectivity  always  remained  a  marked  characteristic  both 
of  his  correspondence  and  of  his  conversation.  His  terse, 
pithy  sentences  suggested,  without  revealing,  the  depths  of 
thought,  feeling,  and  experience  from  which  they  were 
distilled.  This  habitual  reserve  lends  an  additional  interest 
to  any  systematic  and  comprehensive  attempt  at  the  delinea¬ 
tion  of  a  character  which,  even  to  intimate  friends,  always 
remained  somewhat  enigmatical, 

Jowett  has  been  fortunate  in  his  biographers.  Professor 
Campbell,  who  is  resi>onsible  for  the  first  of  the  two 
volumes  under  review,  was  one  of  his  early  pupils,  and 
was  his  constant  correspondent  for  some  forty  years. 
Mr.  Evelyn  Abbott,  who  has  written  the  period  of  the 
mastership,  and  is  the  general  editor,  has  been  for  many 
years  a  tutor  of  Balliol,  and  was  intimately  associated 
with  the  late  Master’s  college  work.  Both  of  them  shared 
and  helped  him  in  his  literary  labours.  And  the  materials 
at  their  disposal  have  proved  unexpectedly  rich.  Jowett  left 
no  near  I’elations,  and  most  of  his  intimate  friends,  such  as 
Arthur  Stanley,  Hugh  Pearson,  W.  Y.  Sellar,  Henry  Smith, 
T.  H.  Green,  and  Chaides  Bowen,  have  passed  away.  But 
there  are  still  some  alive  who  remember,  and  who  have  con¬ 
tributed  interesting  reminiscences  of,  his  school  and  early 
college  days ;  whilst  Mr.  W.  L.  Newman  and  others  have 
given  admirable  accounts  of  the  impressions  produced  by  his 
teaching  when  he  was  ‘  the  great  tutor.’  Of  the  later  days 
of  his  mastership  there  are,  of  course,  abundant  memorials. 
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I  The  letters  in  his  possession  at  his  death  were,  in  accordance 
with  his  own  injunctions,  destroyed  by  his  executors.  The 
holocaust  was  made  not  without  regrets  and  searchings  of 
heart,  for  the  correspondence  destroyed  would  doubtless  have 
been  found  to  contain  much  interesting  matter.  And  it  has 
been  truly  said  that  a  man  is  to  be  judged  not  less  by  the 
letteis  which  he  writes  than  by  those  which  he  causes  others 
to  write.  But  his  executors  found  a  huge,  chaotic  mass, 
which  Jowett  had  often  contemplated,  but  had  alwa3'S 
shrunk  from,  arranging,  and  his  injunctions  were  too 
i  peremptory  to  be  disregarded.  There  remained,  however, 
I  his  letters  to  his  numerous  friends,  many  of  which  had  been 
I  treasured  up,  and  rightly  treasured,  because  they  had  a 
cachet  of  their  own,  were  never  commonplace,  always  bore 
the  stamp  of  his  unmistakeable  and  inimitable  style,  and, 
not  unfrequently,  were  writkm  on  the  occasion  of  some 
critical  epoch  in  the  recipient’s  life.  Many  of  them  were  of 
an  intimate  character,  and  the  readiness  with  which  they 
were  handed  over  to  his  literary  executors  betokens  great 
confidence  in  the  discretion  and  judgement  of  his  biographers 
—a  confidence  which,  we  hasten  to  say,  appears  to  have 
been  fully  deserved.  Lastly,  there  was  a  class  of  materials 
the  existence  of  which  was  known  by  very  few  and  the 
extent  and  interest  of  which  no  one  susj^ected.  Jowett  never 
kept  a  regular  diary,  but  it  was  his  habit  to  set  down  jottings 
in  little  notebooks  which  he  always  carried  about  with  him. 
The  habit  appears  to  have  been  begun  at  least  as  early  as 
1H41,  but  the  entries  increased  in  number  and  interest 
after  his  accession  to  the  Mastei'ship  of  Balliol,  when  his 
life  became  fuller  and  more  varied.  Some  fifty  or  sixty  of 
these  notebooks  were  found  in  his  study  after  his  death. 
The  contents  wei*e  of  the  most  varied  kinds-  -notes  of  tours ; 
outlines  of  lectures ;  schemes  of  work ;  rough  sketches  of 
essays,  sermons,  a«.ldresses,  biognii)hical  notices,  epitaphs ; 

■  good  stories  (of  which  he  was  very  fond) ;  memoranda  of 
conversations;  and,  in  increasing  abundance  in  his  later 
years,  reflections  on  the  questions  with  which  his  thoughts 
j  were  engaged,  especially  questions  of  religion  and  philo- 
i  sophy.  His  notebook  was  his  only  confidant.  He  committed 
to  its  pages  the  doubts,  questionings,  misgivings,  retrospects, 

I  resolutions,  which  he  shrank  from  disclosing  even  to  his 
intimah!  friends.  It  is  impossible  to  exaggerate  the  bio¬ 
graphical  importance  of  these  materials.  They  have  the 
same  value  as  the  unfinished  sketches  of  a  great  artist. 
They  reveal  a  powerful  and  original  mind  in  the  process  of 
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oks,’  ■  on  liaviiij;  accoiiiplisliod  with  ffroat  skill  aiul  judgement  a 
the  very  arduous  task. 

r  of  The  method  of  treatment  wliieh  lias  been  adopted  hdlows 

tact,  lliatof  Stanley’s  ‘  Life  of  Arnold,’  and  consists  in  placing  as 

d  is  ill!  appendix  to  each  chapter  the  letters  helongingto  its  period, 

isses  The  n  ethod  has  its  disadvantages,  for  the  biographer  is  apt 

iew8  to  waver  between  making  the  text  elucidatory  of  the  letters 

i  and  the  letters  illustrative  of  the  text.  But  it  was  probably  the 
rite.  j  best  arrangement  that  could  be  devised.  The  letters  and 

ly  a  I  notebook  extracts  form  the  backbone  of  the  book.  Instinct 

e  at  f  in  every  line  with  the  writer’s  i»ersonality,  they  reveal  his 

rsies  !  character  more  vividly  and  faithfully  than  any  biognipher 

In  could  describe  it.  But  .Jowett  was  not  only  an  interesting 

Inch  !  character.  He  was  also  an  author  and  a  vigorous  and 

dis-  succes-sful  practical  reformer.  No  account  of  his  life  would 

isor-  i  be  complete  without  a  somewhat  full  narrative  of  the  cir- 

[)ear  e  cinnstunces  under  which  his  published  works  were  jirodnced 

thin  \  and  of  the  practical  work  in  which  In*  was  engaged  both  in 

was  his  college  and  elsewhere. 

s  or  j  Benjamin  .lowett  was  horn  at  C’aml)erwell  in  April  1817. 

rom  I  His  Oxford  friends  knew  little  i>r  nothing  about  his  home 

life  belongings,  but  the  industry  of  his  biogra[>her8  has  gleaned 

the  some  interesting  particulars  about  his  family  history.  His 

diat  ancestors  once  lived  at  Manningham,  near  Bradford,  but  his 

pur-  pn'at-graiidfather  migrated  to  London  towards  the  end  of 

ues,  the  last  century,  and  set  up  the  business  of  a  furrier,  which 

1  as  was  contimud  in  the  family  for  three  generations.  Several 

and  members  of  the  family  were  clergymen  of  the  Chui’ch  of 

rent  England,  but  the  only  one  who  attained  to  such  distinction 

iins,  !  as  is  indicated  by  a  notice  in  the  ‘  Dictionary  of  Nathuial 

An  !  ‘  Biography  ’  Wiis  Dr.  Joseph  Jowett,  Regius  Professor  of 

jury  Civil  Law  at  (’ambridge,  who  died  in  181.‘{,  and  was  the 

reil-  f  Master’s  great-uncle.  From  domestic  records  we  catch 

ical  I  glimpses  of  a  tranquil  eva?igelical  family,  in  which  such 

o  a  names  as  Wesley,  Newton,  and  Venn  were  household  words, 

iner  with  much  quiet  culture,  and  a  strong  taste  for  music — traits 

■tile  -  which  help  to  explain  some  characteristic  features  of  the 

ini-  Master  himself.  Jowett’s  father — the  most  innocent,  un- 

^^ely  j  worldly,  and  unpractical  of  mortals — started  in  the  family 
ible  business,  but  did  not  succeed.  The  financial  crisis  of  182(> 

ent  appears  to  have  given  the  finishing  stroke  to  a  decayiiig 

jm-  I  business.  He  joined  a  firm  of  printers  in  Bolt  Court,  Fleet 

his  j  Street,  and  after  various  other  occupations,  including  some 

On  philanthropic  work  in  connexion  with  the  late  Lord  Shaftes- 

ted  kury,  finally  became  absorbed  in  the  unreinunenitive  task 
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of  producing  a  metrical  version  of  tlie  Psalms.  Meanwhile 
the  family  had  no  settled  home,  and  were  to  be  found 
sometimes  at  Bath,  sometimes  on  the  Continent,  at  Paris, 
Bunn,  or  elsewhere,  sometimes  at  a  quiet  English  watering 
place.  Two  of  the  sons  went  out  to  India  in  the  Company’s 
service,  but  died  early.  After  the  father’s  death  in  1859, 
the  mother  and  last  surviving  sister  settled  at  Torquay, 
where  the  mother  died  very  shortly  before  her  son’s  election 
to  the  mastership  of  his  college.  The  sisb-T  had  become  a 
Catholic,  and  on  her  death  the  Master  was  left  without  any 
near  n^lations,  and  became  in  fact  the  ‘  Melcliisedee  ’  which 
he  had  been  playfully  christened  by  his  early  college  friends. 
During  all  these  years  the  burden  of  supporting  his  family 
had  fallen  mainly  on  the  Oxford  son.  He  was  a  most 
devoted  son  and  brother,  and  in  the  intimate  letters  of  his 
later  years  there  are  many  b)uching  references  to  his  parents, 
brothers,  and  sisters,  who  were  always  in  his  memory.  But 
it  was  his  college  that  was  his  true  home,  and  his  friend¬ 
ships,  mostly  derived  from  college  relations,  bound  him 
with  links  far  stronger  than  family  ties.  ‘The  heiid  of  a 
‘  college,’  he  writes  in  one  of  his  later  notebooks,  ‘  should 
‘  be  identified  with  the  int<-rests  of  the  college.  The  life  of 
‘the  college  is  his  life.  His  memory  is  the  memory  of  the 
‘college.  He  is  married  to  the  college,  and  has  a  duty  to 
‘  supiK»rt  his  family.’  When  he  believed  himself  to  be  dying 
in  1891  he  ‘  spoke  constantly  of  his  friends,’  writes  Mrs.  T. 
H.  Green, 

‘saying  how  good  tliuy  had  huun  to  Iiiin.  lie  was  often  dietiiting 
letters  to  tliein,  and  if  1  reinoiistr.'iled  lie  rejilied,  with  i  niotiun,  tlial  us 
long  Hs  lie  could  he  wanted  to  think  of  his  friends  and  the  college.  “1 
“  owe  everything  to  the  college.”  One  inorning  he  told  me  to  get  the 
register  and  rejid  the  niunes  from  the  heginning  of  the  volmnc.  I 
stumhhd  over  the  Latin  names  as  well  as  1  could,  and  he  bowed  hi.s 
head  as  tile  name  of  a  friend  amie.’ 

In  lH2fl,  when  Jowett  was  twelve  years  old,  he  was  sent 
as  a  day  scholar  to  St.  Patil’s  School,  under  the  shadow  of 
Ihe  great  City  Cathedral.  The  family  circumstances  were 
nmcli  straitened,  and  his  mother  with  most  of  her  children 
had  about  this  time  taken  refuge  with  a  widowed  sister  at 
Bath.  The  father,  who  was  engaged  in  his  printing  business 
in  Bolt  Court,  went  to  and  fro  Ix-tween  Bath  and  London, 
Avhilst  young  Benjamin  stayed  in  solitary  lodgings  in  the 
City’.  He  remained  in  London  even  during  the  vacations  to 
avoid  the  expense  of  long  journeys  to  a  distant  home.  It 
must  have  been  a  strange  and  lonely’  boyhood,  such  as 
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Charles  Dickens  might  have  described.  Pauline  traditions 
still  relate  how  liis  father  used  to  take  him  between  school 
hours  to  dine  at  some  literary  chophouse,  such  as  the 
‘Cheshire  Cheese,’  and  how  the  regular  customers  were 
‘  embarrassed  by  the  presence  of  the  boy,  the  more  so  as  the 
‘  father  would  put  him  through  his  facings  in  their  hearing.’ 

His  biographers  have  preserved  a  characteristic  anecdote 
of  his  early  school  life:  — 

‘  A  statute  of  the  fuuiidation,  l>y  wliioh  a  Isjy  wlio  liad  l)een  absent 
more  tlian  a  certain  iiuiiiber  of  days  was  to  t()rteit  his  ])lacc  in  the 
.scl)ool,  was  about  to  be  levived.  A  comrade  ol  Benjamin’s  was  run¬ 
ning  dangerously  near  the  limit,  and  was  sup])Osed  to  be  unaware  of 
the  declared  intention  to  put  the  rule  in  force.  At  the  boy’s  home,  in 
some  far-lying  su})urb,  the  bell  was  rung  late  iit  night,  and  a  small 
figure  was  found  on  the  doorstep.  It  was  little  Benjamin,  who  had 
walked  tor  many  miles  to  warn  his  friend  of  the  danger  he  was  in¬ 
curring.’  (Vol.  i.  p.  .‘15. f 

Then*  are  still  alive  some  of  his  school  contemporaries 
who  remember  him  as  ‘  a  pretty-looking  boy-youth,  who 
‘  wore  a  perpetual  sort  of  green  sateen,  which  never  got  to  the 
‘dignity  of  a  coat-tail,’  and  describe  liim,  when  in  the  eighth 
(the  highest)  class,  as  ‘  a  very  young-looking  boy  with  round 
‘  face  and  bright  eyes,  retiring  in  manner,  hnt  holding  his 
‘own  and  nincli  respected.’ 

Jowett  speedily  rose  to  the  head  of  his  school,  and  it 
became  necessary  to  think  of  his  further  education.  The 
ablest  of  his  schoolfellows,  such  us  the  late  Lord  Haiinen 
and  the  late  Judge  Eddis,  went  to  Trinity,  Cambridge,  and 
it  was  there  that  Jowett  himself  desired  to  go.  But  he  had 
entered  St.  Pa  til’s  too  late  to  be  eligible  for  a  school  exhibi¬ 
tion,  and  without  some  such  aid  college  was  impossible. 
Under  these  circumstances  a  Iriend  of  his  mother’s  suggested 
that  be  should  he  sent  to  compete  for  a  scholarship  at 
Biilliol,  one  of  the  very  few  colleges  where  scholarships  were 
open  without  I’cstriction  of  .sch«K>l,  place  of  birth,  or  founder’s 
kin.  To  Balliol  accordingly  he  was  sent,  and  in  November 
183.>  ‘  the  slightly-built  curly-headed  lad  who  seemed  the 
‘last  candidate  likely  to  gain  whut  was  then  considered  the 
‘  blue  ribbon  of  scholursliip  ’  was  electtjd  to  a  scholarshi])  in 
the  college  which  was  to  he  his  home  for  the  rcinaining 
fifty-eight  years  of  his  life. 

The  first  formal  interview  between  the  ‘  old  Master,’  Dr. 
Jenkyns,  and  the  lad  who  was  destined  to  he  his  successor 
has  been  graphically  described  by  one  who  was  present,  and 
is  too  characteristic  to  he  omitted  : — 
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‘  On  tlie  niorning  alh-r  fmr  (‘loclion  wo  iiitt.  \ty  appointiuont  in  the 
Miistor’H  (lining  roDtn  to  piiy  liiiii  a  fdiinal  visit.  Dr.  Jcnkyns  had  not 
yet  appeared,  and  Jowett  laid  seated  hiiiis<;lt'  on  a  chair  in  the  hay 
window  overl<K)king  the  ehajiel  .'|uadraiigli‘,  arraytsl  in  acadc'inicals, 
th(!n  first  ]>ut  on  i'or  the  pur[ios(;  of  in.-itrieiilation.  Itnt  !  he  h:id 
forgotten  that  the  (sillege  cap  was  only  intmided  for  proU^ction  out  of 
dcKirs,  and  it  was  still  on  his  hetid  when  the  diKir  suddeidy  oj)ened,  and 
the  .Master,  with  his  ipiick  jerking  step,  swung  himself  into  the  room. 
Then,  apfmrently  sUirtled,  and  inflamed  with  real  or  simulated  passion, 
he  attacked  without  mercy  the  innocent  young  scholar  for  so  flagrant  a 
hreach  of  the  primary  laws  of  g>K)d  hrtieding.  “  Do  my  eyes  deceive 
“  me,  or  do  I  see  a  gentleman  in  my  dining-iiMnn  with  his  capon?" 
The  wiiole  scene  was  most  ji:(inful,  and  the  im[)ression  it  made  on  me 
is  indelible.  It  was  one  of  those  occasions  on  wdiich  Dr.  Jenkyns 
showed  his  want  of  sympathy,  of  t.tie  power  of  appreciatitig  other 
minds,  and  of  allowing  for  circiimst'ttices.  But  his  good  feelings 
(juickly  came  to  his  aid,  and  he  commenced  a  more  friendly  and  coiu- 
idirnentary  address,  hy  the  half-jesting,  half-sarcastic  remark,  “  1 
suppo.se  it  was  the  novelty  of  the  hauhle.”  These  were  the  tpsissima 
verba.' 

It  may  have  btieii  with  the  reuienxbnince  of  this  formidtihle 
interview  in  his  niirnl  that  Jowett  wrote  of  Dr.  Jenkyns 
many  years  later,  ‘  He  was  a  considerable  actor,  and  would 
‘  put  on  severe  looks  to  terrify  freshmen,  but  was  really  kind- 
‘  hearted  and  indulgent  to  them.’ 

Then,  as  now,  the  scholar  electiid  in  November  usually 
deferred  his  residence  till  the  following  October  term,  and 
Jowett  returiHul  after  his  election  to  his  lodgings  in  the  City 
Itoad  and  to  his  school  life  at  St.  Paul’s.  His  college 
scholarship  was  not  enough  to  live  on,  but  the  Mercers’ 
Company  came  to  his  help  by  electing  him  to  one  of  Lady 
North’s  exhibitions,  and  by  awarding  him  an  honorarium  of 
100/.  for  cataloguing  the  sclnxd  library.  Even  then  his 
means  were  very  scanty,  and  it  was  only  on  terms  of  the 
strictest  economy  that  college  life  was  jxossible.  It  was  his 
own  experience  of  early  poverty  that  taught  him  to  help  the 
poor,  a  lesson  which  he  never  forgot.  When  he  was  a  college 
tutor  his  third  room  was  constjintly  occujtied  by  some  under¬ 
graduate  who  could  not  afford  to  pay  room  rent.  His  purse 
was  always  open,  his  time  and  practical  help  wen;  always 
given  without  stint,  to  the  needy  scholar.  Throughout  his 
lift'  he  was  scheming  and  devising  plans  for  making  the 
university  m(»re  acc<*ssible  to  the  student  of  slender  means. 

The  Oxford  and  Balliol  to  which  the  young  scholar  ‘  in  a 
‘round  jacket  and  with  a  turned-down  collar’  (as  was  long 
afterwards  remembt'red)  went  up  in  October  18J(J  were  very 
different  places  from  the  Oxford  and  Balliol  of  the  present 
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day.  Oxford  was  seethinfj  with  ecclesiastical  controversy. 
The  ‘  Oxford  movement  ’  had,  according  to  Dean  Church’s 
chronology,  run  through  three  years  of  its  twelve  years’ 
course.  Hurrell  Froude  had  just  died.  Tract  XC  was  still 
more  than  four  years  off.  Orthodox  Oxford  had  just  been 
excited  to  fury  by  Lord  Melbourne’s  appointment  of  Hampden 
to  the  Regius  Professorship  of  Divinity,  and  Arnold  was 
fulminating  in  these  pages  against  Hampden’s  persecution. 
Balliol  was  half  its  present  size,  and  its  staff  was,  like  that 
of  other  colleges,  wholly  clerical.  But  the  wise  and  far¬ 
sighted  policy,  adopted  in  1828,  of  throwing  open  its 
scholarships,  and  the  practical  sagacity  of  Dr.  Jenkyns,  who 
had  ruled  it  since  1819,  had  already  given  it  a  position 
among  Oxford  colleges  quite  disproportionate  to  its  size  and 
means,  and  had  attracte*!  to  its  walls  men  destined  to 
eminence  in  many  walks  of  life.  Tail,  the  future  Arch¬ 
bishop,  and  Scott,  of  the  Lexicon,  were  two  of  its  tutors. 
W.  (j.  Ward — ‘ideal’  Ward — was  the  Mathematical  Lec¬ 
turer.  Edward  Cardwell  (afterwards  Lord  Cardwell)  was  a 
junior  Fellow.  Among  Jowett’s  contemporaries  at  Balliol, 
within  a  year  or  two  on  either  side,  were  Arthur  Stanley, 
Lake,  Uoulburn,  (Sir)  Benjamin  Brodie,  (Vice-Chancellor) 
Wickens,  Hugh  Pearson,  Samuel  Waldegrave  (afterwards 
Bishop  of  Carlisle),  Stafford  Northcote  (Lord  Iddesleigh), 
Arthur  Hobhouse  (Lord  Hobhouse),  T.  H.  Farrer  (Lord 
Farrer),  William  Rogers  (of  Bishopsgate),  Arthur  Hugh 
Clough,  Frederick  Temple,  now  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
and  John  Duke  Coleridge,  recently  Lord  Chief  Justice  of 
England. 

Among  the  undergraduates,  then  as  now,  there  were 
many  different  sets. 

‘There  was  the  Eton  set,  laillhint  an<l  careless,  liill  of  gentlemanly 
<|iialities,  but  also  of  boyish  fim.  There  were  the  Scotchmen,  in 
striking  contnist  to  these,  not  less  noisy  iwrhaps,  but  plodding  and  in¬ 
dustrious,  and  bringing  with  them  more  of  metiphysics  than  of 
clasriciil  learning.  And  there  were  tlie  lingliy  num,  full  of  enthusiasm 
lor  Dr.  Arnold,  in  whose  un|>opularity  they  gladly  shared.  They  knew 
more  of  history  than  the  rest,  and  were  eager  to  break  a  lance  in 
theological  controversy.’ 

Such  was  the  society  into  which  the  young  scholar  was 
plunged.  ‘  His  youthful  person,’  says  one  of  his  con¬ 
temporaries,  ‘  his  round  hairless  face,  which  in  later  years 
‘  made  that  mother  of  nicknames,  Mrs.  Crote,  call  him  the 
‘  “  cherub ;  ”  his  low  shoes  and  white  stockings ;  his  brisk, 
‘  tripping,  almost  childish  gait,  made  him  a  noticeable  Kgure 
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‘  in  Balliol  quad.’  A  freshman  of  slender  means,  of  reserved 
manners,  and  coming  from  one  of  the  less-known  schools, 
would  make  few  acquaintances  at  fii*8t.  One  of  those  who 
were  admitted  to  his  intimacy  in  undergraduate  days  was 
Lord  Hobhouse,  from  whose  very  interesting  rt^miniscences 
some  extracts  may  be  permitted  ; — 

‘  The  part  of  Jowott’s  character,’  he  writes,  ‘  which  was  most  attrac¬ 
tive  to  me  was  his  jjorfect  simplicity,  truth,  and  originality.  Hohind 
his  pretty,  girlish  looks,  nuiet  voice,  and  gentle,  shy  manner  one  soon 
found  out  that  there  lay  a  robust  masculine  understanding,  which 
would  not  accept  commonplaces  :is  true  or  iiiere  authority  as  a  guide. 

1  think  that  most  boys  of  eighteen  are  apt  to  repeat  without  testing 
what  they  have  been  accustomed  to  hear,  to  fitney  that  what  they  see 
in  print  must  be  true,  and  to  accept  for  gospel  what  comes  to  them 
accre<lited  by  the  authorities  of  their  little  world.  Certainly  that  was 
the  case  witli  me.  And  then  I  came  into  contact  with  one  who,  not 
flippant  nor  irreverent  nor  specially  fond  of  paradox,  nor  sjmcially 
desirous  of  victory  in  a  discussion,  yet  insistcsl  on  seeing  everything 
with  his  own  eyes,  and  refused  to  utter  a  projK)8ition  until  his  own 
judgment  was  sufficiently  in  accordance  with  it.  1  looked  iqatn  Jowett 
as  the  frealie.st  and  most  original  mind  1  had  come  across;  and  I  still 
think  that  1  have  never  held  converse  with  anyone  who  was  more 
thoroughly  original,  or  more  careftil  to  .sjiy  only  what  he  made  his  own. 
Among  the  living  influences  which  comjudled  me  to  think  and  tended 
to  invigorate  my  thoughts  in  the  jJastic  age  lietween  eighteen  and 
twenty,  1  j»ut  as  cliiefest  the  lectures  of  Archbishop  Tait  and  my  inter- 
cotirse  with  Jowett.  .  .  .  I’robably  the  j)arts  they  played  in  after  life 
will  go  far  to  jiustify  my  estimate.  Jowett’s  fearles.s,  and  apparently 
jtassionless,  tenacity  under  the  storms  which,  at  least  <luring  the  first 
lialfofhis  working  life,  blew  with  great  violence  round  the  heads  of 
the  few  who  dared  to  think  for  themselves  ami  to  say  so  ;  his  absti¬ 
nence  from  anything  like  triumph  when  he  made  his  jHtsition  good — 
all  these  things  seemed  to  me  the  natural  healthy  outgrowth  of  the 
twenty-year-old  boy,  whose  resolute  (piestionings  startled,  {>osed,  inte- 
resU-d,  and  attracted  me.’ 

Jowett  soon  justilied  his  election  by  obtiiining^  the 
Hertford  University  .Sclnthirship.  He  had  been  helped  in 
reading'  for  this  by  a  timely  j'ift  of  201.,  which  enabled  him 
to  pity  the  fee  of  a  coach.  The  anonymous  donor  sub¬ 
sequently  revealed  himself  as  J)r.  (Jreenhill,  who  became  a 
lifelong  friend.  He  figures  in  Dr.  Arnold’s  correspondence, 
and  married  a  niece  of  Arnold.  A  far  more  important 
success,  which  gave  him  independent  means,  and  finally 
determined  his  future  career,  awaited  him  in  the  following 
year.  In  the  November  of  1838  no  less  than  four  Balliol 
fellowships  fell  vacant,  and  attracted  a  brilliant  field  of 
competitors  from  the  whole  university.  Under  an  excep- 
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tional  rule,  since  abolished,  Balliol  fellowships  were  then 
open,  not  only  to  graduates  of  any  college,  but  to  scholars 
of  Balliol,  whether  graduates  or  not.  Jowett  presented 
himself  under  this  rule  while  still  an  undergraduate,  and 
was  elected  along  with  Lake,  Lonsdale,  and  Woolcombe. 
In  connexion  with  the  election  three  incidents  may  be 
mentioned,  as  illustrating  the  ironies  of  fate,  the  principles 
on  which  college  elections  were  then  conducted,  and  the 
fallibility  of  electors.  Arthur  Stanley,  who  was  a  scholar 
of  Balliol,  and  .lowett’s  senior  by  two  years,  had  lx‘en  warned 
that  he  was  stisjx'cted  of  ‘Traclarian  sympathies,’  and  that 
his  want  of  orthodoxy  would  probabl  y  be  fatal  to  his  chances 
of  election  tr>  a  fellowship  at  his  own  college.  Accordingly 
in  the  previous  July  he  stood  for  and  was  elected  to  a 
fellowship  at  University  College,  much  to  the  indignation  of 
Mark  Pattison,  who  thought  that  the  claims  of  those  who 
came  from  ‘  the  parts  n*‘arest  Durham  ’  had  been  illegally 
passed  over.*  Among  the  Balliol  competitors,  John  Wickens, 
the  distinguished  equity  lawyer  and  Vice-Chancellor,  was 
considei'cd  by  his  college  contem|)oraries  to  be  the  ablest, 
and  was  generally  believed  to  have  done  best  in  the  examina¬ 
tion.  But  he  had  been  guilty  of  sundry  infractions  of 
discipline  as  an  undergraduate,  and  he  was  not  elected. 
‘  Mr.  Wickens,’  Dr.  Jenkyns  is  rep()rted  to  have  said  to  him 
afterwards,  ‘  we  have  elected  in  preference  to  you — a  little 
‘  child.’  Among  the  out-college  camlidat(‘S  were  two  Oriel 
undergraduates,  Mark  Pattison  and  K.  C.  Woolcombe.  The 
choice  fell  on  Woolcombe. 

Every  Balliol  fellowship  was  at  that  date  clerical  in  the 
sense  that,  as  a  condition  of  its  tenure,  it  involved  taking 
orders  within  four  years  from  the  master’s  degree.  It  also 
led  naturally  to  a  college  tutorship.  Jowett  took  orders  in 
1842,  and  in  the  autumn  of  the  same  year  was  appointed 
to  the  tutorship  which  he  held  until  he  became  master  of  his 
college.  What  were  the  qualities  which  gave  him  a  unique 
position  among  Oxford  tutors  and  made  him  par  excellence 
*  the  great  tutor  *?’ t  Interesting  evidence  on  this  point  is 
supplied  by  a  succession  of  his  pupils.  One  of  Jowett’s  first 
pupils  was  the  present  Lord  Farrer,  whom  he  coached  in 
the  Long  Vacation  of  18:18,  while  still  an  undergraduate' 
Fellow. 

‘  Towards  the  end  of  iny  time  at  Oxford,’  says  Lord  Farrer,  ‘  1  lost 

*  Pattison’s  ‘Memoirs,’  p.  175. 

f  The  name  given  to  him  by  Sir  Robert  Inglis. 
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the  g<KKl  caich,  Elder,  with  whom  I  was  reading  for  my  degree,  and 
hetcwk  me  to  two  Balliol  men  eqtially  kind,  and  jierhaps  equally  well- 
read,  but  very  different  in  their  effects  on  a  pupil’s  mind.  One,  who 
shall  he  nameless,  made  Aristotle’s  logic  as  unintelligible  to  me  as 
confusion  of  thought  in  the  interpreter  can  make  the  work  of  a  good 
master.  The  other,  Jowett  (I  really  cannot  remember  what  he  taught 
me),  managed  to  make  everything  he  taught  suggestive  and  productive 
of  thought.  Indeed,  if  I  were  to  attempt  to  characterise  in  a  lew 
words  the  effect  which  Jowett’s  jHjrsonality  had  uj)on  me  through  life, 
in  our  latest  visits  to  one  another,  as  well  as  in  those  early  days  at 
Balliol,  I  should  say  that  it  was  stimulating  rather  than  formative. 
His  instruction  was  not  the  explanation  of  a  system  of  thought  or  the 
communication  of  cut  and  dried  profK)sitions,  but  the  tipening  of  a 
vista  which  you  were  to  follow  up  yourself.  He  hail  the  ISocr.itic  art 
of  saying  to  youthbil  eagerness  “Are  you  sure  you  are  right.'”  but 
of  saying  it  in  such  a  manner  as  to  develop  zeal  in  the  pursuit  of  truth. 
He  discouraged  dogmatism ;  he  encouraged  thought.’ 

Andidetaoon  I'uliiier,  who  aft(*rwartls  Iteoaine  professor  of 
Latin,  was  assijrnoJ  to  Jowett  as  a  pupil  in  the  first  year  of 
Jowett’s  college  tutorship.  He  describes  the  pains  which 
Jowett  took  in  preparing  him  and  James  Riddell — the  finest 
Oxford  scholar  of  his  time— for  their  university  scholarship 
examinations,  the  exhaustive  plans  which  he  elaborated  of 
work  to  be  done  by  them  in  vacation,  and  subsequently  gone 
through  with  their  tutor  in  term.  ‘  In  dealing  with  com- 
‘  position,  it  was  his  method  to  criticise  rather  than  to 
‘  correct.  Of  course  he  pointed  out  flagrant  errors,  but  else 
‘  he  did  not  go  much  into  detail.  He  looked  rather  to  the 
‘  general  style,  and  when  the  composition  was  original,  to 
‘  the  treatment  of  the  subject.’  His  early  college  lectures 
were  those  ‘  of  a  well-read  and  able  man,  but  they  did  not 
‘  give  me  an  impression  of  learning  or  power  to  teach  which 
‘  was  singular  either  in  kind  or  degree.  One  thing  I 
‘  remember,  however,  which  was  peculiar  to  Jowett  among 
‘  our  lecturers,  and  it  is  a  thing  which  distinguished  him 
‘  through  life.  It  was  inventiveness.  He  was  fertile  in 
‘  experiments,’  which  the  Archdeacon  illustrates,  but  winds 
up  by  avowing  that  ‘  it  may  have  been  my  own  fault,  btit  1 
‘  cannot  remember  any  particular  advantage  which  we  derived 
‘  from  these  various  experiments.’ 

But  it  was  his  lectures  on  the  fragments  of  the  early 
Greek  philosophers,  begun  a  few  years  later  and  delivered  to 
a  small  Balliol  class,  tliat,  in  Archdeacon  Palmer’s  opinion, 
first  gave  him  a  position  wholly  different  from  other  lecturers 
and  were  ‘  the  true  foundation  of  his  greatness  in  the  eyes  of 
‘  Balliol  men  and  of  the  Oxford  world.’  His  hearers  wen* 
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‘stnick  bytlio  insight  which  he  show«'<l  into  the  speculations 
‘of  ancient  thinkei's,  and  by  the  felicity  of  expression  which 
‘  enabled  him  t<i  make  them  intelligible.’  It  must  be  re¬ 
membered  that  the  ground  which  he  struck  was  entirely 
fresh,  for  Aristotle’s  ‘  Ethics  ’  and  ‘  Rhetoric,’  studied  un- 
historically,  summed  up  (Ireek  philosophy  for  the  ‘  honours  ’ 
student,  and  Plato  had  not  yet  been  introduced  into  the 
university  course.  ‘  I  suspect,’  says  the  Archdeacon,  ‘  that 
‘ his  success  in  this  department  brought  to  himself  a  con- 
‘scionsness  of  power  which  gradually  unlocked  his  tongue, 
‘so  that  later  generations  of  pupils  were  able  to  enter  into 
‘his  thoughts  and  feelings  more  than  the  men  of  my  time 
‘  could  do.’  For  ‘  during  my  undergraduate  years  he  was 
‘singularly  silent  and  undemonstrative.  To  some  men  he 
‘was  |)Ositivety  alarming.’  As  yt'ars  went  on  ‘this  early 
‘  taciturnity  grew  less.’  Meanwhile  his  unfailing  kindness 
‘  made  an  impre.ssion  upon  those  who  were  least  able  to 
‘appr(*ciate  his  intellectual  gifts,’  whilst  ‘his  independence 
‘  of  mind,  his  originality,  his  fulness  of  resources  attracted 
‘to  him  the  ablest  men.’  ‘At  last  even  his  fits  of  silence 
‘came  to  have  a  charm  of  their  own,  and  to  give  weight  to 
‘the  pithy  utterances  which  succeeded  them.’  This  is  very 
true,  but  it  is  also  true  that  the  ‘  tits  of  silence  ’  continued 
to  alarm  many  generations  of  umh'rgrjidnates  after  that  of 
Archdeacon  Palmer. 

The  impression  which  he  produced  on  an  able  pupil  in  the 
following  decade,  that  of  the  fifties,  cannot  be  b(*tter  described 
than  in  the  words  of  Mr.  W.  L.  Newtnau  : — 

‘  Jowett,  though  f>nly  tliirty-fivc,  was  already  grey-haired,  and  he 
was  altogether  much  more  unlike  other  peojile  tliaii  he  became  in  after 
years.  I  de.spair  of  conveying  to  anyone  wlio  did  not  know  liim  then 
anything  like  an  exact  idea  of  what  he  was.  He  left  on  me  a  stronger 
impression  of  genius  at  that  time  of  his  life  tlian  at  any  other. 
Moments  of  musing  anil  abstraction  were  allied  in  him  with  a  singular 
alertness  and  rapidity  of  mind  ;  meditative  power  went  hand  in  hand 
with  keen  insight. 

‘  I  well  rentetrber  his  ways.  When  tme  took  him  composition  he 
used  commonly  to  seat  himself  in  a  chair  placed  immediately  in  frontof  the 
fire  and  close  to  it,  and  to  intersperse  his  abru])t,  decided,  and  pithy 
comments  on  one's  work  with  vigorous  pokes  of  the  fire.  Occasion¬ 
ally  he  would  lapse  into  silence,  and  sjiy  nothing  whatever  perhajts  for 
two  or  three  minutes ;  tint,  if  one  rose  to  go,  one  often  found  that  his 
best  remarks  still  remained  U)  be  uttered.  The  silent  interval  had  been 
a  time  of  busy  tliought.  The  same  thing  sometimes  happened  on  the 
walks  which  he  often  took  me.  I  remember  one  day  when  we  walked 
for  some  time  in  the  same  direction  side  by  side  without  e,xchanging  a 
word;  then  I  said  something  which  caught  his  attention  and  roused 
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him,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  way  we  talked  eagerly  and  without  inter¬ 
mission.  lie  always  had  a  dislike  for  small  talk  and  trivialities,  and 
never  talked  unless  he  had  something  tosfiy.  I  have  heard  of  his  excusing 
his  silence  and  saying  “  If  I  sjiy  nothing,  it  is  not  because  I  am  out  of 
temper,  but  because  I  have  nothing  to  say.”  Ilia  occasional  abstrac¬ 
tion,  or  apparent  aV).straction — now  and  then  accompanied  by  the  half- 
uncon.scious  “crooning”  in  a  low  voice  of  a  kin<i  of  tune— never 
disguised  to  fho.se  who  knew  him  his  real  alertness  or  the  keen  watch¬ 
fulness  of  his  intere.st  in  his  pupils.  In  later  days  all  this  passed  away, 
not  altogether  unregretted  by  sonu*  of  us.  The  intervals  of  silence 
also  becjime  rarer;  I  remember  a  h.ilf-j«ico.se  remark  of  Pattison’.s 
about  him  towards  the  end  of  the  sixties,  “  Now  there’s  aft’ability.” 

‘  .Jowett’s  lectures  were  not  in  my  experience  of  much  dire<-t  use  for 
the  examination  schools;  they  were  li.-irdly  systematic  enough  tor  that, 
hut  they  showed  us  how  to  stale  anil  handle  questions,  and,  as  (.Ireeii 
once  said  to  me,  they  “  gave  one  glimpses.”  .  .  . 

‘  But  1  think  that  his  conversation  was  even  more  useful,  lie  often 
took  his  pupils  for  walks  and  invited  tliem  to  breakliist,  .-ind  1  am 
sure  that  1  learnt  much  frem  this  fainiliar  intercourse  with  him.  In 
those  days  he  was  quite  unconventional,  and  his  occasional  int«*rvals 
of  silence  may  have  been  baffling  and  disappointing  to  .some,  but  no 
convers<'ition  was  more  stimulating  to  thought  than  his.  It  did  not 
stimulate  to  research  or  to  learned  inquiry,  but  to  thought.  ...  lie 
was  at  his  best  when  some  observation  threw  him  into  a  moinentiiry 
reverie ;  he  would  be  silent  for  it  minute  or  two  jind  then  sjiy  some- 
thing  which  went  to  the  lieart  of  the  m.itter.  His  strength  l.iy  especi¬ 
ally  in  quick  |)erception — quick  jierception  of  fact — quick  i>ercpption 
of  character — quick  perception  of  the  l>est  thing  to  be  done.  His 
insight  into  ch.aracter  was  very  keen  .and  was  aided  by  his  ready 
imaginative  sympathy.  No  one  was  more  ;dive  than  he  was  to  the 
subtle  mingling  of  good  and  bad  in  human  nature,  to  the  frequent 
combination  in  it  of  characteristics  apparently  opi)osite  and  incom¬ 
patible. 

‘  Nothing,  however,  in  his  relations  to  his  pupils  pleases  me  more  in 
retrospect  than  the  fatherly  vigilance  with  which  he  watched  over 
able  but  unsteady  men.  lie  was  untiring  in  his  efforts  to  keep  them 
straight,  and  when  he  failed  in  this,  to  set  them  cn  their  feet  again. 
1  le  cared  for  them  as  few  fathers  care  for  unsteady  sons,  saving  them 
from  themselves  and  persevering  in  the  face  of  disappointment. 

‘  His  gifts  ensured  him  unbounded  influence  with  young  men  of 
ability.  His  marked  individuality  of  (character,  which  made  itself 
lelt  in  everything  he  said  or  did,  his  combination  of  force  of  chanacter 
with  gentleness,  of  many-sidedness  with  intensity,  of  gre.at  power  of 
thought  with  priicfical  ability,  won  enthusiastic  acceptance  from  clever 
young  men.  His  interests  were  almost  as  v.aried  as  his  gifts.  Here 
was  a  man  who  seemed  to  stand  at  the  parting  of  many  ways.  Reli¬ 
gion,  philo.sophy,  poetry,  Greek  literature — these  were  his  favourite 
studies,  but  he  added  to  them  a  keen  interest  in  human  nature  and  in 
(iractical  business.  There  was  nothing  cramping  about  his  influence 


18P7. 


41*) 


over  UB.  I  never  found  that  he  made  any  attempt  tu  eui'uiue  upon  me 
any  particular  set  of  views.  His  strong  sense  of  humour  was  an 
added  charm.  I  think  it  was  just  after  he  brought  out  tlie  second 
edition  of  his  book  on  St.  Paul  that  he  said  to  me,  needing,  no 
doubt,  some  relief  fron>  the  drudgery  of  his  proofs,  “  Now  I  must  read 
some  Aristophanes.”  * 

Jowett’s  university  lectures  were  of  the  same  character  as 
his  college  lectures.  They  were  merely  addressed  to  a  larger 
audience.  His  own  view  always  was  that  there  was  no 
essential  difference  between  the  work  of  a  college  tutor  and 
the  work  of  a  university  professor,  and  that  in  each  case  the 
old-fashioned,  informal,  catechetical  teaching  was  of  greater 
educational  value  than  the  set  discourses  which  have  more 
recently  come  into  vogue.  We  may,  therefore,  fitly  supple¬ 
ment  these  sketches  of  his  college  teaching  with  a  letter 
which  the  late  Mr.  Walter  Pater  wrote  very  shortly  before 
his  death  ;  — 

‘  You  have  asked  me  to  write  a  few  lines  “  describing  the  impression 
Jowett  made  on  out-college — i.c.,  non-Balliol  men,”  when  he  tjiught 
the  iiniversity  for  nothing.  Like  many  others,  1  received  much  kind¬ 
ness  and  help  from  him  when  I  wiis  reading  for  my  degree  (18(10  to 
1802)  and  Jifterwards.  large  number  of  hours  in  every  week  of  term 
time  must  have  been  spent  in  the  private  teaching  of  undergraduiites, 
not  of  his  own  college,  over  and  above  his  lectures,  which  of  course  were 
open  to  all.  They  found  him  a  very  encouraging  but  really  crittc.-il  judge 
of  tlieir  work — essays  and  the  like — listening  from  7.30  to  lU.Sit  to  a 
pupil,  or  a  jrtiirof  pupils,  for  half  an  hour  in  turn.  Of  course  many  availed 
themselves  of  the,  1  believe,  unprecetlented  offer  to  receive  e.xercises 
in  Greek  and  English  in  this  way,  and  on  the  part  of  one  whose  fame 
among  the  youths,  though  he  was  then  something  of  a  reclu.se,  was 
already  established.*  Such  fame  rested  on  his  great  originality  as 
a  writer  and  thinker.  He  seemed  to  have  tiikcn  the  measure,  not 
merely  of  all  opinions,  but  of  all  |)os8ible  ones,  and  to  have  ])ut  the 
liist  refinements  on  literary  expression.  The  charm  of  that  was 
enhanced  by  a  certain  mystery  about  his  own  philosophic  and  other 
opinions.  You  know  at  this  time  his  writings  were  thought  by  some  to 
Imj  obscure.  These  impressions  of  him  had  been  derived  from  his  e8.siv8 

*  .Vt  that  time  college  teaching  was  very  imi)erfectly  organised,  and 
at  many  colleges  a  young  man  who  was  reading  for  honours  and  could 
not  utlbrd  to  jMiy  for  a  coiich  was  left  much  to  his  own  resources. 
One  day  in  the  early  sixties  .Jowett  sent  for  a  young  Halliol  under¬ 
graduate,  who  had  finished  his  paper- work  in  ‘Greats’  ou  the 
previous  day,  and  said  to  him,  characteristically  enough,  ‘  You  will 
have  some  leisure  now;  can  you  give  me  a  little  help  7’  handing  him  a 
long  list  of  names.  The  list  proved  to  be  one  of  men  from  all  colleges 
who  had  been  in  the  habit  of  bringing  him  work  of  the  most  various 
kind,  at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night. 
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on  St.  I’axirB  EpistlcB,  which  at  that  time  were  much  read  and  jwndcred 
by  the  more  intellectual  sort  of  undergraduates.  When  he  lectured 
on  Plato  it  was  a  fascinating  thing  to  see  those  ({ualities  as  if  in  the 
act  of  creation,  his  lectures  being  informal,  unwritten,  and  seemingly 
unpremeditated,  but  with  many  a  long  remenilxered  gem  of  expression 
or  delightfully  novel  idea,  which  seemed  to  be  lying  in  wait  whenever, 
at  a  loss  for  a  moment  in  his  somewhat  hesitating  discourse,  he  opned 
a  book  of  loose  notes.  They  piissed  very  soon  into  other  notebooks 
all  over  the  univeraity  ;  the  larger  part,  but  1  think  not  all  of  them, 
into  his  published  introduction  to  the  “  Dialogues.”’ 

Those  extracts  suftice  to  illustrate  the  characteristics  of 
Jovvett’s  teaching.  He  profoundly  believed,  he  practised 
with  signal  skill  and  success,  the  Siocratic  doctrine  that  the 
art  of  teaching  is  ‘  niaieutic,’  that  it  consists  not  so  much  in 
communicating  knowledge  as  in  eliciting  thought.  It  was 
not  merely  his  theory  of  education,  but  the  bent  of  his  mind, 
that  made  him  less  disposed  and  less  qualified  to  impart 
formal,  systematic  instruction.  He  carried  fastidiousness  of 
expression  to  a  fault.  And  there  was  also  a  certain  aloofness 
in  his  mind.  His  thoughts  seemed  to  move  habitually  in 
some  different  plane  from  that  of  his  hearer,  in  some  remote 
enqxyrean,  from  which  they  maintained  communication  with 
the  lower  world  by  an  occasional  lightning-flash,  with  results 
often  disconcerting  to  his  interlocutor.  Yet  at  the  same 
time  he  showed  a  rare  power  of  divining  the  moral  and 
intellectual  needs  and  shortcomings  of  his  pupils.  ‘The 
‘  secret  of  success  as  a  college  tutor,’  he  wrote  in  his 
memorial  notice  of  G.  U.  Luke,  ‘  is  chiefly  devotion  to  his 
‘  work  and  consideration  for  the  character  of  young  men.’ 
It  was  from  these  two  causes,  even  more  than  from  his 
intellectual  gifts,  that  his  exceptional  influence  arose. 

‘  In  my  opinion,’  writes  tlie  present  Warden  of  Merton,  ‘  Jowett’s 
heroic  industry,  during  liis  tutorial  career,  has  never  been  fully 
appreciated.  At  almo.st  all  liours  of  the  day,  and  up  to  a  very  late 
liour  at  night,  his  door  was  always  open  to  every  man  in  the 
college  seeking  help,  and,  though  1  was  never  among  his  chosen 
disciples,  I  continued  after  taking  my  degree  to  bring  him  answers  to 
jjuostions  at  my  own  request,  which  he  looked  over  and  criticised 
as  carefully  as  ever.  No  other  tutor  in  my  exfxerience  has  ever 
ap|)roached  him  in  the  depths  and  extent  of  his  jxastoral  sujxervision,  if 
I  may  .so  call  it,  of  young  thinkers ;  and  it  may  be  truly  said  that  in  his 
fiupil-room,  thirty,  forty,  and  fifty  years  ago,  were  disciplined  many  of 
the  minds  which  arc  now  exercising  a  wide  influence  over  the  nation.’ 

The  devotion  was  contagious.  The  spirit  of  self-sacrificing 
absorption  in  educational  work  has  never  been  carried  to  a 
higher  or  more  ideal  pitch  than  in  the  small  body  of  tutors 
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aud  lecturers  who  gathered  round  Jowett  at  lialHol.  For 
many  years  the  teaching  work  of  the  college  has  been  con¬ 
ducted  and  its  Hnances  have  been  administered  in  detiance, 
and  hitherto  in  successful  defiance,  of  those  rules  of  orthodox 
political  economy  which  Jowett  used  once  to  propound  in 
his  lecture-room.  Balliol  has  always  been  one  of  the  poorer 
colleges.  Her  extensive  new  buildings,  the  increase  in  the 
number  and  value  of  her  scholarships  and  exhibitions, 
the  doubling  of  the  number  of  her  undergraduates,  have 
diminished  instead  of  augmenting  the  slender  financial 
resources  of  her  teaching  staff.  It  has  been  the  magic  of 
personal  influence  that  has  reared  those  goodly  piles,  the 
contagious  example  of  self-sacrificing  devotion  that  has 
supplied  the  teaching  power  for  all  those  undergraduates. 

In  the  midst  of  his  tutorial  labours  Jowett  contrived  to 
find  time  for  important  literary  work.  To  understand  the 
circumstances  under  which  his  first  published  work — the 
edition  of  St.  Paul’s  Epistles — was  projected  and  pro¬ 
duced,  it  is  necessary  to  go  back  to  his  early  days  at  Balliol. 
Among  the  intiuences  with  which  Jowett  was  then  brought 
into  contact,  the  most  powerful  were  those  of  W.  (J.  Ward 
and  Arthur  Stanley.  Ward  was  the  enfant  terrible  of  the 
Oxford  movement.  He  was  always  blurting  out  thijigs 
which  his  friends  would  have  preferred  to  express  otherwise 
or  to  leave  unsaid.  In  the  course  of  a  few  years  he  ran 
through  the  whole  theological  gamut,  advancing  from 
Benthamism  to  Whatelyism,  from  Whatelyism  to  Arnoldisni, 
from  Arnoldism  to  Newmanism,  leaping  gleefully  and 
boistei’ously  from  one  position  to  another,  till  be  took  his 
final  plunge  into  the  bosom  of  the  Catholic  Church.  The 
most  brilliant  of  conversationalists,  the  keenest  of  dialec¬ 
ticians,  if  you  conceded  his  premisses  you  were  irresistibly 
drawn  to  his  conclusions ;  only  he  had  a  habit  of  taking  his 
premisses  on  trust.  Jowett  was  thrown  into  close  inter¬ 
course  with  this  ‘  Silenus-Socrates,’  for  whom  he  had  a 
great  afft'ction,  and  of  whose  character  and  surroundings  he 
has  contributed  a  vivid  sketch  to  Mr.  Wilfrid  Ward’s  book.* 
It  was  to  Ward  that  he  probably  owed  his  first  introduction 
to  nietuphysical  inquiry,  and  there  was  a  time  when,  acconl- 
ing  t<)  his  own  account,  this  inquiry  seemed  to  be  leading 
him  in  the  direction  of  Puseyism  and  Catholicism.  But  his 
intellecdual  temperament,  which  was  nothing  if  not  critical, 
barred  the  way.  Niu  docs  it  appear  that  he  ever,  like  Mark 

*  W.  G.  Ward  and  the  Oxford  Movcnioiit,  Appendix  f). 
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Pattison,  came  under  the  personal  iiiHuence  of  John  Henry 
Newman.  Far  more  congenial  to  his  temperament  was  another 
theological  school  to  which  he  was  introduced  through  Stanley. 
The  High  Church  movement  in  England  was  but  part  of  the 
great  wave  of  Romanticism  which  was  passing  over  Western 
Europe  during  the  third  and  fourth  decades  of  this  century, 
which  was  as  much  a  product  of  as  a  reaction  against  the 
French  Revolution,  and  of  which  Chateaubriand,  Manzoni, 
and  Sir  Walter  Scott  were,  in  their  several  ways,  precursors 
and  exponents.  The  attempt  to  deepen  religious  feeling,  to 
free  theological  thought  from  the  trammels  of  conventionalism 
and  superficial  rationalism,  inevitably  took  one  of  two  forms. 
It  either  sought  to  revive  the  ideal  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
to  strip  that  Church  of  its  later  accretions,  and  to  build  up 
a  powerful  organisation,  appealing  to  the  {esthetic  sense  by 
the  splendour  of  its  ritual,  strong  in  discipline,  and  based  ou 
a  foundation  of  authority  and  dogma;  or  it  strove  to 
revive  and  continue  the  work  of  the  sixteenth- century 
reformeiTS,  to  adapt  that  work  to  the  needs  and  circum¬ 
stances  of  the  time,  to  combine  religion  with  freedom  of 
action  and  speculation,  and  to  find  the  essence  of  Chris¬ 
tianity,  not  in  assent  to  dogma  or  submission  to  authority, 
but  in  a  religious  life,  conforming  as  nearly  as  may  be  to 
the  ideal  presented  by  its  founder.  Cermany,  as  beseemed 
the  birthplace  of  Luther,  was  the  chief  home  of  this  latter 
movement,  and  Schleiermachcr  was,  in  the  early  part  of 
the  century,  its  greatest  leader.  The  young  Oxford  high 
churchmen  knew  little  about  the  contemporaneous  move¬ 
ment  of  thought  on  the  Continent.  Indeed,  the  readers, 
whether  of  Dean  Church  or  of  Mark  Pattison,  are  aware 
with  what  a  scanty  intellectual  equipment  they  advanced  to 
their  formidable  task,  and  how  narrow  were  the  foundations 
on  which  they  reared  their  imposing  structures  of  dogma. 
Pusey  had  sipped  the  German  waters,  and  pronounced  them 
poisonous.  It  was  through  another  channel  that  they  first 
filtered  into  Oxford.  Arnold  had,  as  a  historian,  been  pro¬ 
foundly  influenced  by  Niebuhr’s  criticisms  and  speculations, 
and  could  not  resist  the  conviction  that  the  methods  which 
Niebuhr  had  applied  to  profane  hisk>ry  must  eventually  be 
apitlied  to  sacred  history  also.  Towanls  the  eml  of  his  life 
he  acquired,  through  lUinscn,  some  a«;quaintance  with  the 
direction  of  theological  thought  and  criticism  in  Germany. 
Stanley  was  Arnohl’s  favourite  pupil,  his  ablest  and  most 
enthusiastic  chami»it»n.  Stanley  was  Jowett’s  senior  by  tw<» 
years  at  the  llalliol  scholars’  table,  and,  after  his  wont  and 
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the  fasliion  of  those  days,  used  to  take  out  the  junior 
scholar  for  an  afternoon  walk.  On  the  first  of  these 
occasions  he  is  said  to  have  reported  that  he  never  met  with 
such  a  disputatious  youth.  The  acquaintance,  as  is  well 
known,  soon  ripened  into  a  fast  and  lifelong  friendship. 
The  two  friends  conversed  eagerly,  corresponded  vigorously, 
fought  together  on  behalf  of  Ward,  in  the  interests,  not  of 
Romanism,  but  of  freedom,  co-operated  in  schemes  of 
university  reform,  discussed  plans  of  literary  work,  and 
took  long  vacation  tours  together  in  Germany.  llei’e, 
while  Stanley  revelled  in  the  visual  impressions  and  historic 
associations  of  continental  towns,  Jowett’s  eye  was  turned 
rather  to  the  inner  side  of  things.  We  may  imagine  how, 
while  his  more  exuberant  companion  was  off  sight-seeing, 
he  ‘  stood  on  a  bridge  at  Mainz  absorbed  in  Hegel’s  preface 
‘  to  the  “  Encyclopiidie.”  ’  He  plunged  deeply  into  the 
study  of  Kant  and  Hegel,  the  latter  of  whom  he  meditated 
translating  in  conjunction  with  Temple,  and  for  whom  he 
retained  his  early  reverence  in  later  years,  at  a  time  when 
he  was  deprecating  the  revival  of  Hegelian  metaphysics 
under  Green’s  influence  at  Oxford.*  And  there  is  internal 
evidence  in  his  writings  of  his  familiarity  with  the  leading 
German  theologians,  such  as  those  of  the  Tiibingen  school, 
especially  with  F.  C.  Baur,  whose  work  on  St.  Paul  ap¬ 
peared  in  184.>.  One  of  Arnold’s  schemes  had  been  the 
preparation  of  a  ‘  Rugby  ’  edition  of  St.  Paul’s  Epistles,  and 
the  two  friends  projected  a  work  which  should  give  eftect 
to  Arnold’s  design.  The  work  appears  to  have  been  planned 
in  184G,  but  did  not  see  the  light  till  nine  years  later, 
when  Stanley’s  book  on  the  Corinthians,  and  Jowett’s  two 
volumes  on  the  Thessalonians,  Galatians,  and  Romans,  ap¬ 
peared  on  the  same  day.  18.5.“)  was  a  critical  date  in  Jowett’s 
life.  In  the  previous  year  he  had  been  disappointed  in  his 
hope  of  succeeding  Jenkyns  as  Master  of  his  college.  In 
June  1855  he  published  the  book  which  fixed  his  position 
as  a  theologian.  In  the  Long  Vacation  of  that  year  he  was 
appointed  to  the  Regius  Professorship  of  Greek,  but  at 
once  found  his  work  thwarted  and  his  relations  embittered 
by  the  theological  controversies  which  raged  round  him 
for  the  next  ten  yeai's.  His  essay  on  the  ‘  Interprehition  of 
‘  the  Scripture,’  which  was  his  contribution  to  the  famous 

*  ‘  Me,’  the  Htudent  of  IK-gel,  *  rctuniM  again  and  again  to  the  study 
of  hia  writings  aa  to  tlie  recollection  of  a  first  love,  not  undeserving  of 
his  admiration  still.'  Intiwlnction  to  •  Lysi«,’  I’lato,  iv.  :W7. 
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‘Essays  and  Eeviews  ’  of  1860,  naturally  belonged  to  his 
earlier  work,  and  has  been  restored  to  its  proper  place  by 
the  recent  editor  of  the  Epistles. 

The  work  on  the  Epistles  consists  of  a  revised  translation, 
critical  and  explanatory  notes,  and  dissertations  on  some 
points  of  Pauline  theology.  In  this  work  Jowett  ‘  introduced 
‘  to  his  countrymen  the  results  of  Baur’s  critical  labours.’* 
But  he  was  far  from  being  a  servile  follower  of  Baur. 
Originality  of  treatment  and  independence  of  thought  are 
apparent  in  every  page.  The  principles  of  interpretation 
applied  are  expounded  in  the  essay  on  the  ‘  Interpretation  of 
‘  Scripture,’  in  which  he  demands  that  the  method  of  the 
classical  scholar  shall  be  applied  to  biblical  exegesis ;  in 
short,  that  ‘the  Bible  must  be  interpreted  like  every  other 
‘  book,’  and  thus  the  study  of  the  Scriptures  be  raised  to  the 
rank  of  the  most  valuable  portion  of  the  study  of  history  and 
antiquity.  ‘  Before  we  can  make  the  Old  and  New  Testa- 
‘  inents  a  real  part  of  education,  we  must  read  them,  not  by 
‘  the  help  of  custom  and  tradition  in  the  spirit  of  apology  or 
‘  controversy,  but  in  accordance  with  the  ordinary  laws  of 
‘  human  knowledge.’  The  object  of  the  interpreter  of  the 
Bible  should  be  ‘  to  read  Scripture  like  any  other  book,  with 
‘  a  real  interest  and  not  merely  a  conventional  one.  He 
‘  wants  to  be  able  to  open  his  eyes  and  see  or  imagine  things 
‘  as  they  truly  are.’ 

The  work  was  pronounced  by  an  intimate  friend  to  lx*  ‘  a 
‘  miracle  of  boldness.’  It  was  the  essay  on  the  Atonement 
which  gave  chief  olFence  to  the  orthodox.  The  appointment 
to  the  Regius  Professorship  was,  as  has  been  said,  made  in 
the  Long  Vacation  ;  but  it  was  not  till  the  following  October 
term  that  the  storm  gathered  to  a  head.  Under  an  anti¬ 
quated  statute  Jowett  was  summoned  before  the  Vice- 
Chancellor— Dr.  Cotton,  of  Worcester — and  required  to  sign 
the  Articles.  The  scene  which  ensued  has  often  been 
described,  with  sundry  apocryphal  incidents,  and  it  may 
therefore  be  well  to  give  Jowett’s  contemporaneous  version 
in  a  letter  to  Stanley  : — 

‘  Scene  :  Vice-ChtinreHors  Shid//. 

‘  A  douiestic  picture  of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  C.  Enter  Hereficus.  “  I  am 
ccnie  to  comply  with  your  recpiest.”  “  Will  you  write  your  nanie  on 
this  sheet  of  paper  and  on  that?”  Done.  Vice-Chancellor  turns 
ov<  r  letters  from  Goliuhtly  and  lleurtley,  mumbling  something  in  an 


*  Pfleiderer,  ‘  Development  of  Theology,’  p.  .387. 
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undertone  of  voice.  But  before  the  words  are  out  Hereticus  says 
“  Good  morning,”  and  escapes.’ 

Shortly  afterwards,  in  a  playful  letter  written  from 
Tennyson’s  house  to  the  child  of  a  friend,  he  says : — 

‘  A  little  monkey  of  an  old  gentleman  who  dresses  himself  in  black 
and  has  three  pokers  walk  before  him  has  been  teazing  me  lately,  and 
I  should  be  in  a  great  row  if  I  had  not  such  good  friends  as  Mama, 
Papa,  and  Tornie.’  * 

Jowett’s  attitude  during  the  years  of  controversy  which 
followed  was  consistent.  It  might  be  described  in  the 
homely  words  of  advice  given  by  Trollope’s  old  brickmaker 
to  his  parson  when  in  trouble  :  ‘  It’s  dogged  as  does  it.’  f  He 
went  steadily  on  with  his  work,  professorial  and  tutorial. 
He  declined  to  write  a  single  line  in  reply  to  any  of  the 
attacks  upon  him.  When  a  second  edition  of  the  Epistles 
was  called  for  he  revised  the  language  of  the  essay  on  the 
Atonement,  without  changing  any  of  its  essential  features. 
The  only  reference  to  passing  disputes  is  in  a  characteristic 
passage  which  he  inserted  among  the  final  paragraphs  :  ‘  At 
‘  the  end  of  life,  when  a  man  looks  back  calmly,  he  is  most 
‘  likely  to  find  that  he  has  exaggerated  in  some  things,  that 
‘he  mistook  party  spirit  for  a  love  of  truth.  Perhaps  he  had 
‘  not  sufficient  consideration  for  others,  or  stated  the  truth 
‘  itself  in  a  manner  which  was  calculated  to  give  offence.’ 
But  ‘  the  truths  about  which  we  are  disputing  cannot  partake 
‘of  the  passing  stir;  they  do  not  change  even  with  the 
‘greater  revolutions  of  human  things.’ 

After  the  goo<l  old  Star  Chamlx*r  fashion,  Jowett  was 
made  to  pay  with  his  pursi*  for  his  freedom  of  speech.  The 
only  salary  attached  to  the  Greek  professorship  was  a 
stipend  of  40/.  a  year.  It  had  always  been  held  as  a 
sinecure.  Jowett  made  it  a  reality — and  very  much  of  a 
reality.  In  other  cases  professorial  salaries  had  been  re¬ 
vised,  and  brought  into  relation  with  nu>dern  views  as  to 
professorial  work.  Jowett’s  salary  was  left  untouched. 
Questions  were  raised  as  to  whether  the  augmentation 
ought  to  come  from  the  State,  from  the  university,  or  from 
a  particular  college,  and  much  ink  was  i>oured  out  on  these 
side  issues.  But  everybody  knew  that  it  was  because  Jowett 
wsis  unorthodox  that  he  was  not  pai<l  for  teaching  Greek. 
For  ten  years  the  war  raged,  Jowett’s  friends  bringing 


*  The  child’s  pet  name. 
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forward  proposal  after  proposal,  whilst  he  himself  remained 
silent.  At  last  the  learning  of  Freeman,  the  historian, 
suggested  that  some  property  of  Christ  Chui’ch  might  be 
found  to  be  saddled  with  an  obligation  to  supply  the 
requisite  funds.  The  research  of  Mr.  Elton  supplied  the 
missing  link.  Christ  Church,  while  refusing  to  acknow¬ 
ledge  either  a  legal  or  a  moral  obligation,  yet,  ‘on  grounds 
‘  of  expediency,’  agreed  to  augment  the  salary  of  the  pro¬ 
fessorship  to  500/.  a  year.  On  the  other  petty  worries  of 
this  time,  such  as  tln^  abortive  proceedings  for  heresy  in  the 
Vice-Chancellor’s  Court,  it  is  unnecessary  to  dwell. 

Throughout  the  long  and  weary  controversy  Jowett  re¬ 
mained  silent,  though  not,  of  course,  indifferent.  He 
refused  an  offer  to  make  up  the  endowment  from  private 
sources ;  but  he  Avas  not  insensible  to  the  practical  incon¬ 
veniences  of  his  position.  ‘  One  of  my  friends  asks  me,’  he 
writes  in  1800,  ‘  whether  I  don’t  like  the  idea  of  being  a 
‘  martyr.  Indeed  I  don’t ;  it  is  extremely  inconvenient.’ 
It  is  in  a  different  strain  that  he  writes  gaily  to  Morier  at 
the  end  ; — 

‘  You  are  very  good  in  rejoicing  at  niy  endowment.  ...  1  was 
always  very  fond  of  money,  for  money  is  a  means  of  doing  mischief, 
and  1  have  always  been  a  great  lover  of  mischief.  1  am  not  insensible 
to  the  value  of  125/.  a  <inarter,  though  on  the  other  hand  I  do  not 
know  how  to  get  on  without  the  character  of  a  “  martyr.”  To  In;  a 
martyr  is  a  delightful  position  and  just  suits  me;  it  consists  in  doing 
nothing,  and  that  I  understand.  As  an  unfeeling  but  sigacious  friend 
once  said  to  me,  ”  Next  to  having  a  good  i)lace  there  is  nothing  like 
having  a  good  grievance.”  ’ 

This  was  said  in  jest ;  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  his 
‘  martyrdom  ’  did  not  strengthen  his  position.  It  brought 
him  sympathy  and  support  from  many  who  had  little  agree¬ 
ment  with  or  interest  in  his  theological  opinions.  The 
youth  of  Oxford  is  always  generous.  They  knew  little  and 
cared  less  from  what  source  the  professorial  endowment 
was  to  be  f>btained.  What  they  knew  and  felt  was  that  a 
man  who  was  working  as  no  Oxford  professor  had  ever 
worked  before,  who  devoted  all  his  energies  and  all  his  time 
to  university  teaching,  was  left  unpaid.  And  the  same 
feeling  struck  a  chord  in  every  generous  heart  throughout 
England. 

If  we  act  on  Jowett’s  advice,  and  review  his  book  after 
the  lapse  not  of  two  or  three  but  of  forty  years,  what 
verdict  shall  we  pronounce  ?  It  is  always  with  some  mis¬ 
givings  (hat  one  takes  up  a  book  which  has  been  the  subject 
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of  controversy  in  its  Jay.  Mow  much  of  it  is  ephemeral  9 
To  what  extent  are  its  interest  and  importance  durable  ? 
When  the  subject  of  controversy  is  theological,  there  are 
three  questions  which  may  be  asked  about  it.  First,  then*  is 
the  legal  question — Was  it  technically  orthodox  9  In  other 
words,  could  it  lx*  shown  by  the  ingenuity  of  lawyers  to  be 
consist«*nt  or  inconsistent  with  sundry  sixteenth-century 
iurmularies  which  the  ordinary  hiynnin  has  much  ditticnlty 
in  reconciling  with  each  other? — a  question  much  agitated 
in  its  day,  but  of  infinitesimal  im|X)rtance  now.  Then  there 
is  the  question  of  ethics  or  casuistry — How  far  was  the  hold¬ 
ing,  or  the  expression,  of  such  opinions  consistent,  not  legally, 
but  morally,  with  the  position  of  the  writer  ? — a  question  of 
permanent  interest,  because  it  raises  a  problem  always  re¬ 
curring  in  difterent  forms,  and  to  which  the  popular  answer 
is  usuail)  wrong,  though  it  sometimes  finds  su]>p«)rt  in  un¬ 
expected  quarters.  ‘  The  sentinel  who  deserts  should  be 
‘  shot,*  growled  Carlyle,  when  he  heard  of  ‘  Essays  and 
‘  Iteviews.’  Strange  words  from  a  professed  devotee  of  the 
eternal  verities  !  By  the  same  rule  he  would  have  given 
short  shrift  to  Luther  and  kindled  the  firebrand  for  Huss. 
Charges  of  theological  inconsistency  are  not  unlike  the 
charges  of  politicsil  inconsistency  which,  in  times  of  excite¬ 
ment,  are  hurled  against  statesmen.  Can  a  republican 
honestly  serve  a  monarchy  ?  When  Sir  Ilobert  Peel  yielded 
Catholic  einancipation,  when  he  gave  up  the  Corn  Laws,  was 
he  a  patriot  or  a  traitor?  So  we  might  tisk — Was  the 
Church  of  England  right  when  it  drummed  out  Wesley  ? 
Was  it  those  Anglicans  who  followed  Newman  to  the  Church 
of  Rome,  or  those  who  remained  behind,  who  ought  to  be 
condemned?  And  at  what  {xunt,  if  any,  did  their  action 
begin,  or  cease,  to  be  morally  defensible?  Must  not  a  dis¬ 
tinction  be  dniwn  between  those  who  have  to  consider 
whether  they  should  join  a  church  and  tliose  who  have  to 
consider  whether  they  should  leave  it?  If  those  inside  are 
imi//.led,  and  those  outside  are  hostile  or  indifferent,  whence 
is  reform  to  come?  Such  questions  might  lx*  indefinitely 
multiplied,  and  those  who  have  refiected  on  them  most,  and 
have  applied  them  dispassionately  to  their  own  position,  arc 
the  least  ready  to  condemn,  the  most  dispo-sed  to  answer  on 
the  side  of  tolerance  aind  generosity. 

There  remains  the  question  of  gnnitest  importance — 
What  is  the  intrinsic  value  of  the  book?  What  did  it  con¬ 
tribute  to  our  stock  of  knowledge  or  of  thought  ?  The 
second  edition  of  Jowett’s  ‘  Epistles  ’  was  for  many  years  out 
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of  date.  He  was  ofton  asked  tx)  re-edit.  He  always  refused, 
probably  for  reasons  similar  to  those  which  made  Sir  Henry 
Maine  decline  to  re-edit  his  ‘  Ancient  Law.’  Biblical 
criticism  had  advanced  ;  later  writings  would  have,  at  least, 
to  be  noticed  ;  re-editing,  if  it  were  to  be  done  artistically, 
would  in  many  places  mean  rewriting.  Rewriting  destroys 
that  portion  of  the  value  of  a  book  which  consists  in  its  rela¬ 
tion  to  the  time  of  its  production.  Life  was  short,  and  the 
remainder  of  it  might  more  profitably  be  devoted  to  other 
things.  His  posthumous  editor  has  omitted  parts  of  minor 
importance,  but  has  neither  added  nor  altered. 

Has  the  book  lost  its  value?  Has  it  been  superseded 
by  later  work?  Ts  it  obsolete  and  out  of  date?  We 
think  that  the  answers  to  these  questions  will  be  in  the 
negative.  The  literary  qualities  of  the  book  were  recognised 
at  the  time  of  its  appearance.  There  are  passages  in  the 
essays  on  Natural  Religion  and  on  the  character  of 
St.  Paul  which  touch  the  highest  level  of  English  prose. 
But,  apart  from  the  charm  of  style,  the  substance  of  the  book 
is  of  permanent  value.  Granted  the  point  of  view,  its  main 
positions  are  unshaken.  The  principles  of  criticism  are 
sound,  and  are  applied  with  great  acumen  and  discrimina¬ 
tion.  The  discussion  of  ethical  problems  combines  subtlety 
and  felicity  of  expression  with  profound  insight  into  human 
nature.  And,  above  all,  the  book  is  eminently  suggestive. 
The  brilliant  sketch  of  comparative  theology  in  the  essay 
on  Natural  Religion  has  never  been  filled  in  by  any  sub¬ 
sequent  writer.  If  there  is  a  people  on  the  earth  who  are 
provided  in  abundance  with  materials  for  the  study  of  com¬ 
parative  religion  it  is  the  English.  In  our  Indian  Empire 
religions  may  still  lie  watched  in  the  process  of  birth,  of 
growth,  and  of  decay.  They  spring  up  with  the  swift  and 
rank  luxuriance  of  tropical  vegetation  in  the  rains ;  a 
season  passes  over  them  and  they  have  vanished.  With  the 
mass  of  the  people  the  reign  of  law  is  not  only  unknown 
but  inconceivable.  Miracles  are  the  order  of  the  day. 
Earth  and  heaven,  things  human  and  things  divine,  are 
parted  by  imperceptible  and  wav(*ring  boundaries.  ‘  A  new 
‘  God  has  a])pearcd  on  the  banks  of  the  Indus.  The  police 
‘  are  on  his  track.’  Where  but  in  the  British  Empire 
could  such  a  11  official  telegram  bo  sent?  And  there  are 
phenomena  which  recall  still  more  nearly  those  of  the 
Apostolic  age.  A  district  magistrate  may  find  himself 
sympathising  with  the  embarrassments  of  Pontius  Pilate, 
or  having  occasion  to  murmur,  like  Vespasian,  ‘  Ut  pato,den8 
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*  jio.'  A  religious  reformer  dies  uncertain  whether  he  is  or 
is  not  an  emanation  of  the  Deity.  His  utterances  on  the 
subject  have  been  indecisive  and  inconsistent.  His  fol¬ 
lowers  are  divided  on  the  question.  His  principal  preacher 
inclines  to  the  human  theory,  his  brothers  and  ‘  apostles  ’ 
to  the  divine.  A  general  council  is  summoned  to  settle  the 
momentous  issue,  and  the  most  important  piece  of  evidence 
adduced  is  a  miracle.  All  this  in  Calcutta,  within  earshot 
of  Government  House  and  the  High  Court.  Experiences  of 
this  kind  abound  in  every  part  of  India.  But  for  the  most 
part  they  pass  unheeded,  or  at  least  unchronicled.  Or  if 
chronicled,  it  is  in  a  wooden,  unimaginative,  unintelligent 
fashion.  Sir  Alfred  Lyall’s  ‘  Asiatic  Studies  ’  do  indeed 
constitute  a  brilliant  exception  to  this  indictment.  But  the 
‘  Asiatic  Studies  ’  stand  almost,  if  not  quite,  alone. 

.lowett’s  book  on  the  Pauline  Epistles  has  been  described 
by  a  German  theologian  *  as  a  pioneer  work.  It  has  had 
few  followers.  ‘  There  is  no  public  in  this  country,’  said 
Mark  Pattison,  ‘  for  a  scientific  treatment  of  theology.’ 
‘  The  pursuit  t>f  truth  as  a  religious  duty  ’  was  a  charac¬ 
teristic  of  the  Greek.  It  is  not  a  characteristic  of  the 
Englishman.  What  he  prefers  is  a  good  working  com¬ 
promise.  He  is  inclined  to  leave  theological  speculation  to 
professional  theologians.  And  they  are  apt  to  consider 
themselves  bound  to  be  apologists.  If  professors  of  law 
were  required  to  subscribe  their  assent  to  Coke  upon 
Littleton,  there  would  not  be  much  scientific  study  of  the 
law. 

Jowett  himself  doubted  whether  his  book  would  not  be 
found  ‘  too  heterodox  for  the  orthodox  to  read  and  too 
‘  orthodox  for  the  heterodox.’  Had  it  come  twenty  years 
later  it  might  have  excited  less  theological  odium  and 
achieved  a  wider  popular  success.  But  for  the  change 
which  took  place  in  those  twenty  years  he  was  largely 
responsible.  His  questionings  and  suggestions  insensibly 
permeated  the  lay  mind  and  affected  the  clerical  mind. 
Theological  positions  are  never  formally  surrendered.  But 
they  are  silently  abandoned.  The  limits  of  orthodoxy 
imperceptibly  vary,  and  thus  it  came  to  pass  that  views  and 
opinions  which  thrilled  the  pious  breast  with  horror  in  the 
early  sixties  gave  vogue  to  a  popular  novel  in  the  eighties. 
Yet  the  movement  has  a  double  aspect.  An  interesting 
essay  might  be  written  on  the  connexion  between  the 
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advance  of  Biblical  criticism  and  the  revival  of  Catholicism. 
As  the  authority  of  the  Bible  has  decreased,  the  authority 
of  ecclesiastical  dogma  has  increased. 

The  essay  on  the  ‘  Interpretation  of  Scripture’  was 
.Towett’s  last  published  work  on  theology.  His  notebooks 
show  that  to  the  end  of  his  life  his  mind  was  perpetually 
engaged  with  questions  of  theology,  of  religion,  of  morals. 
He  projected  a  Life  of  Christ,  an  essay  on  the  Religions 
of  the  World,  a  work  or  a  series  of  essays  on  moral  sub¬ 
jects.  But  these  projects  never  came  to  maturity.  Nor 
would  he  permit  his  sermons  to  be  published  during  his 
lifetime.  He  thought  that  they  still  needed  further  revision. 
After  1860,  so  far  as  his  published  work  was  concerned,  he 
turned  from  theology  to  philosophy,  from  the  first  century 
A.D.  to  the  fourth  century  b.c.,  from  Judasa  to  Greece.  We 
have  seen  that  it  was  by  his  lectures  on  the  early  Greek 
philosophers  that  his  reputation  was  first  established.  He 
introduced  Plato  into  the  Oxford  schools.  He  lectured 
regularly  on  the  ‘  Rt'public,’  and  began  in  the  early  sixties 
that  edition  of  the  Greek  text  which  was  not  published 
until  after  his  death.  Henceforth  Plato  became  his  para¬ 
mount  study ;  the  predominating,  all-permeating  influence 
of  his  life.  ‘  We  breathe  Plato  here,*  said  a  friend  at  one 
of  his  Long  Vacation  Highland  resorts.  ‘  Plato  has  been  a 
‘  great  labour  to  me,’  he  writes  to  a  friend  in  1 865,  ‘  yet  I 
‘  like  being  in  such  good  company  always.  There  is  nothing 
‘  better  in  style  and  manners,  not  even  “  in  the  first  circles.” 
‘  I  more  and  more  wonder  at  the  things  which  he  said  and 
‘  prophesied.  Hardly  anything  important  about  law  or 
‘  natural  religion  which  has  ever  been  said  may  not  be 
‘  found  in  Plato.’ 

The  work  grew  under  his  hands,  and  expanded  far  beyond 
the  original  design.  True  to  his  principle  that  a  writer 
ought  to  be  interpreted  by  the  light,  not  of  subsequent 
commentators  and  developments,  but  of  himself  and  his 
surroundings,  ho  saw  that  the  ‘  Republic  ’  could  not  Imj  under- 
stootl  without  the  other  dialogues,  each  of  which  ho  labori¬ 
ously  analysed.  But  the  subject  matter  was  felt  to  bo  in¬ 
separable  from  the  form ;  hence  the  analyses  grew  into 
complete  translations.  Thus  arose  the  final  form  of  the 
work,  embracing  the  whole  of  Plato’s  Dialogues,  a  con¬ 
densed  version  and  full  tnanslation  of  each  dialogue,  inter¬ 
spersed  with  elucidatory  and  illustrative  essays.  The  first 
edition  appeared  in  1872. 

‘  As  a  literary  work,  u  classical  rendering  of  an  English  classic,’ 


iRo:. 


Jowett, 


4.S1 


Mr.  Abbott  c>ayb,  *  lU  uiunt  wats  at  uuce  iuucguie>ecl,  lor  Jowett’a 
style  wuH  irresistible ;  but  as  a  work  of  ]iiulosophy  and  scholarship  it 
was  less  appreciated.  The  more  philosophical  readers  missed  a  con¬ 
nected  sUitement  of  the  philosophy  of  Plato;  and  scholars  often  turned 
to  the  book  in  vain  for  an  explanation  of  the  more  difficult  passages  of 
the  Greek.  Yet  everyone  acknowledged  that  Plato  was  now  an  Eng¬ 
lish  book  ;  that  a  new  era  had  begun  for  the  study  of  the  great  master. 
He  was  brought  before  us  in  his  strength  and  his  weakness;  the 
])oetry,  the  imagination,  the  elevation  of  thought  shone  out  through 
the  English ;  and  on  the  other  hand  the  sophistry  of  argument,  the 
uncertainty  and  indefinitencss  of  the  conclusions,  the  contradictions  of 
various  points  of  view,  were  not  less  ap|)arent.  Jowett’s  introductions 
to  the  Dialogues  were  and  were  not  disapi)ointing ;  on  the  one  hand 
more — much  more — might  have  been  said  about  the  relation  of  Plato 
to  previous  philosophers  and  on  the  com[>osition  of  the  Dialogues ; 
but  on  the  other,  every  reader  was  charmed  by  the  beauty  of  the  style, 
the  wisdom  and  depth  of  thought,  the  happy  illustrations  from  modern 
feeling  and  experience.  Many  who  left  Plato  unread  lingered  with 
delight  over  Jowett’s  exquisite  jianigraphs.’ 

The  bleuiishes  which  liad  been  pointed  out  in  the  trans¬ 
lation  were  removed  in  the  second  edition.  Tl»e  third  and 
final  edition  appeared  in  1892.  This  final  edition  was 
Jowett’s  ‘  magnum  opus.*  It  represented  the  work  of  some 
fifty  years.  In  Plato  Jowett  had  found  a  thoroughly  con¬ 
genial  field  of  work,  a  mind  always  in  touch  and  sympathy 
with  his  own.  He  appreciated  Plato’s  literary  and  artistic 
qualities,  ‘  the  beauty  of  the  language,  the  dramatic  power, 
‘  the  artistic  gmee,  the  humour  and  irony.’  And  he  was 
in  entire  sympathy  with  Plato’s  inode  of  teaching  his  sub¬ 
jects,  ‘  the  inHnite  variety  of  the  lights  in  which  he  places 
‘  them  ;  the  subtle  way  in  which  he  leads  us  on  to  the  verge 
‘  of  proof,  only  to  discover  that  we  have  taken  a  wrong  path, 
‘  or  are  face  to  face  with  some  insuperable  difficulty.’  For  he 
knew  that  on  many  subjects  certainty  was  impossible ;  he 
disliked  systems  and  formularies.  He  had  contemplated  an 
essay  on  the  genuineness  and  order  of  the  Platonic  Dialogues, 
and  had  intended  to  write  a  comprehensive  account  of  the 
Platonic  philosophy.  But  these  projects  were  not  carried 
out.  His  sense  of  the  uncertainty  of  the  evidence,  his  dis¬ 
like  of  constructive  criticism,  his  unwillingness  to  force 
and  crump  into  a  system  PlaUi’s  free  play  of  fancy,  stood  in 
the  way.  He  projiubed  to  enlarge  his  ‘  introductions,’  by 
amplifying  the  treatment  or  introilucing  fresh  subjects. 
‘  By  these  additions  his  work  became  much  more  than  a 
‘  translation  of  Plato.  It  is  a  storehouse  of  criticism  of 
‘  philosophy  and  philosophers,  and  of  life  too,  for  even  more 
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‘  strikitif^  than  the  philosophical  discussions  are  the  criti- 
‘  cisms  of  life  in  its  various  relations  which  are  scattered 
‘  through  the  volume.’ 

Thus  the  book  was  in  more  ways  than  one  a  mirror  and 
reflection  of  the  original.  It  may  be  said  to  reflect  both 
Plato’s  excellences  and  his  defects.  ‘  Incomplete  and  un- 
‘  systematic  ’  is  the  most  obvious  criticism.  Incomplete- 
Yes,  an  apologist  might  urge,  as  Plato  is  incomplete,  as 
human  life  and  human  knowledge  are  incomplete.  Unsys¬ 
tematic — Yes,  because  life  and  thought  are  too  complex, 
too  many-sided,  too  subtle,  too  variable,  to  bt;  summed  up 
in  formulae.  The  highest  philosophy,  Jowett  would  say,  is 
critical.  All  systems  of  philosophy  are  but  partial  glimpses 
of  the  truth,  needing  to  be  corrected  and  supplemented 
by  each  other.  The  wider  the  range  of  vision,  the  more 
difficult  does  complete  and  systematic  treatment  become. 

‘  This  high  man,  with  a  great  thing  to  pursue,  dies  ere  he 
‘  knows  it.’ 

The  translations  of  Thucydides  and  of  Aristotle’s  ‘Politics  ’ 
were  outgrowths  or  outworks  of  the  main  work  on  Plato; 
each  of  them  showing  Jowett’s  characteristic  felicity  of  ex¬ 
pression  ;  neither  of  them  completed  by  the  essays  which 
were  to  have  accompanied  them  ;  both  of  them,  as  many 
think,  having  cost  their  author  time  and  labour  dispropor¬ 
tionate  to  the  result. 

It  was  not  only  Jowett’s  sense  of  the  magnitude  of  his 
task  that  delayed  its  progress  and  interfered  with  its  com¬ 
pletion.  It  was  also  his  extreme  fastidiousness  about  style. 
Young  Oxford  of  the  thirties  and  forties  was  always  rushing 
into  print.  That  was  not  Jowett’s  way.  The  ‘  Epistles  ’ 
were  nine  years  in  incubation.  He  was  always  retouching 
and  repolishing  his  ‘  Plato.’  With  his  stores  of  knowledge  and 
thought  a  German  professor  would  have  poured  forth  series 
of  volumes,  or  parts  of  volumes,  stuffed  with  matter  and 
devoid  of  form.  Jowett’s  flne  {esthetic  sense  could  not 
endure  work  of  this  kind. 

Jowett’s  work  on  Plato  occupied  him  to  the  end  of  his 
life.  We  must  go  back  to  consider  some  other  aspects  of 
that  life,  and  first  his  activity  as  an  administrative  re¬ 
former.  The  great  collapse  of  1845  stopped  theological 
controversy  for  a  while,  and  set  Oxford  free  for  other 
questions.  University  reform  was  in  the  air.  Jowett  and 
Stanley  took  an  active  and  early  part  in  the  agitation  which 
led  up  to  the  Act  of  1850,  and  the  subsequent  Commission 
of  Inquiry,  of  which  S*^anley  was  secretary,  and  before 
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which  Jowett  gave  evidence.  The  objects  which  he  had 
mainly  in  view  were  the  throwing  open  of  endowments, 
the  improvement  of  university  and  college  teaching,  the 
greater  accessibility  of  the  university  to  poor  students. 

About  the  same  time  he  was  appointed  a  member  of 
Macaulay’s  famous  Commission,  which  re|)orted  in  1854, 
and  which  threw  appointments  in  the  Indian  Civil  Service 
open  to  public  competition.  Thus  began  his  interest  in 
India,  which  lasted  through  his  life,  and  which  is  illustrated 
by  his  correspondence  with  Lord  Lansdowne,  reserved  for 
a  supplemental  volume.  The  theory  of  Macaulay’s  Com¬ 
mission  was  that  Indian  Civil  servants  should  be  selected 
with  reference  to  their  general  education,  and  at  such  a  time 
of  life  as  would  admit  of  their  having  passed  through  the 
university.  The  theory  was  afterwards  supposed  to  have 
broken  down,  partly  because  the  university  course  was  not 
suihciently  elastic,  and  consequently  the  universities  were 
beaten  by  the  ‘  cmminers.’  The  later  change,  by  which 
the  limit  of  age  was  lowered  for  the  purpose  of  drawing 
youths  from  the  English  public  schools,  was  not  altogether 
in  accordance  with  Jowett’s  views,  but  he  was  foremost  in 
the  movement  for  attracting  probationers  to  the  universities, 
and  for  providing  them  with  suitiible  teaching  during  their 
probiitionary  {>eriod.  Balliol,  under  his  influence,  at  once 
ottered  exceptional  facilities  to  Indian  probationers,  and  for 
several  years  Balliol  was  their  special  home.  Thu  latest 
changt;  of  all,  which  has  again  raised  the  age  limit,  has 
been  a  reversion  to  the  original  theory.  Jowett  regretted 
the  sacrifice  of  staff  and  arrangements  involved  in  the 
shortening  of  the  period  of  probation,  but  loyally  and 
vigorously  endeavoured  to  meet  the  new  requirements. 

When  Dr.  Jenkyns  died  in  the  autumn  of  1853  Jowett 
was  by  far  the  most  famous  and  eilicient  of  the  Balliol 
tutors,  and  hoped  to  succeed  ‘  the  old  Master.’  But  in  the 
spring  of  1854  Scott,  who  had  for  many  years  held  a  country 
living,  was  summoned  up  to  fill  the  vacant  mastership. 
The  disappointment  was  severe,  the  more  so  as  Jowett  at¬ 
tributed  his  repulse  to  theological  grounds.  He  ‘  retired 
‘  to  his  tents,’  and  for  some  years  was  seen  no  more  at 
High  Table  or  in  Common  Room.  But  he  continued  his 
tutorial  and  literary  labours  with  unabated  energy.  These, 
it  will  be  remembered,  were  the  years  of  the  publication 
of  the  ‘  Epistles,’  of  ‘  Essajs  and  Reviews,’  of  the  struggle 
over  the  professorial  salary.  As  time  went  on,  the  election 
of  new  Fellows  eventually  gave  Jowett  a  majority  in  college 


meetings,  and  for  some  years  before  1870  he  was  the  vir- 
tual,  though  not  the  actual,  head  of  the  college.  He  was 
thus  able  to  carry  his  theories  into  practice,  and  he  lost  no 
time  in  doing  so.  The  college  was  ti'ansformed  both  in¬ 
wardly  and  outwardly.  Between  1865  and  1868  ‘  the  ground 
‘  was  laid  for  a  revision  of  the  college  statutes ;  Balliol 
‘  Hall*  was  established.  College  lectures,  instead  of  being 
‘  imposed  compulsorily,  were  left  open  to  the  free  choice  of 
‘  the  undergraduates,  if  only  they  attended  a  certain  number; 
‘  the  divinity  teaching  was  remodelled,  Jowett  himself  under- 
‘  taking  part  of  it ;  the  first  step  was  made  towards  an  inter- 
‘  cMjllegiate  system,  by  having  one  lecture  list  for  Balliol  and 
‘  New  College  combined,’  and  the  front  quadrangle  was 
rebuilt.  VV^ith  his  accession  to  the  mastership  in  1 870  his 
energies  were  redoubled.  A  new  dining  hall  was  built.  The 
old  hall  was  converted  into  an  undergraduates’  library. 
New  sets  of  rooms  were  added  to  the  garden  quadrangle. 
A  chemical  laboratory  was  built  and  equipped.  The  chapel 
services  were  modified  and  made  musical.  An  organ  was 
placed  in  the  chapel  and  another  in  the  new  hall,  both 
largely  at  Jowett’s  own  expense.  Mr.  Farmer  was  sum¬ 
moned  from  Harrow  to  preside  over  the  musical  life  of  the 
college,  and  weekly  concerts  were  organised  in  the  hall. 
'I’hese  changes  involved  great  expenditure.  The  money  was 
raised  by  Jowett  from  his  numerous  friends,  through  his 
unceasing  j)er8onal  exertions,  and  through  the  example  of 
his  own  liberality.  When  the  Duke  of  Cleveland’s  Com¬ 
mission  of  Inquiry  into  the  universities  was  appointed  in 
1871,  and  was  followed  by  the  Executive  Commission  under 
liord  Salisbury’s  Act  of  1877,  Jowett  threw  himself  with 
zeal  and  energy  into  the  work,  and  into  the  elaborate  and 
complicated  legislative  and  financial  alterations  which  it 
involved.  His  adininistmtive  activity  culminated  with  the 
vice-chancellorship,  which  he  held  from  1882  to  18K6. 
After  his  wont,  he  laid  out  for  himself  a  comprehensive 
plan  of  work.  Of  course  only  a  fraction  was  accomplished. 
One  of  his  projects,  a  scheme  for  dealing  with  the  Thames 
Valley  Hoods,  of  which  ‘  the  Vice-Chancellor’s  cut,’  from  the 
Cherwell  to  the  Thatnes,  is  perhaps  the  only  p<‘rmanent 
result,  st'cnn'd  likely  to  involve  him  in  consi<lerable  financial 
embarrassments,  a  prospt'ct  which  was  viewed  by  his  friends 
with  much  alarm,  but  by  himself  with  equanimity,  tor  he 
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was  tUe  most  sanguine  of  financiers.  But  if  he  iiiiled  in 
this  and  other  schemes,  the  amount  which  he  accomplished 
was  probably  unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  the  vice-chancel¬ 
lorship.  He  was  the  most  autocratic,  indefatigable,  all- 
pervading  of  vice-chancellors.  (Oxford  rang  with  stories  of 
his  doings  and  of  liis  ways.  One  anecdote',  illustrating  his 
promptitude  of  action,  has  been  recorded  by  his  biographers, 
and  may  be  quoted  here  : — 

‘  One  day  a  friend  came  to  liim  with  tho  niiws  that  the  open  ji;round 
at  the  top  of  Shotover  so  well  known  to  all  who  ride  at  Oxford — was 
alsmt  to  ho  purchased  and  enclosed.  There  was,  however,  still  some 
(liflerencc  about  the  terms,  and  for  the  time  the  negotiations  were  at  an 
end.  “  Go  at  once,”  said  .Jowett,  “  and  secure  it;  give  the  man  what 
he  wants."  “  1  will  go  in  the  morning,”  the  friend  replied.  ”  No  ! 
you  must  go  at  once,”  was  the  answer  ;  “  get  into  a  cal)  and  lose  no 
time.  1  will  be  responsible  for  the  money.”  The  land  was  bought 
and  secured  from  enclosure,  ami  the  university  suh...e<juently  took 
up  the  jmrehase.’ 

With  the  undergraduates  lie  w.is  very  popular  during  his 
term  of  oflictt.  For  Int  was  rmnarkably  free  from  donnish 
tniditions,  used  to  look  tit  things  from  the  undergraduate 
point  of  view,  and  ‘sympathised  with  their  amusements, 
‘  while  endeavouring  to  make  them  more  elevating.’  They 
did  not  quite  understand  his  motives,  but  ‘  they  felt  that  he 
‘  had  in  various  ways  made  ( Jxford  more  delightful  to  them.’ 
Amongst  other  things  ho  formally  authorised  the  University 
Dramatic  Society,  and  elicited  tremendous  cheers  by  taking 
his  place  in  the  stalls  on  their  first  performance.  It  was 
the  same  in  his  own  college.  He  had  never  been  either  a 
boating  or  a  cricketing  man,  but  he  took  the  keenest 
interest  in  tho  college  boat  and  the  college  elevim.  When 
the  Balliol  boat  was  head  of  the  river  in  1879,  it  was 
sugge.sted  that  the  (went  should  be  celebrated  by  a  college 
ball.  Woolcombe,  the  senior  n^sident  Ftdlow,  was  much 
alarmed,  lie  had  been  shocked  by  many  changes,  and  had 
seen  what  he  w’ould  have  thought  impossible,  ‘  ladies  coming 
‘  into  the  Common  Room.’  But  this  proposal  was  too  much. 
‘  A  ball — attachments — match-making — match-making  in 
‘  college — most  inappropriate.’  But  Jowett  took  up  the 
suggestion  warmly.  The  dance  took  place  in  the  new  hall, 
and  the  old  hall  was  converted  into  a  supper-room.  The 
undergraduates  dauced  till  four  o’clock. 

‘  I  do  not  believe,’  says  Mr.  Abbott,  ‘  that  tlie  youngest  person  there, 
boy  or  girl,  however  successful  they  might  l>e  in  securing  the 
{lartncrs  whom  they  wishe<l  to  obtain,  enjoyed  the  dance  more  than 
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Jowett  himself.  He  wandered  from  the  hall  to  the  supper-room,  and 
from  the  supper- room  to  the  hall,  his  face  beaming;  with  delight.  He 
had  a  w’ord  for  everyone,  and  entered  fully  into  the  mood  of  the 
evening.  When  someone  spoke  of  going  home — it  was  close  on  three 
o’clock.  “  Go  homo  !  ’’  he  cried,  “  it  is  not  time  to  go  home  yet.” 
The  whole  night  long  he  never  flagged  for  a  moment ;  Sir  Roger  de 
Coverley  himself  could  not  have  done  more  to  pronjote  the  gaiety  and 
happiness  of  all  aroiind  him.’ 

He  had  always  be*m  anxious  to  obtain  a  more  suitiable 
cricket  ground  for  the  college,  and  as  far  back  as  IS.'il  or 
1852  he  walked  with  Lord  Justice  Chitty  to  look  at  a  site 
for  the  purpose  at  the  edge  of  the  parks.  He  clung  to  the 
project  with  characteristic  tenacity,  and  about  1887  he  saw 
his  way'  to  carrying  it  into  effect.  Undeterred  by  the  large 
amounts  which  he  had  collected  for  the  college  hall,  he  set 
to  work  to  raise  subscriptions  fora  cricket  ground  and  tenuis 
courts  within  easy  reach  of  the  college.  After  his  accustomed 
manner,  he  wrote  sysUunatically  with  his  own  hand  to  every 
friend,  and  headed  the  list  of  subscriptions  with  a  j>riHcely 
donation.  The  money  was  raised,  the  land  was  bought,  and 
Jowett  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  cricket  played  on  it 
for  two  years  before  his  death. 

The  election  to  the  mastership  in  1870  made  a  great 
change  in  Jowett’s  social  position.  Above  all,  it  enabled 
him  to  see  more  of  his  friends.  Jowett  had  ‘  a  genius  for 
‘  friendship.’  He  cultivated  it  as  a  fint‘  art.  Among  the 
essays  scattered  up  and  down  the  ‘  Plato,’  one  of  the  most 
charming  is  the  essay  on  Friendship  in  the  introduction  to 
the  ‘  Lysis.’  His  earliest  friendships  grew  naturally  out  of 
relations  to  his  colleagues  and  his  pupils.  It  was  especially 
in  the  Long  Vacation  reading  parties  that  the  relation 
between  tutor  and  ])upil  passed  into  the  relation  between 
friend  and  friend.  Other  college  tutors  were  in  the  habit  of 
taking  occasional  reading  parties.  With  Jowett,  such  parties 
became  a  permanent  feature  and  integral  part  of  his  life. 
The  biography  is  full  of  pleasant  j)ictures  of  reading  parties 
at  such  places  as  Tuinmel  Bridge  in  the  Highlands  or  West 
Malvern,  the  most  graphic  and  vivid  being  those  contributed 
by  Mr.  E.  Harrison.  The  members  were  drawn  from  various 
classes,  sometimes  wealthy  young  peers,  sometimes  needy 
students,  not  unfrequently  both  together.  For  Jowett  was 
always  trying  to  bridge  over  the  gulf  between  wealth  and 
poverty,  especially  during  the  period  of  education.  He 
educated  the  son  of  his  college  servant  into  an  accomplished 
Greek  scholar,  thus  reproducing  the  mediieval  relation 
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between  College  Fellow  and  College  Scholar,  when  the  latter 
was  both  the  domestic  servant  and  the  pupil  of  the  former, 
destined  to  become  in  later  life  his  colleague,  or,  it  might 
be,  his  master. 

As  his  friends  grew  up,  rose  in  life,  married,  had  children, 
he  followed  their  fortunes  with  sympathetic  interest  at  every 
stage.  Their  wives  and  children  became  his  friends  and 
correspondents.  He  was  always  trying  to  enter  into  their 
interests  and  look  at  things  from  their  point  of  view— the 
point  of  view  of  a  cabinet  minister,  of  a  diplomatist,  of  a 
civil  servant,  of  a  lawyer,  of  a  country  gentleman.  A  friend¬ 
ship  once  formed  was  rarely  dropped.  ‘  Keep  your  friend- 
*  ships  in  repair  ’  was  his  constant  counsel  to  himself  and 
others.  The  circle  went  on  steadily  widening,  and  embraced 
many  who  lay  far  outside  his  college  sphere.  The  friendship 
with  Tennyson  began  about  I8*>2,  and  nm  ‘  like  a  golden 
‘  thread  ’  through  all  the  rest  of  his  life.  He  helped  to 
carry  his  old  friend’s  body  to  its  resting-place  in  West¬ 
minster  Abbey,  and  the  last  thing  that  he  wrote,  during  his 
final  illness,  was  a  contribution  to  the  memoir  which  the 
poet’s  son  was  then  preparing.  Robert  Hrowning,  too,  and 
George  Eliot,  Sir  Henry  Taylor,  and  Rolmrt  Lowe  may  be 
mentioned  among  the  more  intimate  of  his  non-Balliol  friends. 
These,  and  the  numerous  college  friends  now  scattered  in  all 
quarters,  he  delighted  to  gather  round  him  in  the  days  of 
his  mastership.  *  We  must  be  hospitable,  Knight ;  we  must 
‘  be  hospitable,’  he  said  to  his  old  college  servant,  as  he 
took  possession  of  his  new  quarters.  And  the  Master’s 
Lodge  became  a  centre  of  hospitality.  The  Sunday  gather¬ 
ings  at  the  Lodge  once  or  twice  in  each  term  became  a 
marked  feature  of  the  college.  ‘  Jowett’s  Sunday  jumbles,’ 
the  undergraduates  profanely  called  them ;  and  they  con¬ 
tained  heterogeneous  elements,  though  the  combination  was 
often  of  set  purpose.  A  not  less  characteristic  feature  of 
his  rule  was  the  series  of  ‘  gaudies  ’  in  the  new  hall,  of 
which  the  banquet  to  celebrate  its  opening  was  the  first, 
and  at  which  Jowett  would  recite  his  bead-roll  of  departed 
friends  and  worthies,  touching  off  the  qualities  of  each  in 
some  apt  phrase.  Hy  such  means  he  sought  to  strengthen 
and  stimulate  the  corporate  spirit  of  the  college,  and  to  keep 
fresh  and  green  the  memories  of  those  who  ha<l  once  adorned 
or  served  it,  but  who  had  now  pa8se<l  away. 

Jowett’s  friendships  are  reflected  in  his  letters.  Many  of 
these,  especially  of  the  letters  written  during  the  later  years 
of  bis  life,  are  to  women.  For  *  Jowett  had  many  friends 
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‘  among  women.  He  delighted  in  their  society ;  his  shy 
‘  nature  seemed  to  expand  in  their  presence ;  he  talked  more 
‘  and  better  with  them  than  he  commonly  did  in  the  society 
‘  of  men.  The  happiest  sayings  seemed  to  rise  readily  to 
‘  his  lips ;  he  forgot  his  weariness,  and  became  bright  and 
‘  gay,  full  of  humour  and  playfulness.’  And  in  their  hours 
of  trouble  and  anxiety  he  was  always  ready  with  comfort 
and  counsel.  Some  of  the  most  touching  and  beautiful  of 
the  letters  collected  in  these  volumes  were  written  on  such 
occasions. 

The  two  years  that  followed  Jowett’s  serious  illness  of 
1891  were  probably  the  happiest  of  his  life.  He  had  touched 
the  gates  of  death,  and  had  found  the  experience  full  of 
interest  and  devoid  of  alarm.  And  he  had  for  the  first  time 
realised  the  depth  of  affection  with  which  he  was  regarded 
by  his  friends.  He  was  constantly  repeating  to  liimself  and 
to  others,  with  sincere  conviction,  that  old  age  was  the  best 
part  of  life.  As  an  old  man  should,  he  made  the  most  of 
the  friends  who  remained,  and  dwelt  much  in  the  memories 
of  those  who  had  passed  away.  Nor  did  he  ndax  his  grasp 
on  life.  His  letters  are  as  full  as  ever  of  keen  interest 
in  men  and  things.  He  was  able  to  bring  out  a  third 
edition  of  his  ‘  Plato  ’  and  to  resume  his  work  on  the  text  of 
the  ‘  Ihjpublic.’  And  his  notebooks  show  that  he  was  con¬ 
stantly  revolving  the  problems  of  religion  and  morality  on 
which  he  still  hoped  to  write.  His  friends  saw,  more  clearly 
than  himself,  that  the  hopes  of  further  literary  work  were 
not  to  be  realised.  The  end  came  at  the  house  of  his  old 
pupil  and  friend,  Mr.  Justice  Wright.  He  was  buried  at 
Oxford.  The  Provost  of  Eton,  and  seven  heads  of  Oxford 
colleges,  all  old  Balliol  pupils,  bore  his  pall.  Among  the 
throng  of  friends  who  followed  were  all  the  staff  of  the 
Clarendon  Press,  for  he  was  much  attached  to  them,  and, 
doubtless,  had  never  forgotten  the  little  printing-press  in 
Bolt  Court.  He  was  laid  beside  his  old  friend,  Thomas  Hill 
Green.  ‘  Sit  anima  mea  cum  illo,’  he  had  exclaimed  on 
hearing  of  Green’s  death,  and  the  same  thought  must  have 
echoed  through  the  breasts  of  those  who  stood  round 
Jowett’s  grave.  ‘  Sit  anima  mea  cum  illo.’ 

What  should  be  the  epilogue?  Jowett’s  character  was, 
as  has  been  said  above,  exceptionally  difficult  to  understand 
or  to  describe — subtle,  complex,  many-sided,  full  of  apparent 
contradictions.  Some  of  its  leading  features  are,  with  much 
success,  summed  up  by  Mr.  Abbott  in  his  final  chapter ;  his 
shyness  and  sensitiveness;  his  fearless  courage  and  indo- 
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initable  tenacity  of  purpose ;  his  devotion  to  his  friends,  his 
sagacity  in  discerning  their  weak  points,  the  surgical  bold¬ 
ness  and  skill  which  did  not  shrink  from  applying  the 
cautery ;  his  appreciation,  sometimes  excessive,  of  the 
qualities  which  assure  worldly  success,  the  intrepidity  with 
which  he  stood  hy  representatives  of  an  unpopular  cause ; 
his  helpfulness  to  poverty  and  sickness  ;  his  ardour  for  truth 
at  whatever  cost ;  his  trenchant  criticisms  of  unsound  argu¬ 
ment,  whether  in  literature,  in  morals,  or  in  theology,  yet 
his  earnest  desire  not  to  offend  the  weak  brethren ;  his 
passionate  belief  in  such  doctrines  as  that  of  immortality ; 
above  all,  fhe  idealism  which  transfused,  ennobled,  and 
sanctified  his  whole  life  and  thought,  but  which  he  was 
always  striving  to  ground  on  and  correct  by  practical 
experience.  1 1  is  caustic  sayings  niii  from  mouth  to  mouth  ; 
his  kuideriiess,  tlie  reverential  depth  of  his  religious  convic¬ 
tions,  were  revealed  to  few.  Mr.  Abbott  has  touched  on  the 
points  of  resemblance  to  two  characters  who  were  always 
in  his  thoughts— the  rugged,  tender,  witty,  gloomy,  hypo¬ 
chondriac  Knglishman  of  the  last  century,  and  the  great 
Athenian  who  hid  a  beautiful  soul  behind  a  homely  mask. 
DiflTering  from  them  in  much,  he  resembled  them  both  in 
this,  that  it  was  not  so  much  through  what  he  said  or  wrote 
as  through  the  magic  of  the  influence  which  his  personality 
exercised  on  those  with  whom  he  was  brought  into  contact, 
that  he  did  his  work.  It  was  this  that  maile  him  a  force  in 
the  world. 

It  had  been  the  hope  of  Jowett ’s  friends  that  the  late  Lord 
Bowen,  if  he  would  not  write,  yet  would  exercise  a  supervis¬ 
ing  influence  over,  his  biogniphy.  There  was  no  one  so  well 
fitted  for  such  a  kisk.  lie  was  qualitie<l  for  it  by  intellectual 
and  moral  affinities ;  qualified  also  by  fine  taste,  unerring 
judgement,  and  knowledge  of  and  insight  into  the  conditions 
both  of  Oxford  and  of  the  external  world.  But  this  was  not 
to  be.  When  the  older  friend  died  the  younger  was  already 
stricken  by  his  mortal  sickness. 

There  are  two  opposite  ways  of  writing  a  biography. 
(Jermans  might  call  them  the  subjective  and  the  objective 
method.  The  biographer  may  ignore  or  dwell  lightly  on 
external  facts,  and  strive  to  pierce  through  the  show  of 
phenomena,  and  reveal  by  skilful  delineation  the  eoul  within. 
If  this  method  succeeds,  the  success  is  great.  Sir  Henry 
Cunningham  has  recently  given  us  an  example  of  it  in  his 
sketch  of  Lord  Bowen,  an  appreciation  which,  by  its  artistic 
skill,  reminds  one  of  a  crayon  by  Richmond.  But  the 
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chances  of  failure  are  great.  Jowett’s  biographers  may  well 
have  renienibered  that  the  delinoation  of  his  physical  features 
had  bafHed  the  greatest  artist  of  our  day,  and  may  have  de¬ 
spaired  of  success  in  a  task  in  which  even  he  had  partially 
failed.  They  have  chosen  the  other  method.  They  have 
set  forth  the  impressions  produced  by  Jowett  on  others,  and 
his  revelations  of  himself  in  his  letters,  his  published  writ¬ 
ings,  and  his  private  notebooks,  and  have  contented  them¬ 
selves  in  the  main  with  supplying  the  necessary  connecting 
links.  They  have  done  their  work  honestly  and  well,  and 
may  leave  it  with  confidence  to  the  judgement  of  posterity 
as  a  presentation  of  a  life  which  has  imprinted  a  deep  and 
permanent  mark  on  the  thought  and  character  of  this 
century.  ‘  Quicquid  ex  magistro  amavimus,  quicquid  mirati 
*sumus,  manet  mansurumque  est  in  animig  hominum,  in 
‘  aeternitate  temporum,  famil  rerum.’ 
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Art.  VII. — 1.  Seulptured  Tombs  of  Hellas.  By  Percy 
Gardner,  Litt.D.  London;  189(5. 

2.  Vie  attisrhen  Grahrcliefs.  llerausgegcben  iin  Auftrage 
der  k.  Akademie  der  Wissenschaften  zu  Wien,  von  A. 
CouzE.  (In  progress.) 

3.  Vin  attischer  Friedliof.  Von  A.  Bruckner  und  E. 
Pernice.  (‘  Mittlieilungen  des  k.  d.  archilologisclien  In- 
stituts,’ xviii.  1.)  Athen  :  1893. 

4.  Xu  den  ijriechisrhai  Tutenmahl reliefs.  Von  H.  von  Fritze. 
{‘  Mittlieilungen  des  k.  d.  archiiologischen  Instituts,’ 
xxi.  3.)  Athen  :  1897. 

5.  White  Athenian  in  the  Kritisk  Museum.  By  A.  S. 

Murray  and  A.  11.  Smith.  British  Museum:  189(5. 

(5.  Cataloffue  of  the  Greek  and  Ktrusean  Vases  in  the  British 
Museum.  Vol.  HI. :  Vases  of  the  finest  period.  By  Cecil 
H.  Smith,  LL.D.  British  Museum  :  189(5. 

7.  On  a  Group  of  earl;)  Attic  Lekijthoi.  By  R.  Carr 
Bosanquet.  (‘Journal  of  Hellenic  Studies,’  1890,  I.) 

8.  Ansfnhrliches  Le,cicon  der  tjricchischen  nnd  romischen 
Mijtholoijie,  Von  Roschkk.  Art.  ‘  Heros.’  Leipzig:  In 
progress. 

9.  Vie  Beliijion  der  Griechen.  Karl  Friedrichs  Rede  am 
‘22.  Nov.  Von  Erwin  Rohde.  Heidelberg:  1894. 

19.  Orpheus.  Von  Ernst  Maass.  Miinchen:  1895. 

11.  Feher  Orpheus  Varste.tt nn<jcn.  Von  Paul  Knapp. 

(Beilage  zum  Jahresbericht  185(4-5  des  kgl.  Gymnasiums 
in  Tubingen.  189.5.) 

12.  Velphika.  Untersuchungen  zur  griechischen  Religions- 
geschichte.  Von  F.  Dummler.  Basel:  1894. 

13.  Weiteres  iiher  Polipimd.  Carl  Robert,  18te  Hallisehcs 
Winc^'clmanns  Programm.  1895. 

14.  What  People  produced  the  Objects  called  Mifcenautn.  By 

William  Ridoewav.  (‘Journal  of  Hellenic  Studies,’ 
xvi.  1.)  189(5. 


A  VT ITH  perhaps  the  siugle  exception  of  the  Parthenon 
’  ’  marbles,  no  remains  of  Greek  sculpture  are  more 
widely  known  to  the  classical  scholar,  the  student  of  art,  and 
even  to  the  casual  tourist,  than  the  Attic  grave-stehe.  The 
reason  is  not  far  to  seek.  Though  few,  if  any  of  them,  are  the 
work  of  a  great  artist,  nearly  all  are  heirs  to  a  fine  artistic 
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tnulition,  ami  have  about  them  something  of  the  grand 
manner.  They  are  as  a  class  admirable  examples  of  just 
those  qualities  we  expect  from  the  Greeks,  dignity,  restraint, 
good  taste ;  .as  such  they  strike  us  by  their  contrast  with 
the  vulgarities  of  our  own  sepulchral  monuments.  More¬ 
over  they  are  in  the  main  e.asy  to  interpret,  and — which  is 
no  small  element  in  their  popularity — they  strike  an  unex¬ 
pected  domestic  note.  This  homeliness  goes  home  to  the 
English  mind.  Home  life  was  not  the  strong  point  of  the 
Greek  of  the  I’ericleaii  age — that  is  a  commonplace  of 
criticism-  and  we  realise  from  the  Attic  stelm,  with  some¬ 
thing  of  a  shock  of  surprised  pleasure,  that,  Turkish  though 
the  Greek  was  in  ther)ry  and  practice,  he  was  more  human 
than  we  thought  him,  he  loved  and  even  honoured  wife 
and  child.  Mon'over  he  contrives  to  touch  ns  without  any 
such  squalid  emotionalism  as  seimis  inseparable  from  the 
pathos  of  the  modern  stonemason.  He  achieves  just  what 
we  would  and  cannot. 

The  gnives  that  so  far  have  been  excavated  in  the  Athenian 
Keramcikos  are  all  private  toJiibs.  Hut  at  the  moment  that 
we  write  the  Athenian  Archiiiological  Society  is  at  work  on 
excavations  that  promise  to  tell  us  something  of  the  public 
monuments  of  Athens.  These  public  monuments  lined  the 
road  to  the  Academy.  The  din.'ction  of  the  road  is  already 
made  out,  and  it  is  not  beyond  hopt*  that  the  .sp.ade  may 
disclose  to  us  some  of  the  long  list  of  illustrious  graves  noted 
by  Pausanias — the  grsivcs  of  Thrasybulus,  of  I’hormio,  of 
Pericles,  and  a  host  of  others.  Meantime,  for  the  present 
our  concern  is  with  those  private  tombs  the  stehe  from  which 
in  part  still  stand  in  silo,  in  part  are  collected  in  the  (’entral 
Museum  at  Athens,  while  others  are  scattered  throughout 
the  museums  of  Europe. 

They  have  been  preserved  and  restored  to  us  by  a  curious 
double  chance.  In  18(51  a  notable  discovery  was  made.  In 
process  of  making  a  road  from  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  at 
Athens  to  the  Peirmus,  the  workmen  Inul  to  cut  through  a 
mound  which,  from  the  neighbouring  church,  bore  the  name 
Hagia  Trias.  They  <.*ame  upon  a  whole  row  of  the  stehe  still 
standing  iu  slln.  T«»  the  lasting  disgrace  of  the  engineer  in 
charge,  to  avoid  making  a  slight  dellection  he  had  them  carted 
away,  and  in  process  of  moving  many  of  them  were  broken 
up.  The  mound  itself,  it  should  be  noted,  was  artificial,  and 
to  that  earlier  chsince  is  due  the  excellent  preservation  of 
many  of  the  stelse.  The  cause  of  its  making  is  uncertain, 
though  some  have  thought  it  was  an  agger  heaped  up  by 
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Sulla  when  besieginpf  Athens  in  8(5  n.c.  In  1803  a  workman 
accidentally  lighted  on  another  row  of  tombs,  among  them 
the  famous  monument  of  Dexileos.  Up  to  1871  discoveries 
followed  thick  and  fast,  and  shortly  afterwards  the  whole 
district  was  systematically  and  scientifically  explored.  Public 
attention  once  thoroughly  aroused,  grave-reliefs  from  other 
districts  of  (Ireece  were  discovered,  collected,  and  examined. 
The  German  Archfeological  Institute  began  the  great  Corpus 
of  monuments  stilt  in  process  of  publication.  This  work  is, 
of  course,  addressed  in  the  main  to  specialists.  It  is  charac¬ 
teristic  of  the  ditt'erent  attitude  of  the  two  nations  towards 
archfeology  that  from  Knglaiid  comes  the  book,  at  once 
learned  and  po[>nlar,  that  is  the  immediate  occasion  of  the 
pres(*nt  review,  the  ‘Sculptured  'rombs  of  Hellas,’  by  Pro¬ 
fessor  Percy  <«ardiier —  a.  book  that  makes  accessible  to  the 
(slucabMl  public  the  n'sults  athiiiied  in  tliis  field  by  sjxjcialists 
from  th(?  labours  of  the  hist  thirty  years. 

I’rofessor  (Jardiu'r  clearly  didines  his  aim.  ‘  Tlie  purpose 
‘  of  the  present  book  may  be  best  accomplished  if  wo  pro- 
‘  ceed  to  consider  in  succession  first  the  burial  customs  of 
‘  the  Greeks,  next  the  ideas  as  to  the  future  life  which  pre- 
‘  vailed  among  them,  and  finally  the  monuments  of  the 
‘  dead  ;  ’  he  adds,  ‘  It  is  the  last-mentioned  memorials  which 
‘  are  tlie  principal  concern  of  this  book,’  and  especially  tlu* 
Attic  stehe.  Our  object  in  the  following  pages  will  bo,  not 
to  criticise  in  detail  the  design  or  workmar.ship  of  individual 
steliE — that,  save  with  the  actual  monuments  or  their  fac¬ 
similes  before  us,  would  be  unprofitable — nor  yet  to  recapitu¬ 
late  the  interesting  <lctails  with  which  Professor  Gardner’s 
book  alK)unds,  but  rather  by  the  light  of  his  and  others’ 
researches  to  give  the  relation  of  the  Attic  stehe  to  the  art 
and  thought  that  preceded  them.  Simple,  obvious  though 
the  explanation  of  these  Attic  stehe  may  seem,  their  real 
significance,  their  jdace  in  the  history  of  the  developement 
of  Greek  thought,  does  not  fully  appear  till  the  long  tradi¬ 
tion  of  the  funeral  monuments  that  pn'ceded  them  has  been 
examined.  Before  the  Attic  stehe  come  (1)  the  prehistoric 
‘  Ih'ehive  ’  t4)mbs,  (2)  the  curious  Pidoponnesian  series  of  the 
type  usually  known  as  tin*  ‘  Sparta  ’  grave-reliefs,  (3)  the 
Lesche  paintings  of  Polygnotus. 

As  regards  the  ‘  bi'ehive ’  tombs  Professor  Gardner  writes; 

‘  Tliat  the  conic.!!,  underpround  biiildinps  of  early  Gro(!co  were  really 
erecte<l  as  burial-places  of  the  kings  and  nobles  is  now  certain. 
Pausanias,  in  whostt  times  less  was  known  as  to  primitive  Greece  than 
js  now  known,  calls  the  beehive  tomb  at  Orchomenos  the  treasury  of 
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Minyax,  and  those^at  Mycen.T  the  treasuries  of  Atreus  and  his  sons. 
And,  doubtless,  they  were  in  a  sense  treasuries,  since  in  them  were 
stored  all  the  rich  spoils  which  at  that  time  were  so  freely  bestowed 
on  the  great  dead.  But  ])riuiurily  they'  were  burial  places,  and  the  use 
as  treasure  houses  was  only  a  derivative  one.  A  few  years  ago  this 
was  a  matter  of  dispute  among  the  learned,  K.  ()•  Muller  taking  one 
side  and  Welcker  the  other.  But  in  this  case,  as  in  so  many  others, 
the  spade  has  cut  the  Gordian  knot  which  the  wit  of  man  could  not 
untie.  Excavation  had  brought  to  light  within  the  beehive  tomb  of 
Menidi  in  Atticji  six  skeletons;  and  at  Vaphio,  though  the  bodies 
which  had  been  buried  in  the  coniciil  chamber  had  passed  into  dust, 
yet  the  dejwsition  of  the  rich  booty  which  was  found  buried  beneath 
the  floor  showed  that  it  was  certainly  a  sepulchral  deposit.’ 

So  far  all  are  now  agreed— the  ‘  treasuries  ’  are  tombs; 
but  the  further  question  arises,  who  dug  these  tombs  ? — in  a 
word,  ‘  what  people  produced  the  objects  called  Myceniean  V  ’ 
To  this  Professor  (iardner  with  characteristic  caution  makes 
answer  : — 

‘  We  may  venture,  though  juirhaps  not  without  some  trepidation,  to 
ascribe  the  tombs  of  which  we  have  spoken  to  the  Acha-an  heroes 
whose  fame  still  echoes  in  the  earliest  poetry  of  Greece ;  though  it  is 
certain  that  after  their  erection  great  changes  had  taken  place  in  the 
country  before  the  Homeric  poems  accjuired  anything  like  their  present 
form.  Our  trepidation  arises  from  the  fact  that  the  last  word  is 
certainly  not  said  nor  the  last  theory  put  forth  in  this  matter.  The 
claims  of  the  Carians  and  the  I’elasgi  to  the  remains  of  the  Mycenajan 
age  find  adherents.  ^Ir.  Ilelbig,  in  an  able  recent  work,  has  tried  to 
prove  that  the  contents  of  the  Mycena*an  tombs  are  almost  entirely 
Phwnician.  But  the  verdict  of  ll»e  inajorify  of  archa'ologists  goes  in 
favour  of  the  Acha'ans,  and  the  sober  judgement  of  M.  I’errot  has 
accepted  their  claims  in  his  greiit  work  on  ‘  La  Grece  Primitive.’ 

In  the  complex  Mycentean  (luostion  one  factor  alone  con¬ 
cerns  us— that  of  tombs  and  burial.  Assuming  that  the 
Mycenaian  civilisation  was  Acluean,  we  are  confronted  at 
once  by  an  awkward  discrepancy.  In  Homer  the  dead  are 
usually  cremated  ;  the  people  of  the  Mycenman  age  buried  the 
body  intact.  In  Homer,  once  the  funeral  rites  accomplished, 
the  dead  man  is  dead  and  done  with,  a  powerless  shade 
remote  in  Hades,  no  offerings  are  brought  to  his  tomb,  no 
prayers  or  propitiations  offered — in  a  word,  there  is  no  hero 
eultus  ;  in  the  Myceniean  tombs  the  outer  chamber  ‘  served 
‘  for  the  purposes  of  the  eultus  with  which  the  dead  was 
‘  honoured  ’ — a  eultus  which,  though  apparently  all  but  un¬ 
known  to  Homer,  was  traditional  down  to  the  latest  days  in 
Greece. 

This  difficulty  has  always  been  fairly  acknowledged  aiid 
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faced  by  the  supporters  of  the  Acluean  theory ;  it  has  never 
been  resolved.  Some  attempted  solutions  have  been  already 
discussed  in  these  pages  (duly  ISO!)  in  a  review  of  Dr, 
Kohdc’s  able  work  ‘  Psyche.’  Professor  Ridgeway  in  the 
last  number  of  the  ‘Hellenic  Journal’  (xvi.  1)  has  uttered 
on  this  ‘  Mycemean  ’  question  what  seems  to  us  a  ‘  clear 
‘  discerning  word.’  He  has  pointed  out  (what  no  one  has 
denied)  the  serious  discrepancies  between  the  civilisation  of 
the  Homeric  poems  and  that  of  the  Mycenman  age.  The 
solution  he  offers  is  that  the  ‘people  who  produced  the 
‘  objects  called  Mycena'an  are  not  Achteans,  not  Hellenes, 
‘  but  that  substratum  of  indigenous  population  that  pos- 
‘  sessed  the  land  before  the  coining  of  the  Hellenes  proper, 
‘  i.e.  the  Pelasgians.*  The  general  problem,  resting  as  it  does 
on  complex  evidence  aa  to  the  use  of  iron,  the  shape  of 
armour,  the  pictogr.iphic  script,  and  many  another  point, 
does  not  concern  us  here ;  but  we  are  bound  to  state  that  the 
solution  he  suggests  I'esolvesin  the  simplest  possible  manner 
the  difficulty  as  to  Homeric  burial.  The  Pelasgians  accord¬ 
ing  to  his  view  wen*  a  rich,  agricultural  and  trading  people, 
dwelling  in  walled  cities,  burying  and  probably  embalming 
their  distinguished  dead  in  tombsoftcn  splendid  and  extensive, 
honouring  them  with  offerings  and  cultus :  the  Achmans  of 
Homer,  a  warrior  tribe  of  inviulers,  conquerors,  cremating 
their  dead,  careless  of  after-connexion  with  them ;  a  people 
concerned  rather  with  this  life  than  the  next — a  jicople 
among  whom  the  chthonic  side  of  religion  was  conspicuously 
abw'nt.  Under  the  head  of  burial  Professor  Ridgeway 
brings  ftnavard  one  argument  the  potency  of  which  it  would 
be  hard  to  overestimate.  He  says  (p.  112),  speaking  of  the 
discrepancy  between  Homeric  and  Mycenman  burial : — 

*  It  has  been  sfmght  to  minimise  this  difficulty  by  pointing  out  that 
the  Athenians  continued  to  ])ractise  burial  and  not  cremation  down  to 
tlie  si.xtli  century  u.c.,  as  proved  by  llie  evidence  derived  from  the 
Dipylon  cemetery.  But,  as  1  have  shown  reiHjatedly,  the  Athenians  are 
not  Acha^.'ins  but  Pelasgians.  The  evidence,  therefore,  of  the  Dipylon 
cemetery  goes  to  show  that  the  Pelasgians  did  not  practise  cremation 
until  quite  late,  when  they  had  alresidy  merged  into  the  Hellenic  body. 
The  inference  from  this  is  that  the  Myceiwans  were  Pelasgians  and 
not  Acho'ans.’ 

We  grasp  then  clearly  this  main  fact:  that  the  Mycenajan 
civilisation,  to  whomsoever  we  attribute  it,  is  iu  the 
matter  of  burial  alien  to  Homer  and  definitely  expresses  the 
notion  that  the  dead  man  lives  on  in  his  tomb — potent  for 
good  and  for  evil;  a  power  therefore  to  be  reckoned  with. 
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The  next  series  of  monuments  that  meet  us  are  those  best 
represented  by  the  Spartan  stela*  discussed  by  Professor 
Gardner  in  chapter  vi. 

These  stela?,  brought  to  light  at  Chrysapha,  near  Sparta, 
in  1877,  by  Drs.  Dressel  and  Milchhoefer,  have  found  their 
way  into  all  handbooks  and  are  familiar  to  students.  The 
most  complete  and  typical  example  is  now  in  the  Berlin 
Museum.  The  date  is  probably  the  latter  part  of  the  sixth 
century  n.c.  The  artist  is  manifestly  heir  to  a  well- 
established  tradition ;  though  his  stylo  is  archaic,  he  moves 
easily  and  firmly  within  its  limits,  filling  his  space  to 
good  deconitive  effect  with  a  composition  that  has  become 
familiar  and  typical.  We  have  a  pair  of  figures  seated 
side  by  side;  a  bearded  man  to  the  front  holding  in  his 
extended  right  hand  a  kantharos,  Ix'hind  a  woman  who 
carries  a  pomegranate  in  her  right  hand  and  with  h(*r  left 
exti?nds  her  veil ;  b(*hind  the  ehair  is  carved  a  bearded 
snake.  Approaching  the  knees  of  tin?  s(?aied  figures  are 
two  diminutive  figures,  a  man  and  a  woman ;  the  man  in 
front  holds  a  eock  and  an  egg,  the  woman  behind  him  a 
pomegranate  flower  and  fruit. 

The  marked  contrast  in  size  between  the  seated  and 
standing  figures  places  it  beyond  a  doubt  that  the  seated 
figures  are  divine,  the  standing  mortal.  The  kantharos  at 
first  suggested  Dionysos  and  Ariadne,  the  snake  Asklepios 
and  llygieia.  But  of  any  important  local  cult  of  these 
divinities  at  Sparta  we  have  no  evidence.  Moreover,  it  is 
now  known  that  the  snake  belonged  primarily  to  Asklepios 
in  his  capacity  not  of  healer  but  of  under-world  god.  It  is 
to  the  under-world  wo  must  look  for  the  interpretation  of 
these  reliefs.  Inscriptions  on  Laconian  tombs  are  rare. 
Lycurgus  forbade  (according  to  Plutarch)  that  names 
should  be  inscribed  on  tombs,  save  in  the  case  of  priest¬ 
esses  and  those  who  died  in  battle.  On  two,  however, 
of  these  stela?  names  of  mortals  arc  inscribed — Timokles 
and  Aristokles.  The  inscription  ‘  Timokles  ’  is  held  by 
Dr.  Furtwiingler  to  bo  later  in  date  than  the  stela?  on  which 
it  is  engraved.  The  name  Aristokles  is  followed  by  the 
words  6  /cat  as  though  a  second  appellation  were  ap¬ 

pended.  These  inscriptions  are  not  free  from  difficulty,  but 
as  the  same  type  of  the  seated  figures,  the  kantharos  and 
the  snake,  appear  on  st<?he  which  are  unquestionably  funereal, 
there  seems  no  reason  for  rejecting  the  view  now  unani¬ 
mously  adopted  by  archa?ologists,  that  these  Laconian  stela* 
are  monuments  of  ancestor-worship.  The  dead  man  and 
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woman,  presumably  man  and  wife,  have  become,  in  a  sense, 
under-world  ^ods;  as  such  they  are  approached  by  their 
descendants  with  the  offering  due  to  the  divinities  of  the 
lower-world,  the  cock,  the  j)omegranate,  &c. 

So  far  we  are  entirely  in  accord  with  the  popular  view,  • 
but  the  accident  that  these  ‘  heroising  ’  reliefs  were  first  found 
near  Sparta  has  led,  we  believe,  to  a  misconception ;  they 
are  usually  held  to  represent  a  Dorian  tradition,  a  ‘  religious 
‘  respect  for  ancestors,’  to  quote  Professor  Gardner,  ‘  which 
‘  belongs  especially  to  Peloponnesos  and  the  Dorians.’  Surely 
this  is  to  misdate  an  idea  .and  inisunderstiind  the  whole 
matter.  The  closest  analogy  to  these  Spartan  stehe  is  found 
in  the  far-off  land  of  Lycia,  in  the  ‘  Harpy  ’  tomb  of  Xanthus, 
which,  obeying  a  geographical  convention.  Professor  Gardner 
treats  of  in  quite  a  separate  chapter.  He  is,  of  course,  fully 
aware  of  this  close  analogy.  Speaking  of  the  ‘  Harpy  ’  tomb 
reliefs,  he  says  (p.  72)  :  ‘  Certainly  t  hey  do  in  some  points 
‘  ntiarly  res»*inble  tlie  Spartan  reliids,  ol'whieli  we  shall  treat 
‘  ill  the  next  chapter,  anil  wliich  do,  beyond  doubt,  belong  to 
‘  the  hero-worship  of  liacedemonian  families.  The  offerings, 

‘  too,  in  the  hand  of  the  votaries,  the  flower  and  the  fruit, 

‘  the  egg  and  the  cock,  are  such  as  were  brought  in  Greece 
‘  to  the  tomb,  and  such  as  are  figured  in  the  Spartan  mouu- 
‘  merits.’  Tiie  inference  he  fears  to  draw  is,  to  our  minds, 
safe  and  obvious  enough.  Tliis  conception  of  herc-worship 
is  not  Dorian,  not  Achiean ;  it  belongs  to  that  primitive 
stratum  of  population  wliich,  before  the  coining  of  either 
Dorian  or  Achman,  developed  a  powerful  civilisation  over 
the  whole  basin  of  the  TUgean,  nay,  over  the  whole  northern 
side  of  the  Mediterranean,  which  built  the  beehive  tombs, 
which,  whether  we  call  it  Pelasgian  or  not,  produced  the 
culture  known  to  us  as  Myceniean.  Their  power  may  have 
been  and  was  broken,  modified,  assimilated  by  the  Achtean 
invaders  from  the  north,  but  there  is  no  break  in  the 
tradition  of  ancestor-worship;  even  the  mighty  influence  of 
Homer  is  ixiwerless  here. 

We  come  next,  following  Professor  Gardner  to  his  seventh 
chapter,  to  another  class  of  reliefs,  the  commemorative 
tablets,  known  to  the  Germans  by  the  convenient  but  un- 
translateable  term  ‘  Totenmahlreliefs.’  Here  again,  while 
o^lmitting  the  great  learning  and  tact  brought  to  bear  on  a 
most  complex  and  delicate  problem,  w’e  are  at  issue  with 
our  author.  Since  his  book  was  published,  the  whole  ques¬ 
tion  of  the  commemorative  tablets  has  been  reopened  by 
Dr.  H.  von  Fritze  in  the  Athenian  ‘  Mittheilungen ;  ’  his 
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argument  we  believe  to  be  conclusive,  though  to  our  minds 
he  does  not  seem  quite  aware  of  its  full  significance.  He  has 
given  the  key,  but  not  quite  unlocked  the  door. 

The  case  stands  thus.  Besides  the  actual  tombs  or  slabs, 
of  whatever  shape,  let  into  the  ground,  we  have  a  class  of 
sepulchral  monuments  which  were  made  not  to  be  fixed 
up  on  the  actual  grave,  but  to  be  set  up  in  chapels  or  mounted 
on  walls — in  fact,  commemorative  tablets.  In  shape,  size,  and 
subject  they  are  clearly  analogotis  to  the  tablets  set  up,  e.tf. 
in  the  sanctuaries  of  Asklepios.  A  good  and  familiar  speci¬ 
men  of  this  type  is  the  well-known  tablet  that  has  long 
passed  by  the  absurd  name  of  ‘  The  death  of  Socrates.’ 
On  a  couch  reclines  a  bearded  man,  holding  in  his  hand  a 
phiale  from  which  he  seems  to  pour  libation.  At  his  feet 
sits  his  wife  holding  in  her  hands  a  necklace  or  wreath ; 
behind  the  wife  is  a  young  slave  busy  getting  wine  in  an 
oinoc hoc  from  a  large  krater;  beneath  the  couch  a  dog  is 
gnawing  a  bone;  behind  the  reclining  man  is  a  bearded  man 
of  smaller  stature  with  hand  uplifted  from  liis  himation  in  the 
gesture  that  to  the  0 reeks  indicated  adoration.  This  type, 
though  substantially  uniform,  is  often  enlarged  and  modilied  ; 
very  often,  in  fact  usually,  near  the  couch,  is  a  table  covered 
with  cakes  of  pyramidal  form.  Sometimes  a  snake  is  coiled 
below  the  table ;  often  the  single  diminutive  figure  is 
enlarged  into  a  group  approaching  to  bring  sacrificial  offer¬ 
ings  ;  sometimes  a  horse  is  present,  sometimes  merely  a 
horse’s  head  framed  in  in  the  background. 

No  monuments  of  ancient  art  have  been  more  widely 
discussed  than  these  ‘  sepulchral  banquets,’  as  for  con¬ 
venience  sake  we  may  call  them.  Three  lines  of  interpreta¬ 
tion  have  been  followed.  It  has  been  held — 

First,  that  the  sepulchral  banquets  represent  a  simple  family 
scene  of  daily  life,  without  any  sepulchral  significance. 

Second,  that  they  represent  the  dead  man  as  a  hero  in  the 
next  world  sitting  ‘  at  endless  feast.’ 

Third,  that  the  dead  man  is  represented  as  in  enjoyment 
of  the  offerings  brought  him  by  his  pious  descendants. 

The  first  view  would  bring  the  ‘  sepulchral  banquets  ’ 
into  close  relation  with  the  ordinary  Attic  stel(‘,  where  e.ij.  a 
lady  receives  her  toilette  box,  or  a  boy  bowls  his  hoop  ;  but 
then  what  becomes  of  the  worshippers  with  offerings?  Tlie 
third  view  would  make  them  the  lineal  descendants  of  the 
Spartan  stela;,  and  this  we  shall  see  has  an  element  of  truth 
in  it ;  the  second  view,  like  the  first,  fails  to  explain  the 
worshippers.  The  real  explanation  we  shall  find  lies  in  a 
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curious  eontaminalio  of  the  second  and  the  third,  with  a  touch 
of  reminiscence  of  (he  first.  The  clue  to  the  complex  tangle 
has  been  found  by  Dr.  von  Fritze  in  a  very  close  and  careful 
observation  of  the  objects  on  the  table  by  the  banqueters’  side 
— an  instance,  if  one  were  wanted,  of  the  imperative  need 
for  a  searching  scrutiny  of  all  details,  however  seemingly 
unimportant.  Archicologists  have  been  too  apt  to  dismiss 
these  reliefs  as  representing  vaguely  a  banquet,  without  ask¬ 
ing  what  exactly  was  Ix'ing  eaten.  The  bamiuet  of  the  (J reeks 
w!is  divided,  as  indeed  a  modern  banquet  is  or  was,  into  two 
parts;  the  meal  proper,  hsiirvov,  and  (In^  after-symposion ; 
the  symposion,  besides  the  all-essential  wine,  included  the 
hexnepai  Tpdire^ai  our  dessert,  sweets,  fruits,  biscuits,  and 
the  like.  It  is  these  Bevrepai  Tpi'nre^ai  that  stand  by  the 
banqueters’  side ;  the  BsIttvov  is  over  and  gone,  the  liba¬ 
tion  is  being  poured,  the  symposion  has  begun.  The  cakes 
of  pointed  shape  arethe  Trepa/i/oerof  the  (Jreek  dessert,  they 
are  no  part  of  (he  offering  to  the  dead.  In  the  ‘sei)ulchral 
‘  banquets  ’  (he  7rvpap.tBes  are  as  conspicuous  by  (heir 
presence  as  meat,  the  integral  part  of  the  Bslirvov,  is  by  its 
absence. 

The  dead  man,  then,  is  represented  reclining  in  the  next 
world  at  an  eternal  symposion.  It  is  not  merely  a  picture 
of  his  past  life — that  the  presence  of  the  chthonic  snake 
forbids — but  there  /«  a  reminiscence  of  the  past;  he  does  not 
receive  libation  as  a  god  ;  ho  pours  it  to  the  gods  as  he  was 
wont  to  do ;  he  is  attended  by  wife  and  cupbearer  and  faithful 
dog  as  in  the  old  days.  It  is  all  inatle  as  natural  and  human 
as  may  be.  This  <Tvp.Troaiov  twv  utrlwv,  as  Plato  calls  it, 
is  a  primitive  and  natural  notion.  The  Greeks  are  not 
the  only  i)Oople  who  have  held  that  the  fairest  reward  of 
virtue  was  eternal  carouse  ( i)yt)aup.ei/oi  KuWiaTov  dpsTl/s 
pidOov  p.i$v  atioviov).  Wine  to  such  is  for  inspiration, 
not  for  degradation. 

Another  point  calls  f»tr  notice.  Not  infrequently  on  the 
table  near  the  cakes  is  an  incense  vt'ssel,  a  thymiaterion ;  if 
we  suppose  the  cakc'S  to  l>e  oflerings,  the  incense  must  have 
the  like  significance.  Put,  as  Dr.  von  Kritze  has  shown  in 
his  treatise  ‘  Die  llauchopfer  bei  den  Griechen,’  incense  was 
unknown  as  an  oflering  to  the  dead  until  very  late  times.  It 
was  a  comparatively  late  importation  from  the  East,  and 
never  made  its  way  into  the  conservative  chthonic  cults. 
Incense  was,  however,  naturally  enough  a  usual  and  welcome 
adjunct  to  the  symposion.  In  the  beautiful  elegy  of 
Xenophanes,  the  preparations  include  not  only  a  clean-swept 
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lieartb,  clean  Lands  and  cups,  woven  garlands,  and  sweet 
smelling  myrrh  : 

is  Ct  furrotr  oOfAi'is  XtjiityiitTor 

and  Archestratos  the  connoisseur  bids  his  revellers  sprinkle 
incense  on  the  soft  ashes  of  the  fire  : 

Mii  aftvpvttr  XIpitvoy  ti  7riY»or  fiitXnk'liv  ini  Ti<l)pai' 

jiaXXt. 

The  incense,  like  the  Trvpaplhes,  mai'ks  the  humanity,  not 
the  divinity,  of  the  banqueter. 

But  it  will  naturally  be  urged  what  of  the  diminutive 
figures  approaching  in  attitudes  of  adoration,  bringing  some 
of  them  unmistakeably  offerings  for  sacrifice,  a  pig  or  a 
sheep,  and  bringing  them  in  some  cases  up  to  an  actual 
altar  clearly  depicted  This  is  the  curious  and  signilicant 
point.  It  has  been  often  noted  with  surprise  that  the  ban¬ 
queting  figure,  be  he  man  or  god,  takes  no  notice  of  the 
approaching  procession.  His  wife  actually  turns  her  back 
on  it;  in  a  word,  the  banqiiefiiig  scene  is  self-contained, 
indepmident,  aloof.  VV"e  hav(‘,  in  la(4,  as  we  indicabal  at  the 
outset,  a  curious  routuuiluatlo  of  two  separate  types  ;  the 
banquet  presumably  in  Hades,  the  olferings  at  the  tomb 
made  in  the  upfier  actual  world.  And  the  coiitamiuatio  of  art- 
types — more  common  in  vase-painting  than  in  sculpture — 
very  aptly  indicates  a  conlamiaalio,  a  blending,  illogical  but 
natural,of  two  distinct  currents  of  thought — ancestor-worship 
on  the  one  hand,  which  regards  the  dead  man  as  heroised 
or  even  deified,  and  as  such  the  object  of  prayer  and  sacri¬ 
fice,  and  that  other  way  of  thinking,  for  which  we  have  no 
such  convenient  label,  which  pictures  the  next  world  as  but 
the  sequel  to  the  brighter  side  of  this  :  the  one  the  outcome 
of  the  religious  instinct,  tlie  other  a  cheery  and  quite 
Hellenic  bit  of  unscientific  speculation.  To  regard  these 
commemorative  tablets  as  a  single  scene  without  distin¬ 
guishing  the  two  alien  factors  is  to  rob  them  of  their  true 
and  very  complex  significance.  Alien  we  call  them 
advisedly,  because  however  closely  they  were  at  last  inter¬ 
woven,  we  believe  them  to  have  sprung  from  two  different 
racial  impulses :  one  from  a  primitive  race  religious  by 
instinct,  much  given  to  chthonic  and  agricultural  cults,  for 
the  two  tend  to  go  together,  deeply  concerned  with  the  soul 
and  its  after-life  ;  the  other  from  a  race  that  worshijiped  on 
the  hill-tops  Zeus  of  the  thunder  and  lightning,  that  created 
the  Olympus  of  the  upper  air — a  race  whose  mission  it  was  to 
concentrate  its  energies  on  the  perfecting  of  human  vitality 
here,  and  that  in  part  ignored,  in  part  resented,  a  hereafter ; 
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that  bore  with  this  hereafter  only  when  it  had  been  trans¬ 
lated  into  a  joyous  and  niagnihed  present.  The  one  race 
buried  their  dead  and  worshipped  them,  the  other  burnt 
them  and  tried  to  forget  them  ;  the  one  was  ghost-ridden, 
the  other  fancy  free  ;  the  one  mystic,  the  other  rationalising. 

From  Greek  sculptured  tombs  and  tablets,  then,  Ave  learn 
much  of  the  service  done  by  the  living  to  the  dead  man, 
little,  very  little,  of  his  life  in  the  under-world.  At  most  we 
get  the  picture,  which  is  bxit  an  eciio  of  his  life  on  earth, 
of  the  dead  man  feasting  at  the  symposion.  We  turn  next 
to  a  difterent  class  of  monuments,  Avhich  fortunately  are 
more  explicit  on  this  point:  Greek  vases  and  Greek  monu¬ 
mental  painting. 

Greek  vases  have,  as  is  well  known,  a  special  and  intimate 
relation  with  the  dead.  They  come  to  us  for  the  most  part, 
though  not  wholly,  from  tombs ;  they  are  part  of  the  regular 
furniture  of  the  dead  man’s  house.  To  find  them,  we  must 
burrow  in  Greek  graves,  and  by  a  ‘  kind  of  pious  sacrilege  ’ 
steal  them  from  the  dead  housekeeper.  It  is,  indeed,  still  an 
open  question  whether  painted  vases — the  ordinary  black  and 
red  ware  with  which  all  museums  are  crowded — were  ever, 
apart  from  their  service  at  weddings,  funerals,  or  sanctuaries, 
actually  used  in  daily  life  at  all ;  whether,  in  fact,  the  painted 
vases  found  in  tombs  are  not  merely  the  ornamental  surrogates 
of  metal  and  unpainted  in  daily  use.  Our  own  opinion 
inclines  that  way.  Even  the  mei,  the  irpoa- 

ayopsvo}  that  seem  a  direct  appeal  to  the  living,  have  their 
close  and  natural  parallel  in  the  XP'/o-re  stela.',  the 

appeal  to  the  dead. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  Ave  learn  from  Greek  vases  most  clearly 
how  the  ordinary  man  in  the  street,  ‘  riiomine  sensuel 
‘inoyeii,’  thought  of  the  soul  after  death.  He  imaged  it,  as 
Homer  did,  as  an  eidolon,  a  little  shadowy,  bloodless,  sense¬ 
less  image. 

‘  Ah  me,  in  Hades’  house  something  indeed  tliere  is, 

Spirit  and  phantom  form,  hut  bodiless  as  this ; 

For  o’er  me  in  the  night  Patroklos’  woeful  sprite, 

With  crying  and  Avith  tears  was  standing  all  the  night. 

Bidding  me  thus  and  thus  and  strangely  like  tlie  man.’ 

On  black-figured  vases  the  ghost  of  Patroklos  appears,  a 
tiny  sprite  in  armour  hovering  over  his  OAvn  re/i/Jos,  return¬ 
ing  to  the  upper-world  only  Avhen  unappeased,  unburied. 
Achilles  shares  his  dread  of  the  intangible  under-world  with 
the  primitive  African  savage  of  to-day.  A  Tschewi  proverb, 
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according  to  Miss  Mary  Kingsley,*  says  ‘  One  day  in  this 
‘  world  is  worth  a  year  in  Srahmandazi ;  *  and  the  same 
writer  notes  (p.  490)  that  among  many  negro  tribes  the  feel¬ 
ing  regarding  the  importance  of  funeral  observances  is  quite 
(Jreek  in  its  intensity.  She  adds  : — 

‘  Given  a  duly  educated  African,  1  am  sure  that  lie  would  prasp  the 
true  inwardness  of  the  “  Antigone  ”  liir  and  away  better  than  any 
Kuro]iean  can.  .  .  .  To  jirovidu  a  projHT  burial  for  the  dead  relation 
is  the  great  duty  of  a  negro’s  life  (p.  4'JI  )  ;  its  only  rival,  in  his  mind, 
is  to  have  a  burial  of  his  own.  He  may  know  surely  and  well  that 
killing  slaves  and  women  at  a  dead  brother’s  grave  means  hanging  for 
liim  when  the  “  llig  Consul  ”  knows  ol'it ;  but  in  the  Delta  he  will  do 
it.  On  the  coast,  leeward  anil  windw.ard,  ho  will  sjiend  every  jienny 
he  fiosscsses,  and  on  top,  if  need  be,  go  and  pawn  himself,  his  wives, 
and  his  children  into  slavery  to  give  a  relation  a  jiroper  funeral.’ 

Au  adequate  funeral  among  the  Homeric  Clrceks,  as  among 
these  modern  negroes,  seems  to  have  been  the  only  approved 
and  conclusive  method  of  gettitig  rid  of  an  offended  and 
possibly  malevolent  ghost.  Once  the  funeral  rites  performed 
and  the  body  burnt,  the  Psyche  had  no  longer,  so  to  speak, 
a  pied-a-terre  in  the  upper-world,  and  remained  permanently 
below.  This  conception  differs  fundamentally  from  the 
notion  that  underlies  the  vast  sepulchral  monuments  of  the 
‘  Mycenman  ’  age  and  the  hero-worship  of  the  Spartan  stelm. 

In  the  next  series  of  monuments  we  shall  note — i.e.  the 
Athenian  white  lekythoi — we  have,  however,  again  a  curious 
eoniaminatio  of  beliefs.  These  lekythoi  are,  as  is  well  known, 
distinguished  from  other  vases  not  only  by  a  special  technique, 
but  by  the  fact  that  we  are  certaiii  that  tliey  were  made 
expressly  for  the  dead,  and  decorated  almost  uniformly  with 
subjects  obviously  funereal. 

Though  other  subjects  occur,  to  be  noted  presently,  by  far 
the  larger  number  of  these  white  lekythoi  are  decorated  with 
scenes  representing  offerings  brought  to  the  tomb.  The 
simplest  of  these  scenes  represent  the  memorial  stele  decked 
with  sashes ;  on  either  side  a  survivor  brings  offerings,  some¬ 
times  in  the  hand,  sometimes  in  a  basket  or  tray  which  con¬ 
tains  wreaths,  sashes,  va.ses,  food,  pomegranates,  and  the  like 
— these  are  the  ivTd<f>ia  ‘due  to  those  below  :  ’  ola  toIs  kutu) 
vofii^eTai.  So  far  we  are  in  the  region  of  the  jMycemean  tombs, 
the  Spartan  stehe.  Very  frequently,  however,  round  about 
the  stelm  there  flutter  little  black,  winged  ghosts,  siBtoXa  or 
Kqpes.  About  the  precise  meaning  of  these  tiny  figures,  with 
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their  gestures  sometimes  those  of  entreaty  and  lament,  there 
has  been  much  discussion.  They  are  simply  the  reminiscence 
of  the  Homeric  ghosts — the  dfievrjva  Kap-qva,  the  ‘strengthless 
heads  of  the  de^  ’ — the  ‘  woeful  piteous  sprite  ’  of  Patroklos 
and  many  another  hero.  At  the  grave  we  are  none  of  us 
over-logical,  and  no  Greek  with  his  Homer  in  his  head 
would  query  too  strictly  a  contnminatio  in  art  that  found  its 
answer  in  his  own  tangled  convictions.  He  brought  offerings 
to  the  tomb  himself,  while  all  the  time  he  professed  to  believe 
with  Homer  that  the  ghost  of  his  dead  man  was  remote, 
inaccessible  in  Hades ;  he  did  it  because  in  his  veins  the 
blood  of  two  races  was  mingled — Pelasgian  and  Hellen. 

We  have  taken  the  lekythoi  pictures  before  the  fresco  of 
Polygnotus  simply  for  the  convenience  of  grouping  together 
the  representations  of  the  eidola,  but  the  fresco  of  Polygnotus 
must  antedate  most,  if  not  all,  of  the  lekythoi.  It  forms,  as 
Professor  Gardner  remarks,  after  the  Homeric  age,  ‘  the  most 
important  landmark  in  the  history  of  Hades.’ 

The  French  excavators  at  Delphi,  spite  of  their  brilliant 
successes,  have  had  to  face  some  bitter  disappointments,  and 
the  most  bitter  of  all  has  been  that,  though  the  plan  of  the 
great  Lesche  of  the  Cnidians  has  been  substantially  made 
out,  not  one  fragment  of  the  fresco  of  Polygnotus  has  come 
to  light.  There  was  every  reason  for  hope,  as  in  the  ex¬ 
cavations  on  the  Acropolis  at  Athens  a  painted  plaque  of 
similar  technique  was  discovered,  the  colours  still  in  excel¬ 
lent  preservation.  Unhappily  now,  as  before,  we  are  left  for 
our  knowledge  of  the  subjects  treated  and  their  arrange¬ 
ment  to  the  account  given  us  by  Pausanias,  fortunately  for 
us  a  full  one,  and  archaiologists,  no  doubt,  for  many  a 
generation  to  come  will  seek  to  win  their  spurs  by  attempted 
restorations. 

Until  Dr.  Dummler  took  the  matter  in  hand,  one  point 
respecting  the  Lesche  had  never  commanded  sufficient  atten¬ 
tion.  The  question  was  never  fairly  asked  why  was  the 
‘  Descent  into  Hades  ’  chosen  as  a  subject  for  the  decoration 
of  the  walls.  That  it  was  Homeric  was  accounted  an  ade¬ 
quate  appropriateness.  Homer  was  the  ‘  Bible  of  the  Greeks,’ 
and  what,  more  instructive  sight  for  y(mng  and  old  as  they 
lounged  in  the  L*.>sehe  than  these  pictures  from  the  Ilioupersis 
and  Odyssey. 

Dr.  Dummler  has  shown  that  in  the  case  of  the  descent 
into  Hades  there  was  another  and  a  far  more  intimate  fitness. 
The  point  is  so  interesting  and  indeed  so  important  in  the 
history  of  Greek  burial  customs  that  it  is  a  little  surprising 
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to  find  it  passed  over  in  silence  by  Professor  Gardner.  The 
Tjcsehe  was  not  primarily  a  lounging  place  in  which,  as 
Pausunias  says  (x.  25  i.),  ‘  they  used  to  assemble  in  olden 
‘  times  to  discuss  subjects  both  serious  and  trifling  ’ — a  place 
in  which  to  dBoXeaxsim  It  is  noticeable  that  even  Pausanias 
lias  the  reminiscence  of  serious  discourse,  which  is  scarcely 
discernible  in  Homer’s  use,  for  a  Lesche  with  Homer  is  the 
resort  of  vagabonds.  Hesiod  (‘  Works  and  Days,’  491  ff.) 
warns  the  poor  man  of  the  danger  of  loitering  in  Leschae, 
which,  together  with  blacksmiths’  shops,  appear  to  have  earned 
a  bad  name.  But  in  Sparta  the  Lesche  has  more  serious 
associations.  Plutarch  (‘  Lyc.’  16)  tells  us  that  in  the  Lesche 
the  eldest  of  the  tribesmen,  twv  ^vXetmu  oi  irpsa-^vTaToi,  met 
to  consider  the  future  of  the  newly  boi*n  children.  Equally 
significant  is  the  comment  of  Proklos  on  the  passage  of 
Hesiod  to  the  effect  that  each  family  to  the  number  of  360 
had  its  own  Lesche.  Apollo  himself  did  not  disdain  the  title 
of  Leschenorios,  and  probably  bore  it  owing  to  his  function 
as  Harpmos  to  the  Attic  aristocracy.  That  each  gens  or 
family  had  its  own  Lesche  is  further  probable  from  the 
statement  in  the  ‘  Etymologicum  Magnum  ’  that  among  the 
Boeotians  the  Leschse  were  common  dining  places.  A  very 
curious  inscribed  monument  seems  to  point  to  a  still  more 
serious  significance  for  the  Lesche.  On  a  rectangular  grave- 
slab  from  Rhodes  of  the  form  afterwai'ds  known  as  kXivt}  or 
Tpane^a  are  inscribed  the  words  ‘  I  am  the  Lesche  of 
‘  Euthytidos,’&c.  {EvdvTiBa  rjpuXeaYa).  We  can  scarcely  escape 
the  conclusion  that  the  flat  benchlike  tomb  was  originally 
•-■ailed  a  Lesche.  In  primitive  days  it  was  the  custom,  as  we 
learn  from  the  pseudo-Platonic  dialogue  ‘  Minos  ’  (p.  315),  for 
the  Athenians  to  bury  their  dead  inside  their  houses.  This 
is  the  kindly  instinct  of  many  primitive  people  before  the 
chilly  science  of  sanitation  comes  in  to  check  sentiment.  To 
this  day,  according  to  Miss  Kingsley,  the  Calabar  people, 
‘  when  the  Consular  eye  is  off  them,  bury  their  dead  under 
‘  their  houses.’  A  Lesche,  then,  would  seem  primarily  to 
have  been  the  grave-place  in  a  house,  near  to  the  hearth  and 
with  it  held  sacred.  It  was  the  family  meeting-place,  and 
the  Lesche  of  the  chief  of  the  clan  would  naturally  become  a 
sort  of  council  house,  a  place  of  meeting  for  the  clansmen. 
No  doubt  the  Lesche  of  the  (Jiiidians  was  built  as  a  lounge 
merely,  and  as  a  background  for  the  great  frescoes  of  Poly- 
gnotus ;  but  it  must  have  inherited  sacred  sepulchral  tradi¬ 
tions.  It  was,  Pausanias  expressly  tells  us,  close  to  the  tomb 
of  Ncoptolemos.  One  picture  was  a  scejie  in  which  the  dead 
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a  new  sense  of  appropriateness,  represented  the  ‘  Descent  into 
‘the under- world.’  The  word  Lesche  takes  us  back  to  a  time 
when  temple,  tomb,  hearth,  council-house,  family  banqueting- 
place  were  not  so  clearly  sundered  as  in  later  days. 

One  of  the  subjects  chosen  for  the  decoration  of  the 
Lesche — the  descent  of  Odysseus  into  Hades — was  then  a 
scene  obviously  fit  for  its  purpose.  How  did  Polygnotus 
treat  it?  The  main  incident — the  consultation  of  the  spirit 
of  Teiresias — is  in  accordance  with  the  ‘  Odyssey,’ book  xi. 
That  book,  the  Nekuia,  is  on  all  hands  acknowledged  to  be 
not  only  later  than  the  primitive  kernel  of  the  ‘  Iliad,’  but 
later  than  the  main  story  of  the  ‘  Odyssey.’  It  is  an  episode 
most  skilfully  interpolated.  The  obvious  ostensible  motive 
is  to  bring  Odysseus  into  relation  with  the  other  Homeric 
heroes  by  converse  with  the  shades  in  Hades.  It  is  no  less 
obvious  that,  as  Von  Wilamowitz  long  ago  pointed  out,  the 
episode  is  Boeotian  in  spirit  and  substance ;  the  mission  of 
Odysseus  is  ‘  to  seek  to  the  spirit  of  Theban  Teiresias,  whose 
‘  wits  abide  steadfast.’  Moreover,  in  this  book,  and  here 
only,  we  have  distinct  evidence  of  a  cultus  of  the  dead — sacri¬ 
fice  made  to  them.  Achilles  makes  no  attempt  to  revive 
the  vitality  of  the  ghost  of  Patroklos  b}"  a  draught  of  black 
blood — he  knows  no  such  method.  The  book  is  a  later  addi¬ 
tion,  but  in  it  reappear  traces  of  primitive  pre- Achaean  habit 
of  thought  foreign  to  the  nitionalistic  sceptical  attitude  of 
the  earlier  ‘  Iliad.’  This  is  not  the  place  to  discuss  the  stratifi¬ 
cation  of  Homer ;  we  only  allude  to  the  complex  question  to 
justify  our  taking  the  ‘  Descent  ’  of  the  ‘  Odyssey  ’  in  conjunc¬ 
tion  with  the  Lesche  pictures  rather  than  with  the  earlier 
Homeric  views  of  Hades.  Reading  the  ‘  Odyssey  ’  ‘  Descent  ’ 
in  the  light  of  archaeology  it  falls  easily  enough  several 
loosely  connected  fiictors.  There  is  first  what  looks  like  the 
primary  intent  of  the  episode — the  revival  of  the  souls  for 
converse  with  Odysseus ;  there  is  the  Boeotian  incident  of 
the  oracle  of  Teiresias ;  there  is  the  no  less  Ba>otian  episode 
of  the  women  folk,  reminding  us  of  the  Hesiodic  Eoai,  and 
indicative  no  less  of  the  matriarchal  conditions  that  bit  by 
bit  are  revealing  themselves  in  the  pre- Achaean  period  to  every 
student  of  mythology.  These  interviews  and  visions  over, 
Odysseus  announces  in  the  simplest  fashion  that  he  is 
minded  to  take  a  general  look  round  ;  and  the  poet  proceeds 
to  fill  in  with  a  few  illustrious  heroes,  notorious  criminals, 
and  Minos  the  judge — Minos,  Orion,  Tityos,  Tantalus, 
Sisyphus,  Heracles.  Of  whatever  date  these  interpolations 
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arc,  the  poet  clearly  assumes  that  he  is  calling  up  already 
familiar  pictures. 

Based  probably  in  the  main  on  the  Nekyia  of  the  ‘  Odyssey,’ 
the  under-world  of  Polygnotus  has  some  substantial  and 
most  signilicant  additions,  and  Charon  first  of  all.  To  the 
left  of  the  picture  is  seen  the  river  Acheron  with  dark 
reeds  and  shadowy  fishes.  If  we  may  trust  Pausanias, 
the  figure  of  Charon,  unknown  to  Homer,  was  of  epic  origin. 
Polygnotus  took  it  from  the  Minyas.  There  is  little  doubt 
that  Charon  came  to  the  Greek  from  Egypt,  probably  in  very 
e.arly  days.  The  mention  of  the  Minyas  is  significant,  for 
these  Minyas  we  know  colonised  the  coast  of  Libya,  carrying 
with  them  the  culture  we  call  ‘  Mycenajaii.’  In  Egypt  itself, 
at  Kahun  and  Tel  el  Amarna,  Professor  Flinders  Petrie 
has  discovered  ‘  Mycena!an  ’  pottery — a  strange  unlooked- 
for  confirmation  of  the  legend  of  Danaus  and  iEgyptus,  de¬ 
scendants  of  lo  and  Epaphos — Epaphos,  who  was  destined 
to  settle  at  the  mouth  of  the  Nile  according  to  the  prophecy 
of  Prometheus.  This  prophecy  (as  Professor  Ridgeway 
observes)  ‘  no  doubt  embodies  an  ancient  tradition  of  emi- 
‘  grants  from  Argolis  settling  in  the  Delta.’  Borrowings 
from  Egypt  no  longer  disturb  us,  seen  in  the  light  of  the 
spread  of  what  we  call  Mycenman  civilisation  on  the 
southern  as  well  as  northern  borders  of  the  Mediterranean. 

Before  we  note  the  passengers  in  CMiaron’s  boat,  a  word 
may  be  said  on  a  demon  represent'd  whopuxzled  Pausanias. 
Eurynomus  is  a  uttu^  Xeyufisifou  in  art  and  literature, 
‘  according  to  the  guides  at  Delphi.’  I*.ausauias  says  (x.  28,  7), 

‘  Eurynomus  was  one  of  the  daemons  who  dwell  in  Hades,  and  he 
eats  the  flesh  of  the  dead,  only  leaving  their  bones.  Neither  the 
“  Odyssey  ”  nor  the  poem  called  the  “  Minyas,”  nor  the  “  Nostoi,” 
know  any  dainion  of  the  name  of  Eurynomus,  though  these  poems 
make  mention  of  Hades  and  the  terrors  there.  Therefore,  I  will 
explain  this  much — i.e,,  what  .sort  of  a  thing  person  Eurynomus  is 
and  what  shape  is  given  him.  His  colour  is  between  blue  and  black, 
like  the  flies  who  stick  to  meat,  and  he  shows  hi.s  teeth,  and  underneath 
him  is  the  fell  of  a  vulture.’ 

Professor  Gardner  says  that  the  opinion  of  the  guides 
at  Delphi  ‘  goes  for  little,  and  the  name  Eurynomus  has 
‘  nothing  to  do  with  the  decay  of  flesh.  In  the  time 
‘  of  Polygnotus  it  was  usually  fire  rather  than  decay  which 
‘  made  away  with  the  bodies  of  the  dead.  This  diemon, 
‘  who  was  possibly  an  archaic  form  of  Hades  himself, 
‘  remains,  then,  unexplained.’  This  seems  to  us  to  miss 
the  whole  point  and  raise  a  difficulty  where  none  exists. 
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Eurynomus — the  name  ‘wide  ruler’  tells  us  nothing,  any 
god  might  bear  it — is  the  natural  flesh-eating  under¬ 
world  demon  of  a  people  who  buried  their  dead,  not  burned 
them ;  he  is  the  sarcopliagos  incarnate.  Polygnotus  em¬ 
bodies,  thert?  can  Ikj  no  doubt,  a  i)rimitive  pre-Achtean 
tradition.  Eurynomus  rests  on  a  vulture’s  skin,  a  simple  way 
of  saying  he  is  the  great  carnivorous  vulture  of  the  under¬ 
world.  ‘Whoab'the  flesh?’ was  the  natui'al  question  of 
primitive  man  when  he  saw  the  skeleton.  Eurynomus  is  the 
answer. 

Ill  tin*  Hades  of  Polygnotus  then*  are  not  only  the  con¬ 
spicuous  .aristocratic  criminals  of  the  ‘Odyssi'y,’  but  certain 
other  figures  who  may  be  counted  typical  of  whole  classes  —a 
son  who  has  maltreated  his  father,  and  a  man  who  has  com- 
mitti'd  sacrilege.  It  is,  however,  to  b<*  noted  that  these  are 
crimes  against  the  majesty  of  Delphi.  Aindlo  Patroos  could 
not  tol(!rate  defect  of  filial  duty ;  his  priests  were  little  likely 
to  be  lenient  to  the  s.acrilegious.  No  other  Hans  of  offenders 
is  punished  save  the  uninitiaU'd,  the  d/iu»/Tot  to  whom  now 
we  come.  In  the  boat  of  Charon  were  seated  Tellis,  still  .a 
youth,  ami  (fleobcea,  a  maiden ;  she  bore  on  her  knees  a 
sacred  cista,  and  sin*  it  was,  legend  said,  who  first  intro¬ 
duced  fhe  mysteries  of  l)eim>ter  from  Paros  to  Thasos.  Tlie 
Thasiau  touch  is,  of  course,  natural  enough  in  the  Thasian 
Polygnotus;  but  the  painter  wishes,  of  coursi*,  to  indicate 
that  fhe  initiated  generally  had  *  4*iusy  ace(*ss  ’  to  the  grace 
of  P«*rsephone.  Of  initiated  and  uninitiated  Homer  knows 
nothing  ;  h(*re  w(^  conn'  to  the  new  noti*  struck  in  the  Eesche. 

Pausanias  notes  (x.  .'»l,  d)  that  just  beyond  tin*  figure  of 
Penthesilea  were  two  women  carrying  wat»*r  in  broken, 
earthen  vessels,  the  one  in  the  flower  of  her  youth,  the  other 
advanced  in  life.  There  is  no  separate  inscription ;  but  an 
inscription  in  common  to  both  of  them  sai«l  that  they  wei’e 
not  initiated.  The  record  of  this  inscription  is  to  us  most 
important,  for  othcrwisi*  the  figures,  being  female,  would 
doubtless  have  been  interiu'cted  as  Danaides — ‘  O  Danaides, 
‘  0  Sieve !  ’ 

‘  Virginum  prcn.is  et  inane  lympha* 

I  )uliuni  fiiiulo  jHTeuntis  imo.’ 

The  connexion  of  the  Danaides  with  the  ufiv'qrot  has 
always  been  a  crux  to  archmologists,  nor  does  Professor 
Gardner  throw  any  light  on  it  in  the  Lesche ;  the  uniniti¬ 
ated  of  both  sexes  were,  like  the  Danaides,  compelled  to 
draw  water  in  leaky  vessels.  The  usual  explanation  is  that 
the  analogy  between  the  Danaides  and  the  uninitiated  was 
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that  both  wore  wreXetp,  uiihiitiiilod ;  the  Danaides,  dreXm 
ydfiov,  uninitiated  in  marriage,  for  they  slew  tlieir  would- 
be  husbands — the  otliers  uninitiated  in  tlie  mysteries  of 
Demeter.  There  is  probably  a  good  deal  in  this  explana- 
tion ;  it  w.as  quite  consonant  with  Greek  feeling  as  to  the 
incompleteness  of  the  life  of  the  unmarried.  There  is, 
however,  .another  explanation  suggested  by  Dr.  Diimmler, 
and  more  in  accordance  with  primitive  thought.  A  frequent 
test  of  the  guilty  among  primitive  peoples  is  that  the  accused 
should  carry  water  in  a  sieve — was  not  this  a  test  specially 
appropriate  in  the  case  of  the  Danaides,  spring-nymphs  as 
well  as  husband-slayers  ? — their  type  once  fixed  on  the  hope¬ 
less  water-carriers,  it  would  be  easy  to  confuse  their  type  with 
those  of  the  uninitiated  who  had  neglected  some  sacred  hydro- 
phoria.  We  do  not,  of  course,  dispute  the  later  association 
of  the  sieve  and  the  uninitiated — Plato  is  suflScient  evidence 
for  that,  and  in  the  ‘  Gorgias  ’  he  continues  the  moralising 
further ;  the  man  rotten  -with  intempenite  desire  has  a  leaky 
soul  that  nothing  can  fill.  But  Goethe  goes  too  far  when  he 
says  ‘  the  ancients  rightly  considered  fruitless  labour  as 
‘  the  gre.atest  of  all  torments,  and  the  punisliments  which 
‘  Tantalos,  Sisyphus,  the  Danaides,  and  the  uninitiated 
*  undergo  in  Hades  bear  witness  to  this.’  Any  one  of  us — 
Greek  or  no  Greek — would  prefer  carrying  water  in  a  sieve 
to  being  eternally  burned.  Boredom  is,  after  all,  preferable 
to  torture.  The  real  state  of  the  case  is  this  :  the  Greeks 
found  certain  punishments  canonical  in  Hades ;  how  they 
came  to  be  canonical  is  a  question  for  detailed  investigation 
in  each  case.  Sisyphus  rolls  a  stone  because  he  wiis  primarily 
a  sun-god,  whom  the  primitive  Greek,  like  many  another 
savage,  conceived  had  daily  to  roll  a  stone  to  the  top  of  the 
arch  of  heaven,  whence  it  daily  tumbled  down.  The  Danaid 
spring-nymphs  had  to  carry  w.ater  in  a  sieve  to  prove  their 
virginity.  Given  these  canonical  mythical  punishments,  the 
Greeks  did  their  best,  as  we  still  do,  to  moralise  them.  It 
is  no  difficult  task ;  a  moral  can  be  got  out  of  almost  any¬ 
thing. 

Another  curious  group  closely  connected  with  the  uniniti¬ 
ated  Professor  Gardner  leaves  quite  unnoted.  It  is  so 
apposite  to  our  point  that  we  must  pause  a  moment  to  con¬ 
sider  it — Ocnus  and  his  ass.  We  seem  at  first  to  be  in  the 
region  of  pure  comedy.  A  man  is  represented  seated,  and  an 
inscription  states  he  was  Ocnus ;  he  is  plaiting  a  rope,  and 
near  him  is  a  female  ass  constantly  eating  the  rope  as  he 
twists  it.  The  moral  is  irresistible.  Ocnus  is  an  industrious 
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man  with  an  idle,  8i>emUlirift  wife.  The  lonians,  when  they 
see  anyone  labouring  hanl  to  no  profit,  say  he  is  weaving  the 
rope  of  (Icnns.  Now  in  more  than  one  ancient  monument 
Ocnus  and  the  Danaides  are  closely  associated.  The  important 
point  for  the  moment  is  the  close  association  in  this  and 
other  pictures  of  Ocnus,  his  ass,  and  the  water-carriers. 
Very  interesting  light  on  the  connexion  between  the  two 
and  their  conjoint  peculiar  significance  has  been  thrown 
by  Mr.  A.  B.  Cook  in  his  paper  on  Animal-worship  in 
the  Mycenman  age.*  By  a  mass  of  evidence  too  long 
even  to  summarise  here,  he  proves  that  the  ass  was  an 
ancient  ‘  Mycenrean  ’  divinity  of  the  water  of  the  under¬ 
world,  that  a  ceremony  of  a  hydrophoria  was  conducted  at 
Mycena;  by  worshippers  dressed  in  asses’  skins  and  heads, 
these  masked  worshippers  being  represented  carrying  the 
well-rop*‘  in  the  archaic  Mycente  fresco  fragment.  The  ass 
devouring  the  rope  is,  in  fact,  nothing  else  but  the  well 
consuming,  as  it  were,  the  rope  let  down — a  conception  easy 
enough  to  the  primitive  mind ;  and  the  ass,  as  the  demon 
of  the  undergro»ind  well,  was  the  natural  denizen  of  Hades. 
In  fact,  the  double  scene  of  the  water-carriers  and  the  rope- 
plaiter  in  Hades  is  but  the  lower-world  representation  of  one 
and  the  same  ritual  that  went  on  in  the  upper- world.  Of 
this  we  have  curious  and  unexpected  confirmation  in  a 
passage  in  Diodorus  Siculus.  He  says  (i.  97)  :  ‘  In  the  city 
‘  of  Acanthus,  towards  Libya  b«‘yond  the  Nile,  about  one 
‘  hundred  and  twenty  furlongs  from  Memphis,  there  is  a 
‘  perforated  pithos,  into  which  they  say  three  hundred  and 
‘  sixty  of  the  priests  carry  water  every  day  from  the  Nile. 

‘  And  the  fable  of  Ocnus  is  represented  near  at  hand,  on  the 
‘  occasion  of  a  certain  public  festival.  One  man  is  twisting  a 
‘  long  rope,  and  many  behind  him  keep  untwisting  what  he 
‘  has  plaited.’  Here  we  have  the  description  of  an  actually 
existing  ritual,  and,  str.ingely  a>id  significantly,  in  that  very 
land  of  Kgypt  to  which  the  Danaid  legend  points.  We  find, 
in  fact,  at  Delphi  the  relic  of  pre-Hellenic  Pelasgian  ritual 
common  to  Libya  and  Argos — a  well-ritual  appropriate  to 
both  lands,  and  to  none  more  than  to  thirsty  Argos,  and 
the  most  ancient  pictorial  representation  of  it  is  on  the 
‘  Pelasgian  ’  citadel  of  Mycenm. 

From  these  figures  of  the  uninitiat(*d,  the  water-carriers, 
we  pass  to  a  more  familiar  but  perhaps  not  less  ancient 
figure — that  of  Orpheus. 


*  Journal  of  Ilelleniatic  Studies,  xiv.  p.  96, 
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To  us  modern  Orpheus  represents  for  the  most  part  one 
or  both  of  two  things :  the  fiffure  of  the  magical  musician  or 
of  the  passionate  lover ;  as  both  he  is  imperious  in  Hades, 
but  ancient  art  has  for  him  quite  another  association. 

The  Orpheus  of  the  Lesche  and  of  the  Apulian  Hades  vase- 
painting  knows  no  Eurydice.  In  the  Lesche  painting  he  is 
seated  on  a  hill  leaning  against  a  willow  tree;  he  dominates 
a  group  of  fellow-countrymen,  Thracians  and  Phrygians  ;  in 
his  left  hand  he  holds  his  lyre,  with  his  right  he  touches  the 
willow  branches;  the  lyre  of  Orpheus  sounding  in  Hades 
rouses  us  to  note  how  far  from  key  to  key  the  music  of 
faith  had  wandered  into  mysticism  since  llomer’s  simple 
song.  Orpheus  was  a  Thracian,  and  in  Thracian  dress  lie 
appears  on  the  Apulian  vase-paintings  and  in  Virgil. 

‘  Necnon  ThroVcius  lon^  cum  veste  saccrdos 
()blo<|uitur  numoris  scptem  discrimina  vocuni.’ 

Polygnotus  painted  him  as  a  Greek  in  simple  Greek 
dress.  In  the  Lesche  as  on  the  vase-painting  he  a2>pears,  not 
to  win  back  Eurydice  from  the  shades,  but  as  the  high 
priest  of  those  souls  that  have  been  initiated  into  his 
mysteries.  1 1  is  not  jiossibh*  hen*  to  disentangle  t  he  complex 
web  of  the  mythology  of  Oridieus.  Dr.  Ernst  Maass  in  his 
monograjdi  on  Orpheus  has  conclusively  shown  that  he  was 
in  early  days  a  great  under-world  god,  husband  f>f  the  wide- 
ruling  under-world  divinity  Eurydice;  she  did  not  jiass  in 
death  to  Hades,  she  dwelt  always  then*.  Oridnuis  became  in 
a  sense  Olympianised,  and  then  he  sought  the  npjier  air, 
but  always  was  drawn  downward  as  by  a  spell.  Ill  at  ease 
except  in  Hades,  we  may  well  make  him  cry  ‘  Ghe  faro  senza 
‘  te,  Eurydice ’  As  an  under-world  gisl  in  Thrace  he  taught 
his  mysteries  of  initiation  to  the  Thracians,  among  them  to 
those  Getic  whom  Hcrudotos  calls  inunortalisers,«0a/'aTtfocTey. 
It  was  from  the  North  that  this  definite  hope  of  immortality 
came  to  the  Greek.  The  religions  of  Orpheus  and  of  Bacchus, 
at  first  hostile,  as  is  seen  by  the  attack  of  the  Ma*nada  on 
Orpheus,  became  afterwards  so  fused  as  to  be  inextricable. 
Orphic  and  Bacchic  rites  are  spoken  of  as  j)ractically  inter¬ 
changeable.  The  cardinal  doctrine  of  both  was  that  by 
asceticism,  by  sacramental  communion,  union  with  the 
divine  life,  oithnsiasm  became  jmssible;  the  follower  of 
Orpheus  or  Bacchus  became  by  nurture  of  the  divine  life  in 
him  one  with  his  god — 

lloWoi  fill’  tUfi()iikvij>6ftotf  ct  ri 

*  Many  are  they  who  carry  the  narthex,  few  are  they  wlio 
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‘  become  actually  liacclius.^  An  interesting  faet  in  relation  to 
Delphi  is  this — not  only  Apollo  was  worshipped  there,  the 
winter  portion  of  each  year  was  sacred  to  Bacchus.  Apollo 
with  his  Muses  might  appear  on  the  east  pediment  of  the 
temple,  but  on  the  west  was  figured  Bacchus  and  his 
Bacchantes ;  nay  more,  on  the  very  tripod  of  Apollo  sat  a 
woman  priestess  inspired  with  the  mantic  power  that  was 
one  of  the  indications  of  Bacchic  enthusiasm.  But  this  is 
not  all ;  Apollo  himself  appropriated  the  functions  of 
Orpheus,  effaced  him  in  fact,  till  from  a  givat  god  he  sank 
to  a  merely  heroic  figun^ ;  he  took  his  lyre,  and  even  his 
magical  i>ower,  to  subdue  the  bejists. 

Xofnvttt  c  itfujn  n!iy  kilittfHtc 
TTfllklXtift/llS 

rtfipoc 

might  have  been  written  of  Orpheus. 

At  Athens  as  at  Delphi  the  doctrines  of  Orphism  took 
strong  hold ;  but  it  was  in  Lower  Italy,  owing  to  the  teaching 
of  Pythagoras  and  Empedokles  that  they  developed  most  com¬ 
pletely  and  issued  in  a  totemistic  doctrine  of  the  transmi¬ 
gration  of  souls.  This  developeinent  we  cannot  follow  ;  we 
can  only  note  in  passing  that  the  seeds  of  it  are  to  be  found 
among  primitive  people  in  wid«dy  scatter<*d  lands.  Many  a 
savage  believes  that  after  death  he  passes  into  the  shape  of 
the  sacred  animal  who  has  been  his  totem  in  this  world.  It 
is,  how(*v«‘r,  imp(»rtant  for  our  ])resent  pur|M)se  to  n<»te  that 
the  vivses  where  Orpheus  appears  in  Hades  come  to  ns  from 
Apulia,  the  home  of  Orphism,  and  from  Thurii  and  I’etelia 
come  the  gold  tablets  which  lM*ar  inscriptions  containing 
precepts  dealing  w’ith  the  very  kernel  of  Orphism.  These 
tablets  were  buried  with  the  deceased  Orphic  and  afford  to  the 
soul  directions  in  halting  hexameters  for  his  conduct  in  the 
lower-world.  Thus : — 

‘  On  the  left  thou  shalt  find  a  Ktream,  and  near  it  a  white  poplar  : 
go  not  near  that  stream ;  thou  shalt  find  another  cold  water  flowing 
from  the  mere  of  Mnemosyne.  In  front  of  it  stand  guards.  Say,  “  I 
am  the  child  of  earth  and  starry  sky,  I  am  of  lieavcnly  birth,  as  ye 
yourselves  know.  I  am  pjirchcd  and  faint  with  thirst,  give  me  cool 
water  flowing  from  the  mere  of  Mnemosyne,”  and  they  will  give  thee 
of  the  divine  water  to  drink.  ’ 

The  doctrine  is  clear  :  the  initiated  soul  may  not  drink 
of  Lethe ;  he  is  reborn  by  remembering  again,  by  virtue  of 
the  divine  life  in  him — it  is  the  whole  doctrine  of  the 
Platonic  dcd/ij/ijo-ts^immortality  is  but  the  reassertion  of 
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the  divine  life  in  man;  it  is  tlie  forecast  of  (Miristianity,  it  is 
the  last  utterance  of  modern  philosophy — irerde  loax  du  but. 

The  same  doctrine  was  implicit  in  the  Eleusinian 
mysteries,  where,  by  virtue  of  the  sacramental  meal,  the 
KVKeu)i>,  the  candidate  for  initiation  bt^came  one  with  the 
Corn-mother ;  it  became  more  explicit  when  to  the 
worship  of  the  Corn-mother  was  added,  in  the  time  of 
Peisistratos,  the  cult  of  lacchos,  the  Thracian  Bacchus. 
Hegel,  in  his  imaginative  way,  sees  to  the  heart  of  the 
matter  when  he  says  the  mystt'ries,  whether  of  Orpheus  or 
of  Demeter,  were  revivals  of  anticpie  ‘  ritual,’  though  he 
only  sees  half  the  significance  of  bis  own  words.  Revivals 
they  were  of  the  primitive  rituals  of  that  submerged  sub¬ 
stratum  of  the  Hellenic  people,  whom  once  more  we  are 
daring  to  call  Pelasgian,  survivals  of  a  ritual  of  which  the 
Achaean,  purely  Hellenic  Homer  knows  nothing. 

To  return  to  the  Attic  stelae.  The  first  point  that 
strikes  us  is  that,  in  one  respect,  that  of  actual  com¬ 
position,  of  artistic  type,  the  Attic  stelae  are  distinctly  the 
descendants  of  the  Spartan  reliefs.  By  far  the  larger  of 
the  Attic  stelie  present  some  form  of  a  well-established 
type — a  seated  figure  approached  by  one  or  more  standing 
figures.  This  is  most  clearly  seen,  as  is  natural,  in  the 
more  archaic  instances.  Take,  for  example,  the  well- 
known,  so-called  ‘  Leucothea  ’  relief  of  the  Villa  Albani 
(Gardner,  plate  xix),  the  mother,  the  children,  and  the 
maid,  very  simple  and  human,  yet  with  all  the  gravity,  the 
sanctity  of  hieratic  tr.idition.  The  dead  mother,  goddess¬ 
like,  seated  in  her  great  throne-like  chaii*,  with  its  footstool, 
yet  humanised  by  the  workbasket  beneath  it ;  the  tiny 
children  coming  in  pathetic  procession  to  say  farewell  to  the 
mother,  are,  in  actual  form,  the  pigmy  worshippers  of  the 
Spartan  stelm ;  the  maid  presents  a  g.arland  as  though  about 
to  wreathe  a  tomb.  Even  the  baby  lifted  in  the  mother’s 
arms  has  a  little  upward  gesture  of  the  hand  as  in  adoration. 
The  same  is  clear  enougli  in  stelm  of  the  ‘  Hegeso  ’  type 
(plate  xxv) ;  the  standing  maid  presents  a  toilette  box; 
the  seated  lady  is  the  goddess  of  old  days,  the  maid  the 
worshipper.  The  analogy  was  not  exactly  intentional ;  the 
Athenian  sculptor  of  the  fifth  or  fourth  century  B.c.  meant 
a  scene  purely  human,  naturalistic ;  but  he  was  heir  to  a 
great  hieratic  tradition,  and  the  heir  is  always  servant  to 
the  past.  The  dog  who  so  often  appears  was  then,  as  now, 
the  household  friend,  but  he  was  also  symbol  of  the  under¬ 
world  ;  he  crouches  in  attribute  fashion  beneath  the  throne 
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of  Asklepios,  the  unJer-world  god;  later,  in  naturalistic 
fashion,  he  leaps  up  against  a  mortal’s  knee  ;  so,  too,  the 
bird,  originally  the  votive  cock  or  dove,  is  offered  as  a  gift 
to  the  seated  mortal.  It  is  thus  the  Athenians  humanised, 
anthropomorphised  things. 

It  is  in  this  dependence  on  hieratic  type  that  lies  some¬ 
thing  of  the  secret  of  what  has  been  called  the  ‘  inhuman 
‘  calm  ’  of  these  reliefs  ;  the  scene  of  actual  human  parting  and 
sorrow  is  cast  in  the  mould  already  fixed  for  divine  worship ; 
the  woman  with  her  child  is  a  goddess,  therefore  serene ; 
till  the  hieratic  mould  is  broken,  the  tradition  forgotten,  we 
have  no  scene  of  unseemly  distress,  no  swooning  lady,  no 
terror-stricken  maids.  This,  rather  than  the  much-vaunted 
‘  self-restraint  ’  of  the  Greeks,  is  the  secret  of  their  preter¬ 
natural  calm  in  art.  This  and  another  thought  with  which 
we  may  conclude  underlie  also  that  melancholy,  that  note  of 
restrained  pathos,  which  in  the  Attic  stelic  touches  us  far 
beyond  any  uttered  lamentation.  Turning,  say,  from  the 
Lesche  to  the  Attic  grave-stones,  what  is  their  relation  ? 
What  echo  is  there  of  all  that  pictured  certainty  of  the 
after-life,  that  fear  of  retribution,  that  hope,  that  certainty 
of  divine  communion,  that  Orpheus  brought,  that  glad¬ 
dened  Tellis  and  Cleobcea  even  in  the  boat  of  Charon? 
Bring  the  Athenians  face  to  face  with  all  these  hopes  and 
fears  and  faiths,  add  to  them  the  great  heritage  of  Pelas- 
gian  ancestor-worship,  and  we  can  only  say  that  in  their 
sepulchral  monuments  they  ‘  renounced  them  all.’  Nor 
is  this  a  mere  fancy  based  on  the  study  of  a  small  class  of 
monuments.  The  final,  the  fullest  commentary  on  these 
grave  reliefs  is  the  funeral  oration  of  Perikles,  and  he  speaks 
with  no  uncertain  sound,  lie  does  not  say  with  Plutarch  ‘to 
‘  die  is  to  be  initiated  into  the  greater  mysteries  ;  ’  he  never 
oven  hints  at  a  personal  existence  after  death ;  the  dead  live 
only  in  the  memory  of  their  deeds.  ‘  They  may  be  deemed 
‘  fortunate  who  have  gained  most  honour  .  .  .  and  whose 
‘  days  have  been  so  ordered  that  the  term  of  their  happiness 
‘  is  likewise  the  term  of  their  life.  ...  Be  comforted  by 
‘  the  glory  of  those  that  are  gone.’  Consolation,  if  it  is  to 
be  sought  anywhere,  is  found  not  in  a  mystical  union  with 
the  divine  life,  but  in  the  self-sufficiency,  the  avrapKeia  of 
beautiful  huuiauily.  Iteligion  itself  is  but  an  avdtravXa 
TTovayv,  a  rest  from  strenuous  energy.  ‘The  gods  have  given 
‘  us  Dionysos  and  Apollo,  festivals  and  the  arts  for  our 
‘  relaxation.’  The  gods  came  down  like  happy  glorified 
mortals  to  feast  with  man  in  the  Theoxenia,  but  man,  what- 
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ever  Orpheus  may  say,  is  expressly  forbidden  to  aspire  after 
mystical  communion  and  union  with  the  gods — he  may  not 
seek  to  transcend  the  limits  of  his  human  personality. 

Pindar  the  Theban  expresses  in  this  matter  the  temper  of 
the  educated  Athenian.  Nothing  is  more  striking  than  the 
way  he  sets  the  eternal  limit  between  god  and  man.  Again 
and  again  comes  the  imperative  2>rec(*pt,  iidrsvae  deos 
•yspe<r6ai,  ‘seek  not  thou  to  become  god.*  ‘  Desire  not  thou, 
‘  dear  my  soul,  a  life  immortal,  but  use  to  the  utmost  the 
‘  tools  that  are  in  thine  hand.’  And  again :  ‘  Two  things 
‘  there  are  that  cherish  life’s  fair  bloom  to  the  utmost 
‘  sweetness— to  have  good  success  and  to  win  thereof  fair 
‘  fame.  Seek  not  to  be  as  Zeus.  The  things  of  mortals 
‘  best  iMjfit  mortality.’  It  is  the  limit  set  not  merely  as  a 
question  of  taste  against  excess  and  unbridled  desire, 
v^pis.  It  is  the  iiroud  rational  denial  of  all  mysticism,  that 
tendency  whose  aim  is  to  pass  into  direct  communion  with 
the  divine  life.  Against  this,  his  own  natural  human  impulse, 
the  educated  Athenian  of  the  days  of  Perikles  had  the 
courage  or  the  cowardice  to  set  a  limit  or  barrier ;  his 
goddess  was  pure  reason,  Athene,  born  of  the  brain  of 
Zeus,  and  b}"^  her  subject  what  could  not  be  rationally  known 
was  not  to  be  weakly  and  iiassionately  desin'd.  And  hence 
his  melancholy — the  virtue  of  rationalism  is  resignation. 
‘  A  cheei’ful  acceptance  {a-Tspyeiv)  of  the  gods’  will,  without 
‘  any  joyful  or  assured  anticipation.’  All  that  he  knows  is 
that  this  beautiful  human  life  ends.  Creatures  of  a  day, 
what  are  we,  what  not  ‘  Man  is  but  the  dream  of  a  shadow.’ 

In  his  beautiful  chapter  on  the  ‘  ^Melancholy  of  the  Greeks,’ 
Professor  Dutcher  dwells  on  the  constitutional  sadness  of  the 
Greek  tennicrament.  We  lind  it  already  in  Homer,  and  the 
source,  to  our  minds,  is  the  same  as  in  the  Attic  stelse,  the 
brave  rationalism  that  looks  on  death  simply  as  the  end  of 
life.  ‘  Achilles  know’s  his  doom  and  accepts  it ;  his  one  wish 
‘  is  that,  seeing  his  span  of  life  is  slender,  it  might  not  be 
‘  without  honour.’  The  line  sums  up  the  spirit  of  the  man, 
and,  we  may  add,  of  the  whole  Ilcllenic  race  : — 

‘  In  death  I  nhall  die  low,  but  now  I  would  win  goodly  fame.’ 

Ill  Homer  we  have  the  inire  Hellenic  strain,  with  its 
instinct  for  rationalism;  but  the  wonder  is  greater,  the 
pathos  more  intimate,  in  the  Attic  stelae,  fashioned  in  Pelas- 
gian  Athens,  where  Orj^hism  was  rife,  and  Plato  the  mystii! 
taught ;  for  it  is  the  pathos  of  ancestral  faith  renounced,  a 
heritage  foregone. 
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\  MONO  the  many  fair  islands  of  the  Mediterranean  none 
is  fairer  than  Corsica.  She  does  not  own  the  classic 
associations  which  gather  round  the  Isles  of  Greece,  nor 
the  undefinable  charm  of  the  Ionian  Islands,  which  fancy 
still  claims  as  the  chosen  haunts  of  nymphs  and  fauns  and 
dryads.  She  cannot  boast  the  unbroken  historic  traditions 
of  Sicily,  where  Greeks  and  Romans,  Moors  and  Normans, 
have  left  their  successive  mark  in  temples  and  theatres,  in 
Moorish  palaces  and  Christian  shrines.  The  brown  Corsican 
villages,  with  their  white  campaniles,  are  picturesquely 
perched  on  the  steep  hillsides,  but  they  contain  no  buildings 
of  historical  or  architectural  importance.  If  man  has  done 
but  little,  nature  has  done  much  for  Corsica.  She  has 
bestowed  on  this  favoui*ed  island  a  glorious  climate  and  an 
unrivalled  variety  of  scenery,  and  she  has  clothed  her  rocky 
hillsides  with  a  many-Iuied  and  sweet-scented  garment. 
The  ‘macchia’  is  the  glory  of  Corsica,  putting  forth  its 
vesture  and  its  llowers  alike  in  summer  and  in  winter.  All 
over  the  mountains  narrow  ])ath8  are  cut  in  the  dense  masses 
of  shrubs  :  tree-heather  waving  its  feathery  white  tufts  over¬ 
head,  laurestinus  laden  with  bloom,  pink  and  white  cistus, 
myrtle,  box,  arbutus,  lentisk,  oleanders,  and  sweet  bay.  As  the 
traveller  wanders  through  luxurious  tangle  his  Corsican  pony 
crushes  the  fallen  leaves  umler  his  feet,  and  the  aromatic 
scent  rises  like  incense.  Here  and  there  a  sm.'ill  proprietor 
has  made  a  clearance  in  the  serul)-forest,  and  has  planted  a 
ten-ace-gardon  of  vines  and  olives  and  ‘  cedrats,’  a  green 
and  golden  foreground  to  the  distant  outlook  over  blue  sea 
and  opal-tinted  hills  and  fertile  valleys.  The  charm  of 
Corsica  lies  in  the  endless  variety  of  the  country.  A  short 
day’s  drive  takes  the  traveller  from  the  gardens,  orange 
groves,  and  vineyards,  which  fringe  the  sea  coast,  through 

*  See  ‘  Edinburgh  Review,’  .January  7,  1874. 
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the  I’egion  of  the  ‘  niacchia  ’ — across  ravines  of  purple-blue 
and  rosy-red  granite  rock  that  slope  down  to  the  sea,  up  to 
the  spreading  chestnut  and  beech  woods,  and  yet  higher  to 
the  vast  forests  of  towering  pines,  through  which  gleam  the 
snowy  summits  of  the  central  mountains. 

For  many  long  centuries  Corsica  seems  to  have  been  for¬ 
gotten  or  overlooked  by  the  nations  of  the  Continent. 
Corsicans  dwelt  in  the  fastnesses  of  their  native  mountains 
at  peace  with  the  world,  but  at  war  with  themselves.  The 
traditions  of  their  bloody  family  feuds  remind  one  of  the 
clan  feuds  of  the  Highlands  and  the  Ilorders  of  Scotland. 
Indeed,  when  in  1802  Pozzo  di  Borgo  was  presented  by 
Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  with  Sir  Walter’s  Scott’s  ‘  Introduction 
‘  to  the  Border  Minstrelsy,’  the  Corsican  replied  that  though 
he  could  not  understand  the  poetry,  ‘  the  history  was  pays 
‘  (le  connaissanrcA  In  many  ways  Corsica  may  be  called 
the  Scotland  of  the  Mediterranean,  only  she  has  not  yet 
become  what  Scotland  has  to  England,  the  playground  of 
wealthy  Frenchmen.  Except  immediately  around  Ajaccio, 
there  are  neither  palaces  nor  villas,  and  those  who  desire  to 
explore  the  interior  of  the  island  must  be  content  with  the 
rough  accommodation  and  homely  fare  of  the  little  native 
inns.  The  traveller  may  roam  about  where  he  lists  un¬ 
escorted  and  unarmed,  secure  of  a  hearty  welcome  so  long 
as  he  abstains  from  being  drawn  into  any  quarrel,  for  the 
vendetta  is  far  from  being  an  extinct  institution.  It  is 
engrained  in  the  character  and  the  traditions  of  the  people. 
Fierce  fights  and  nuu’ders  are  of  frequent  occurrence. 
Criminals  still  fly  from  justice  and  ‘take  to  the  woods,’ 
hiding  in  the  dense  ‘  macchia  ’  or  living  in  caves.  But  it  is 
vengeance,  not  booty,  that  stirs  the  hot  blood  of  the  Cor¬ 
sican.  Property  is  safer  than  life,  and  the  islanders  are  very 
sensitive  as  to  the  distinction.  ‘  En  Corse  nous  avons  des 
‘  bandits,  mais  pas  de  brigands.’  And  to  wander  in  safety 
among  scenes  of  romantic  adventure  and  of  tragic  deeds  of 
vengeance  adds,  perchance,  to  the  charm  of  travel  in  Corsica. 

Englishmen  and  Corsicans  were  for  three  .eventful  years 
during  the  reign  of  King  George  III.  fellow-subjects.  The 
British  occupation  of  Corsica  is  a  little-remembered  episode 
of  our  great  struggle  with  Fnince,  and  we  have  to  thank  M. 
Jollivet  for  refreshing  our  recollection  of  an  interesting  and 
curious  bit  of  the  history  of  the  end  of  last  centur}'. 

The  outside  world  has  as  yet,  it  must  be  confessed,  shown 
itself  strangely  unappreciative  of  the  charms  or  material 
possibilities  of  Corsica.  Even  in  this  age  of  tourists  the 
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island  is  little  visited  by  English  travellers;  and  when  in 
1765  James  Boswell,  having  escaped  the  danger  of  being 
captured  by  Barbary  corsairs  on  the  way,  landed  at  Bastia,  he 
was  able  to  boast  that  he  was  ‘  the  first  Briton  *  who  had 
ever  visited  the  island.  He  had  heard  much  of  the  savage 
habits  of  the  islanders,  but  was  assured  that  ‘  no  Corsican 
‘  in  the  rudest  times  would  ever  attack  a  stranger.’  Blood¬ 
thirsty  as  were  their  feuds  amongst  themselves,  and  im¬ 
placable  their  hatreds,  every  stranger  has  always  been  able 
to  tell  the  same  tale  of  their  hospitality  and  kindness  to 
visitors.  Till  the  middle  of  last  century  Englishmen  knew 
nothing  and  cared  nothing  about  Corsica.  Indeed,  from 
very  remote  times  the  affairs  of  the  island  had  no  interest 
for  the  Great  Powers  of  Europe,  and  for  some  four  hundred 
years  before  the  British  occupation  its  history  had  consisted 
merely  of  one  perpetual  struggle  for  independence  with  the 
Republic  of  Genoa. 

The  condition  of  Corsica  at  the  end  of  last  century  was 
probably  little  changed  since  the  days  of  the  Romans.  The 
island  had  not  shared  in  the  growing  wealth  and  civilisation 
of  Europe.  Yet  it  possessed  ample  resources  in  its  timber 
and  its  minerals ;  its  soil  in  many  districts  was  capable,  if 
well  cultivated,  of  growing  large  quantities  of  excellent  wine 
and  oil  and  corn,  and  the  fisheries  along  its  coasts  were 
celebrated  for  the  abundance  and  excellence  of  their  produce. 
According  to  Livy,  Corsica  used  to  pay  to  the  Roman 
Republic  an  annual  tribute  of  some  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  pounds  of  wax,  the  island  being  then,  as  now,  famous  for 
its  bees  and  the  peculiar  (juality  of  the  myrtle-fed  honey 
they  produce.  In  Imperial  days  Juvenal  satirised  the  ex¬ 
travagant  luxury  of  the  Roman  nobles  in  bringing  to  their 
feasts  the  famous  mullets  of  (brsica.  Seneca  was  exiled  to 
Corsica;  but  the  banished  philosopher  was  in  no  mood  to 
find  ‘  ports  and  happy  havens  ’  even  in  so  fair  an  island,  and 
he  has  left  us  only  bitter  complaints  of  the  bareness  of  its 
rocks,  the  rudeness  of  its  inhabitants,  the  horrors  of  its 
remote  situation,  and  the  iiiteiuperance  of  its  climate. 

It  scciiie*!  strange  to  Boswell  that  Englishmen  should 
have  so  little  syiii[)atliy  with  a  brav»i  people  struggling  for 
their  freedom.  It  could  not  In*  on  account  (»f  the  smallness 
of  the  nation,  for  had  not  ‘the  ingenious  Mr.  Hume  shown 
‘  that  Rhodes,  Thebes,  and  many  of  the  ancient  Stat^^s  were 
‘not  so  populous  as  Corsica It  could  only  arise  from 
English  ignorance,  and  that  it  was  Boswell’s  object  in  the 
work  named  at  the  head  of  this  article  to  dispel.  Assuredly 
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the  strange  episode  of  *  King  Theodore  ’  must  have  brought 
some  ridicule  on  their  cause.  This  German  adventurer  had, 
in  1736,  been  accepted  by  the  Corsicans  as  their  chief.  He 
drove  the  Genoese  into  their  towns,  assumed  a  royal  cha¬ 
racter,  coined  money  ‘  Theodorus  Rex,’  and  after  a  reign  of 
a  few  months  was  driven  out  by  a  combined  force  of  French 
and  Genoese,  to  find  refuge  at  last  in  England,  and  an 
asylum  in  the  King’s  Bench  Prison.  He  died  years  after¬ 
wards,  his  tombstone  in  St.  Anne’s  churchyard,  Westminster, 
recording,  ‘  Here  lies  Theodore,  King  of  Corsica,  who  died 
‘  immediately  on  leaving  the  King’s  Bench  Prison  by  benefit 
‘  of  the  Act  of  Insolvency,  in  consequence  of  which  he 
‘  registered  his  kingdom  of  Corsica  for  the  use  of  his 
‘  creditors.’ 

In  their  prolonged  struggle  with  the  Genoese,  the  Corsicans 
would  undoubtedly  have  established  their  freedom  had  it  not 
been  the  usual  policy  of  France  to  protect  the  sovereignty 
of  Genoa -  an  alliance  Avliich  in  1740  entailed  on  the  latter 
I’ower  the  hostility  of  England.  An  English  fleet  was  sent  to 
Corsica,  promptly  bombarded  Bastia  and  San  Fiorenzo,  and 
earned  the  gratitude  of  the  Corsicans  by  handing  over  those 
ports  into  their  hands.  The  following  year  the  Corsicans 
offered  to  put  their  island  under  the  protection  of  the  King 
of  Great  Britain ;  but  these  overtures  led  to  nothing,  and 
when  the  peace  of  Aix-la-Chapelle  came  a  couple  of  years 
later,  Corsicans  and  Genoese  were  left  to  fight  out  the  battle 
for  themselves.  As  usual  under  these  conditions,  the  Cor¬ 
sicans  were,  on  the  whole,  successful,  and  Pascal  Paoli,  who 
was  elected  General  in  1 7o5,  very  soon  swept  the  Genoese 
almost  completely  out  of  the  island.  When  Boswell  visited 
Corsica,  French  troops  were  once  more  in  possession  of 
certain  seaport  towns,  by  arrangement  with  the  Genoese, 
but  their  stay  was  to  be  for  a  limited  period :  they  were  to 
act  only  on  the  defensive,  and  their  attitude  was  to  be  one 
of  friendliness  to  Paoli  and  the  Corsicans,  Avhose  independent 
government  of  the  island  was  clearly  recognised.  What 
Boswell  saw  of  the  people  and  of  their  country,  and  what 
he  liear«l  from  Paoli,  made  him  full  of  hope  for  the  future 
prosperity  and  indej)endence  of  the  island.  Centuries  of 
heroic  warfare  against  their  oppressors  had  formed  a  people 
unaccustomed  to  pay  respect  to  the  laws  or  to  the  magis¬ 
trates,  where  individuals  of  necessity  were  compelled  to 
seek  redress  for  their  injuries  with  their  own  hands. 
Paoli  was  vigorously  exerting  himself  to  introduce  more 
civilised  habits,  and  Boswell  found  established  ‘  a  complete 


1807. 


Un  Roijaume  Anglo-Cornr, 


4G0 

‘  and  well-ordered  democracy ;  ’  indeed,  he  looked  forward 
to  a  time  when  the  Corsicans  would  become  a  commercial 
nation  and  Corte  a  thriving  capital.  Yet,  in  spite  of  the 
beauty  of  the  newly  introduced  democratic  institutions, 
Boswell  saw  clearly  enough  that  in  fact  the  absolute  rule 
of  Paoli  was  unlimited.  Such  was  the  popular  enthusiasm 
for  their  (.Jeneral,  so  great  was  the  belief  of  the  islanders  in 
his  almost  more  than  human  ^mwers,  that  no  dictator  ever 
held  more  completely  in  his  own  hands  all  the  functions  of 
government. 

He  describes  very  fully  the  peasantry  of  the  island  as  he 
proceeds  into  the  interior.  They  are  at  least  as  much 
astonished  at  his  appearance  as  he  is  at  theirs,  and  come 
crowding  round  him,  oiH*n-mouthed,  w'hen  they  are  told  he 
is  English. 

‘  “  Inglesi  80110  barhari,  non  crcdono  in  I  ho  grande,”  said  a  strong 
black  fellow  in  the  crowil.  “  Excuse  me,  sir,”  I  said,  “  we  do  believe 
in  God,  and  in  .lesus  Christ  too.”  “  K  nel  Papa?  ”  said  he.  “  No  !  ” 
“Epcrche  ?”  Tins  was  puzzling  in  the  midst  of  a  great  audience. 
I  gravely  rejilied,  “  I’ercho  siamo  tropjio  lontani  ” — a  very  new  argu¬ 
ment  against  the  universal  infallibility  of  the  Pojhj,’ 

blit  which  for  a  short  time  suiliced.  The  monks  with  whom 
he  lodged,  if  better  instructed,  were  not  more  compli¬ 
mentary,  one  of  them,  on  being  told  he  was  English,  reply¬ 
ing,  ‘  “  Angli  olim  angeli,  nunc  diaboli,”  which  I  looked 
‘  upon  as  an  honest  effusion  of  spiritual  zeal.  The  Fathers 
‘  took  good  care  of  me  in  temporals.’  On  the  whole,  Bos¬ 
well  and  the  Oorsicuns  got  on  well  together,  lie  played  to 
them,  on  the  Oerman  flute,  ‘  Corn  rigs  ure  bonny  ’  and 
other  Scotch  airs,  and  he  sang  ‘  Hearts  of  Oak  ’  to  a  de¬ 
lighted  audience. 

Interesting  is  the  account  he  gives  of  Paoli  himself  and 
of  his  hopes  and  expectations.  To  his  surprise,  he  found 
the  General  a  man  of  much  reading  and  general  culture, 
‘  with  the  memory  of  Themistocles.’  Many  were  their  talks 
un  themes  classii^al,  philosophical  and  imlitical,  and  hearty 
was  the  appreciation  sliown  l»y  the  patriot  cliit.-f  for  the 
.lohnsoniana  wliiidi  Boswell  related  to  him.  Of  patiudii;  in¬ 
terest  to  us  arc  the  views  of  Paoli  with  regard  to  the  future 
of  his  country,  now’  that  Corsica  has  long  been  a  submissive 
and,  on  the  whole,  a  contented  ilepartment  of  France. 

*  lie  talked  very  highly  of  ])it-Berviiig  the  iiidejiciidence  of  Corsica. 
“  We  may,"  he  said,  “  have  foreign  Powers  for  our  friends,  hut  they 
must  be  Iriends  at  arms’  length.  Wc  may  make  an  alliance,  but  we 
will  not  submit  ourselves  to  the  dominion  of  the  greatest  nation  in 
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Europe.”  Tliis  people,  who  have  clone  so  much  for  liberty,  would  be 
hewn  in  pieces  man  by  man  rather  than  allow  Corsica  to  be  sunk  into 
the  territories  of  another  country.’ 

He  looked  with  no  great  eagerness  towards  an  alliance  with 
Great  Britain.  His  ideal,  in  short,  was  Corsica  for  the 
Corsicans,  the  ideal  to  which,  in  good  report  and  evil  report, 
his  countrymen  had  for  centuries  been  true.  Foreign  assist¬ 
ance  might  be  necessary  at  times,  but  on  the  whole  their 
history  had  shown  them  the  danger  from  powerful  allies, 
and  therefore  the  less  of  it  the  better. 

Paoli  was  remarkable  for  more  than  the  ordinary  vivacity, 
the  excitable  animation  of  the  Italian.  It  was  didiciilt 
for  him  to  remain  quiet.  He  rarely  sat  down.  He  told 
Boswell  that  he  could  not  study  for  more  than  ten  minutes 
at  a  time,  ‘  for  it  made  his  head  break  ;  ’  yet  he  seemed  to 
be  fully  master  of  himself.  lie  was  supposed  by  his  sub¬ 
jects  to  see  visions  of  the  future,  and,  in  Boswell’s  opinion, 
he  shared  his  subjects’  belief.  At  this  period— a  happy  time 
in  Corsican  history — the  islanders  and  the  French  got  on 
well  together.  Boswell  was  charmed  with  the  courtesy 
towards  himself  of  the  French  officers,  and  he  never  dreamt 
that  very  shortly  after  he  had  left  the  island  the  French 
would  become  the  destroyers  of  the  liberties  of  the  Cor¬ 
sicans,  and  would  drive  into  English  exile  for  twenty  years 
their  adored  chieftain. 

How  little  Boswell,  or  even  Paoli,  for  all  his  visions  of 
the  future,  foresaw  at  that  time  that  before  many  mouths 
had  elapsed  Corsican  independence  would  be  stamped  out 
under  the  strong  heel  of  France,  that  a  few  years  later 
Paoli  would  himself  represent  the  island  of  Corsica  in  a 
democratic  Parliament  at  Paris,  and  that  a  couple  of  years 
after  that  he  would  eftectually  throw  off  the  French  yoke, 
and  would  yield  his  island  to  the  sovereignty  of  King 
George  III. !  Neither  of  the  two  friends  could  have  brought 
himself  to  believe  that  ultimately  it  was  the  fate  of  Corsica 
to  close  its  long  career  of  struggle  for  independence  as  a 
humble  and  loyal  department  of  France.  It  was  in  1765 
that  Boswell  visited  Corsica,  and  in  the  autumn  of  1769 
he  was  publishing  lettei's  and  pamphlets  to  stir  the  British 
nation  to  take  under  its  protection  the  brave  islanders 
whose  independent  sovereignty  having  been  successfully 
defended  against  ‘  the  dastardly  Genoese,’  had  just  been 
sold  by  the  latter  to  the  French,  ‘  whose  unrelenting  spirit 
‘  of  dominion  ’  was  now  to  be  made  good  by  superiority 
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of  force.*  Burke  described  in  intemperate  language  the 
French  annexation  of  Corsica  as  full  of  danger  to  England, 
and  there  was  much  popular  sympathy  with  Paoli  in  this 
country  in  his  gallant  resistance  to  French  arms ;  but,  not¬ 
withstanding  this  general  sentiment,  British  statesmanship 
before  the  year  1793  does  not  appear  to  have  considered 
the  fate  of  Corsica  as  of  much  importance  to  Great  Britain. 

The  war  with  the  French  liepublic,  begun  in  the  January 
of  that  year,  had,  however,  not  lasted  many  months  before 
the  want  of  a  secure  base  for  our  fleet  in  the  Mediterranean 
had  been  brought  home  to  our  admirals,  and  by  them 
pressed  upon  the  Ministry  of  Pitt.  The  British  then  pos¬ 
sessed  no  f(X>thold  eastward  of  Gibraltar,  and  though,  as 
M.  Jollivet  says,  her  maritime  supremacy  had  known  no 
real  rival  since  the  end  of  the  Seven  Years’  War,  the  pre¬ 
ponderating  part  England  assumed  to  play  in  the  Mediter¬ 
ranean  could  not  be  made  good  unless  she  had  at  her  dis¬ 
posal  safe  ports  to  which  her  navy  and  her  merchant 
shipping  might  have  recourse. 

There  is  no  evidence  that  amongst  English  statesmen 
there  had  ever  been  any  ‘  hankering  ’  after  C’orsica.  ‘  La 
‘  perspective  de  I’acquisition  de  la  Corse,’  says  M.  Jollivet, 
‘  ne  pouvait  manquer  de  seduire  l’Augleten*e.’  The  facts, 
however,  show  that  the  British  occupation  of  the  island 
was  due  to  no  long-meditated  policy,  but  to  the  immediate 
and  almost  unforeseen  exigencies  of  war.  At  the  end  of 
August  1793,  some  six  months  after  war  had  begun.  Lord 
Hood,  in  alliance  with  French  Royalists,  took  possession  of 
the  port  atid  town  of  Toulon,  and  of  the  Alediterranean 
fleet,  in  the  name  of  Louis  XVII.  It  was  believed  in 
England  that  the  whole  of  the  South  of  France  was  favour¬ 
able  to  the  cause  of  the  King,  and  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  was 
despatched  to  Toulon  in  order  to  transact  all  affairs  of  a 
civil  and  political  nature  that  might  arise  during  the  ex¬ 
pected  struggle  between  the  French  Royalists  and  their 
allies  on  the  one  side,  and  the  troops  of  the  Republican 
Government  on  the  other.  Arriving  in  the  end  of  November, 
the  British  envoy  found  a  state  of  things  already  existing  in 
Toulon  which  clearly  presaged  coming  disaster.  The  5,000 
Austrian  troops  which  were  promised  had  not  arrived.  Of 
the  Spanish,  Neapolitan,  Sardinian  and  British  forces  in 
the  town  and  fortifications,  the  Spaniards  and  Neapolitans 

*  Britiflh  Essays  in  favour  of  the  Brave  Corsicans,  collected  by 
James  Boswell.  London:  1709. 
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were  worse  than  useless,  and  though  the  Piedmontese  were 
excellent  soldiers,  they  numbered  only  1,400  men.  In  addi¬ 
tion  to  other  diHicnlties,  there  was  an  entire  want  of  har¬ 
mony  between  the  commanders  of  the  forces  belonging  to 
the  different  nationalities,  whilst  the  Ilritish  admiral  and 
general  were  men  of  such  opposite  natures  and  temperaments 
that  cordial  co-operation  between  them  was  impossible.  On 
December  1  7,  Fort  Mulgrave  was  taken  by  the  French,  and 
Lord  Hood  and  Gener.il  Dnndas  determim'd  that  the 
immediat«‘  evacuation  of  Toulon  was  necessai'y. 

‘Tlie  lSt.1i  was  employed  in  emliarkinpj  first  the  sick  and  wotuided, 
about  1,000;  during  the  whole  day  the  luiserable  ami  terrified  inhaVii. 
tants  were  crowding  into  boats,  with  children  of’  all  agi-s,  to  e.scape 
the  death  that  waited  th<*ni  on  shore,  TItank  God  !  at  least  4,000 
lives  have  been  siived  in  this  way.  We  have  between  2,000  and  .3,000 
on  board  the  Knglish  ships  alone." 

So  writes  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  at  the  time,  and  assuredly  the 
terrors  of  the  fugitives  were  amply  justified,  for  on  the  French 
entering  the  town  several  hundred  citizens,  according  to  M. 
Lanfrey,  were  at  once  shot  without  trial ;  and  on  the  23rd 
Fouche,  who  had  come  from  Lyons  to  lake  part  in  the 
triumph  of  French  arms,  wrob?  to  Collot  d’llerbois :  ‘  Nous 

‘  n’avous  (prune  manien^  de  oelebrer  la  victoire.  Nous  (ui- 

‘  voyons  C(^  soil'  213  rebelles  sous  le  fiui  de  la  foudn* . 

‘  Adieu,  mon  ami;  les  larnu's  de  joie  coulent  de  iiu's  yeux, 
‘  elles  iuondent  mon  iime  !  ’ 

Gf  tlie  unhappy  fugitives  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  took  special 
charge,  securing  them  temporary  asylum  in  different  parts 
of  Italy,  and  providing  them  with  support  at  the  expense 
of  Great  Britain.  M.  Jolliv(‘t,  accepting  M.  Thiers’  fancy 
picture,  comments  on  the  ‘  atroce  conduite  des  autorib'S 
‘  navales  anglaises,  an  moment  de  I’twacuation  de  Toulon.’ 
Yet  the  British  admiral  had  strained  every  effort  for  their 
.salvation,  and  had  successfully  rescued  from  the  savagery  of 
their  mns-rnhtlti-  countrymen  several  thousands  of  French 
citizens.  Before  leaving  Toulon  the  French  nien-of-war  in 
the  port  were  destroyed,  and  this  annihilation  of  the  mari¬ 
time  power  of  France  in  the  Mediterranean  at  the  beginning 
of  the  war  proved  of  infinite  importance  to  the  maintenance 
of  British  ascendency  during  the  succeeding  years. 

So  far  as  Toulon  and  the  South  of  France  were  concerned 
the  mission  of  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  was  thus  at  an  end.  He 
had,  however,  been  further  furnished  with  instructions  to 
negotiate  with  the  various  States  of  Italy,  in  order  to  bring 
about  united  resistance  b)  the  French  invasion  of  the 
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Peninsula.  To  him  had  boon  ontrustod  tho  ‘surveillance 
‘  des  affaires  publiquos  d.ans  la  M*Mlitorranoe,’  and  at  such  a 
momc^nt  tho  overtures  already  made  by  Paoli  to  Great 
Britain  evidently  assumed  ^reat  importance.  The  interior 
of  Corsica  hsul  already  thrown  off*  the  yoke  of  France,  whose 
troops  ha<l  bt^n  driven  into  three  or  four  fortified  towns  on 
the  coast.  Now  that  Lord  Hood  and  the  British  forces 
were  withdrawn  from  Toulon,  what  better  object  presented 
itself  for  their  us(>ful  employment  than  cordial  co-operation 
with  the  t’orsican  patriots?  Tlie  first  point  to  be  ascer¬ 
tained  was  whether  P.aoli,  in  his  offer  of  annexation  of 
Coiaicii  to  Great  Britain  (subject  L)  due  rejjard  being  paid 
to  the  laws  and  liberties  of  the  Corsicans)  was  fully  sup¬ 
ported  by  his  countrymen.  The  wish  of  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot 
and  of  Lord  Hood  was  to  have  the  offer  which  Paoli  was 
pressing  upon  them  ratified  by  the  Consulta,  or  Corsican 
Parliament,  ‘  this  being  the  only  method  by  which  the 
‘  sanction  of  the  people  can  be  regularly  obtained.’  Accord¬ 
ingly,  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  and  Colonel  Moore  (afterwards  Sir 
John  Moore),  carrying  a  letter  from  Lord  Hood,  met  Paoli 
at  the  ruinous  old  monastery  at  Munito  del  Nebbio.  The  old 
patriot  assured  them  that  he  had  been  already  fully  authorised 
by  a  previous  Consulta,  held  nearly  a  year  ago,  and,  moreover, 
that  a  fresh  assembly  of  the  Corsican  representatives  at 
that  moment  was  rendered  impossible  by  the  desperate 
situation  of  the  country.  He  promised  his  visitors  that  at 
the  earliest  opportunity  he  would  call  a  General  Consulta, 
which  would  ratify  the  terms  agreed  upon  by  himself  and 
the  English  commissioners. 

‘  The  Corsicans  are,’  writes  Sir  Gilbert,  ‘  passionately  attaclied  to 
Paoli,  and  the  violence  that  was  threatened  to  hia  person  by  the  French 
Convention  was  the  signal  for  the  most  general  and  instantaneous 
rising  among  the  people  ever  known  in  that  country  of  general  insur¬ 
rection  ;  but  they  and  he  knew  too  well  tho  impossibility  of  maintain¬ 
ing  the  absolute  independence  of  this  little  State  by  her  own  separate 
resources,  and  they  prefer  the  pt)werful  protection  of  Great  Britain  to 
that  of  any  other  nation  in  Europe.’ 

Wherever  they  went  the  English  mission  was  surrounded  by 
crowds  of  islanders  of  all  ages  and  sexes,  shouting,  ‘  Viva 
‘  Paoli !  e  la  nazione  inglese  !  ’ 

The  eight-and-twenty  years  that  had  elapsed — twenty  of 
them  spent  in  exile — since  Boswell’s  visit  had  borne  heavily 
on  Paoli.  He  was  now  considerably  over  seventy  years  of 
age,  ‘  extremely  infirm,  harassed  and  fatigued  beyond  his 
‘  strength,  and  impatient  to  return  from  this  scene  of 
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‘  labour,  perplexity  and  danj^er  as  soon  as  he  had  brought 
‘  his  country  safe  into  a  British  haven.’  Indeed,  he  assured 
Sir  Gilbert  Elliot,  who  entirely  believed  in  his  sincerity,  that 
he  wished  to  leave  the  island  as  soon  as  its  safety  and  tran¬ 
quillity  were  established.  Of  the  then  wishes  of  the  Corsican 
people  there  could  be  no  doubt  whatever,  and  the  British 
chiefs  accordingly  accepted  Paoli’s  proposals,  and  took 
immediate  steps  to  expel  the  Krench  troops  from  the  island. 
But,  alas  !  an  utter  want  of  harmony  between  the  army  and 
the  navy — or,  rather,  between  the  military  and  naval  com¬ 
manders — rendered  difficult  and  tedious  what  might  have 
been  rapidly  and  easily  accomplished.  Lord  Hood  and  the 
navy  were  brimming  over  with  daring  and  impetuosity,  whilst 
exaggerated  caution  marked  the  operations  of  Geneiul  Dun- 
das.  The  latter  had  been  prevailed  on  with  difficulty  to  join  in 
the  capture  of  San  Fiorenzo,  and  now  the  town  and  fortress 
of  Bastia  was  the  only  formidable  stronghold  left  in  French 
hands.  Lord  Hood  otfered  to  take  the  place  in  three  weeks, 
but  the  General  considered  it  would  be  madness  to  attempt 
it  till  reinforcements  had  been  received.  General  Dundas 
was  replaced  by  another  commander,  who  adhered  to  the 
cautious  views  of  his  predecessor,  whilst  Lord  Hood’s  im¬ 
patience  knew  no  bounds.  Sir  Gilbert’s  sympathies  and 
confidence  went  with  Lord  Hood.  In  truth,  the  end  of  last 
century  was  not  a  period  which  showed  to  advantage  the 
military  prowess  of  the  British  nation.  Colonel  Moore  is 
tlescribed  as  a  bi-ight  exception  amongst  the  military 
officers,  zealous  and  energetic,  sleeping  for  many  days  to¬ 
gether  with  his  clothes  on  in  the  straw,  thoroughly 

‘  in  love  with  his  proi'esaiun ;  and  as  all  services  one  renders  to  a 
inUtress  are  pleasant,  he  enjoys  all  discomforts.  .  .  .  On  the  whole  I 
like  the  sea  better  than  the  army.  The  chanicter  of  the  profession  is 
infinitely  more  manly.  They  are  full  of  life  and  action,  while  on  shore 
it  is  all  high  lounge  and  still  life.’ 

Lord  Hood  had  his  way,  for  he,  with  Nelson  as  ‘  briga- 
‘  dier,’  employing  only  the  forces  which  were  under  the 
direct  command  of  the  admiral,  captured  Bastia,  the 
General  with  five  regiments  lying  idle  all  the  time  at  San 
Fiorenzo  !  * 

The  capitulation  took  place  on  May  10,  and  a  general 
Consulta  for  the  whole  island  was  summoned  for  the  month 
of  June.  After  the  fall  of  Bastia  the  French  ceased  to  be 
formidable  within  the  island,  and  with  the  capture  of  Calvi 
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by  Nelson  (where,  it  will  be  remembered,  he  lost  his  eye)  in 
the  following  August  their  lust  possession  in  Corsica  fell  into 
the  hands  of  the  British.  M.  Jollivet  draws  his  account  of 
the  British  occupation  from  the  despatches  that  passed 
between  Sir  Gilbert  Blliot,  in  Corsica,  and  the  Ministers  at 
home — viz.  the  Duke  of  Portland  and  JIeni*y  Dundas,  and 
from  Sir  Gilbert’s  letters  to  his  wife  already  published. 
The  despatches  in  question  have  been  copied  and  translated 
for  the  benefit  of  the  Soeiete  llistorique  de  la  Corse  by  M. 
Sebastien  de  Carafla,  an  eminent  lawyer  at  Bastia,  to  whom 
a  few  years  ago  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot’s  papers  were  temporarily 
entrusted  by  his  grandson,  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  Henry  Elliot, 
at  that  time  British  Minister  at  Florence.  A  portion  of  this 
official  correspondence  was  ])ul)lished  in  the  *  Life  and  Letters 
‘  of  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  ’  in  1874. 

The  crown  of  Corsica  was  accepted  by  George  III.  under 
certain  conditions,  of  which  the  following  were  the  most 
important.  Corsica  was  to  lx*  annexed  and  united  to  the 
British  Crown,  and  its  inhabitants  were  to  become  British 
subjects.  A  governor,  to  bti  called  by  the  title  most  pleasing 
to  the  Corsicans,  was  to  be  appointed  by  the  King,  and 
invested  with  supreme  executive  authority  and  the  com¬ 
mand  of  the  army,  and  he  was  to  have  a  veto  on  all  pro¬ 
posed  legislation.  The  constitution  of  Corsica,  including 
all  laws  dealing  with  religion  and  property,  the  collection  of 
revenue,  and  internal  affairs,  were  to  remain  as  they  then 
were  until  changed  by  the  Legislative  Assembly  of  Corsica, 
with  the  a[)proval  of  his  JIa  j(*sty.  The  external  commerce 
of  the  island  was  to  be  controlled  by  the  King  and  British 
Parliament,  contrary  to  the  wishes  of  Paoli,  who  would 
Lave  preferred  to  reserve  these  matters  for  the  Corsican 
Assembly.  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  proceeded  in  J une  1794  to  Corte 
in  order  to  be  present  at  the  meeting  of  the  Consulta,  whence 
he  writes  home  to  his  wife  his  delight  at  the  beauty  of  the 
country  and  the  heartiness  of  his  reception.  His  journey 
t<K)k  him  through  forests  of  sweet  chestnuts,  some  of  them 
thirty  feet  in  circumference. 

‘  Chestnuts  are  the  sole  food  of  the  p*ople,  of  their  pigs,  and  cattle. 
We  liave  glens  and  burns  in  abundance,  and  peeps  of  the  Mediter¬ 
ranean  at  every  opening.  It  is  really  a  fairy-land,  and  will  delight 
you  as  much  as  me.  ...  I  am  here  to  accept  the  voluntary  allegiance 
of  the  Corsicans  in  return  for  the  protection  we  give  them,  and  never 
was  there  an  act  of  the  sort  better  sealed  by  the  hearts  of  the  people. 
...  I  am  mounted  on  a  good  horse,  the  rest  on  mules,  and  we  are 
attended  by  a  number  of  Corsicans  with  guns  on  their  shoulders, 
who  are  relieved  at  each  village,  and  by  an  escort  of  the  12th  Light 
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Dragoons,  whose  handsome  uniforms,  seen  for  the  first  time  in  these 
hills,  make  at  least  as  tnueh  impression  as  llis  Excellency.  We  were 
joinfsl  on  our  way  by  deputies,  or  members  of  Parliament,  coming  to 
their  famouH  Assembly,  in  all  the  simplicity  of  primitive  legislation,  on 
their  little  mules,  with  their  musket  always  slung  f)ver  their  back  and 
their  little  jtortmanteau  strapped  behind  them.’ 

The  spectacle,  says  M.  JolHvet  truly  enough,  of  the 
assetubling  of  these  ‘  Soloiis  hirsutes’  in  their  primitive  cos¬ 
tumes,  all  evidently  fully  conscious  of  the  important  duties 
they  had  to  p(*rform,  must  have  been  a.  slraiige  one.  Paoli 
was  elected  by  acclamation  b)  the  presidential  chair.  The 
arrangeimmts  h(‘  had  made  with  the  llritish  were  enthusi- 
iistically  ai)provod.  The  connexion  with  France  was  formally 
terminated,  Paoli  displaying,  very  naturally,  though  much  to 
the  disgust  of  M.  .Jollivet,  sentiments  of  the  bitterest  hostility 
to  that  ‘  Mere  Patrie,’  which  in  the  opinion  of  the  patriot 
chief  and  of  the  vast  majority  of  his  countrymen  had  basely 
robbed  Corsica  of  its  freedom.  The  British  were  now  in  the 
island  under  very  different  circumstances,  and  at  Paoli’s  own 
recjuest.  The  new  constitution  of  Corsica,  founded  upon 
the  old  one,  with  elaborations  and  modifications  due  to  the 
collaboration  of  Paoli  and  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot,  was  to  be  in 
force,  than  which,  says  M.  Jollivet,  ‘  it  is  difficult  to  imagine 
‘  anything  more  liberal.’  But  in  spite  of  all  this  the  situa¬ 
tion  was  in  truth  full  of  difficulty.  Lady  Minto  has  described 
the  almost  impossible  position  of  affairs  in  a  few  words : — 

‘  Nothing  could  be  more  dcmocnitic  than  the  Ibrms,  nothing  more 
aristocratic  than  their  result.  Neither  unnaturally  nor  unwisely  in 
the  existing  condition  of  their  country,  the  ('orsicans  used  their  rights 
to  invest  with  supreme  authority  the  man  who  had  won  their  afl’ections 
and  their  confidence,  and,  except  when  asked  to  lay  down  their  arms 
or  to  take  up  their  tools,  their  submission  was  complete. 

‘  For  the  authority  of  the  beloved  and  native  leader  was  now  to  be 
substituted  that  of  a  foreign  (iovernment;  and  the  problem  to  be 
worked  w'as  how  best  to  adapt  the  constitutional  forms  in  existence  in 
Corsica  with  the  exigencies  of  a  new  political  situation.’* 

If  Paoli  were  to  become  dissatisfied  with  his  new  friends, 
how  would  the  constitution  work  1*  The  Parliament  no 
doubt  had  the  right  of  impeachment,  the  press  was  free, 
trial  by  jury  was  established  -securities  for  freedom  and 
order  in  other  climes  and  amongst  other  races  ;  but  British 
adaptations  of  this  kind  would  be  of  little  avail  to  secure 
the  success  of  a  system  which  had  lost  favour  with  the 
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idolised  dictator  of  the  Corsican  people.  Paoli  pro¬ 
fessed  a  boundless  admiration  for  the  British  Constitution ; 
but  the  exi>eriment  of  a  single  year  was  ample  to  convince 
tlie  (Jorsican  Parliament  that  the  attempt  b)  transplant  to 
their  island  semn;  of  the  traditional  customs  of  Englishmen 
was  meeting  with  no  success.  The  result  of  trial  by  jur}’, 
for  instance,  was  that  not  one  single  prisoner  was  convicted 
— and  this  owing  to  the  Corsican  sentiment  of  clanship. 

‘  A  Corsican  is  deemed  infamous  who  does  not  revengt*  the 
‘  death  of  his  tenth  cousin,  and  he  fears  the  dishonour  of 
‘  c(tnvicting  his  relation  or  friend  much  more  than  breaking 
‘  his  oath  as  a  juror.’  So  wrob^  tin*  British  V'i(m*oy.  No 
wonder  that  the  J’arliament  of  Corsica  abolislu'd  trial  by 
jury  ! 

The  ablest  of  Sir  (Gilbert  Elliot’s  advisors  and  the  most 
important  of  his  ininisb'rs  was  Poziio  di  Borgo,  in  later 
years  b>  become  so  famous  on  a  much  wider  stage.  He  had 
hith»*rto  been  closely  associated  with  Paoli.  With  him 
Pozzo  had  repi'esented  Corsica  in  the  Legislative  Assembly 
in  the  early  days  of  the  Enmch  llevolution,  with  him  he 
had  struggled  to  make  Corsica  independent  of  the  French 
Terrorists,  and  with  him  he  had  joined  in  the  otter  of 
annexaiion  of  the  island  to  (lr(*at  Britain.  Pozzo  became 
now  virtually  prime  minister  of  the  Viceroy,  and  his  emi¬ 
nence  and  authority  greatly  excited  the  jealousy  of  his 
countrymen  and  of  Paoli. 

Two  essentials  were  necessary  to  make  the  British  con¬ 
nexion  with  Corsica  a  succ(*ss  the  conciliation  of  Corsican 
sentiment,  and  the  belief  of  the  Corsicans  that  the  British 
connexion  was  to  b<*  permanent.  The  utb,*r  negligence  of 
the  Home  Ministry  as  to  these  two  all-important  considera¬ 
tions  is  almost  incredible.  I’aoli  was  ott’ended,  and  the 
suspicions  of  a  nature  ever  r«*ady  to  distrust  were  excited. 
Sir  (jlilbert  had  early  in  the  year  strongly  advised  the 
Ministry  to  show  the  royal  appreciation  of  his  services  by 
the  bestowal  on  the  Corsican  leader  of  some  mark  of  favour, 
together  with  a  pension.  On  June  1!*  the  Corsican  Parlia¬ 
ment  had  ratified  the  previous  offers  of  Paoli;  but  it  was 
not  till  Ocb)ber  that  the  despatches  arrived  from  England 
authorising  Sir  Gilbert  to  iuaugui’ate  the  new  system  and 
assume  the  function  of  Viceroy.  The  Corsicans,  Sir  Gilbert 
writes,  had  been  wonderfully  patient,  but  it  was  impossible 
that  they  should  not  have  been  wounded  by  this  unaccount¬ 
able  delay.  For  more  than  three  months  after  they  had 
given  their  crown  to  the  King,  there  was  not  a  syllable  from 
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any  member  of  the  King’s  Government  to  say,  ‘  Thank  you.’ 
And  all  this  time,  there  being  no  properly  constituted 
authorit}'  in  the  island,  the  real  jK)wer  lay  with  Paoli.  A 
strange  mischance  marred  the  grace  of  a  compliment  which 
the  Duke  of  Portland  had  at  length  tardily  intended  to  offer 
him,  viz.  a  pension  of  1,0(M)/.  a  year  and  a  portrait  of  his 
Majesty  set  in  brilliants,  to  be  worn  with  a  gold  chain  round 
his  neck,  with  which  decoration  the  General  was  to  be 
formally  invested  by  the  Viceroy.  This  portrait,  of  which 
the  future  presentation  was  formally  announced,  never 
reached  its  destination,  and  how  it  was  lost  has  remained  a 
mystery.  Paoli’s  suggestion  to  the  Viceroy  was  that  it  had 
been  intercepted  by  the  King’s  ministers  in  London  ;  whilst, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  General’s  friends  in  Kngland  in¬ 
sinuated  to  the  ministers  that  it  had  been  abstracted  in 
Corsica  by  the  Viceroy  himself ! 

Another  serious,  but  at  the  same  time  very  ludicrous, 
mishap  occurred  in  a  supposed  insult  offered  by  the  Viceroy 
and  his  friends  to  a  plaster  bust  of  the  Corsican  patriot, 
which  had  been  temporarily  removed  from  the  ballroom  to 
make  room  for  a  dance  given  to  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  by  the 
Corsican  battalion  at  Ajaccio.  The  story  of  ‘  the  assassina- 
‘  tion  ’  of  the  bust  was  told  with  much  circumstance — how 
it  had  been  removed  by  Pozzo  di  Borgo  and  Captain  Colonna, 
the  Viceroy’s  aide-de-camp,  in  the  most  offensive  manner, 
and  ultimately  been  broken  in  pieces ;  whereas,  as  a  matter 
of  fact.  Sir  Gilbert  himself  saw  the  bust  long  afterwards,  on 
the  occasion  of  a  second  visit  to  Ajaccio,  perfectly  intact, 
with  the  exception  of  the  loss  of  a  little  plaster  from  the 
tip  of  the  nose.  Paoli,  however,  circulated  this  absurd  story 
amongst  his  friends  all  over  the  island.  Pozzo  di  Borgo  was 
burned  in  effigy  in  one  village  after  another,  and  petitions 
were  got  up  urging  the  Viceroy  to  dismiss  him  from  office. 
Perhaps  it  was  a  necessity  of  the  case  that  Paoli  should 
be  consumed  with  jealousy  of  the  authority  of  those  whose 
business  it  now  was  to  govern  the  island.  The  relations 
between  him  and  the  Viceroy  remained  externally  cordial, 
but  the  latter  became  aware  that  the  old  Corsican  leader 
was  straining  every  effort  to  subvert  the  Viceregal  Govern¬ 
ment,  by  representing  to  his  partisans  that  Sir  Gilbert  was 
acting  against  the  wishes  of  the  King’s  ministers,  that  he 
(Paoli)  was  shortly  to  be  placed  at  the  head  of  affairs,  and 
even  that  Colonel  Moore  was  to  command  the  troops.  Paoli 
it  became  known  to  the  Viceroy  was  actually  intriguing  with 
the  Corsican  Republican  refugees  in  Italy,  and  it  was  abun- 
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dantly  clear  that  so  long  as  be  remained  in  the  island  there 
could  be  no  chance  of  success  for  the  new  regime. 

Accordingly,  in  October  179r>  arrived  despatches  from 
the  Duke  of  Portland  authorising  the  immediate  removal 
of  Paoli  from  the  island.  His  departure  was  rendered 
as  honourable  to  liimself  as  possible  by  a  royal  invitation 
to  visit  England,  and  the  promise  of  an  additional  2,000/. 
a  year  to  his  pension  so  long  as  he  stayed  there.  As  a 
result  of  these  decided  steps  the  winter  of  1705  and  spring 
of  1790  passed  quietl}’  enough.  Yet  there  was  evidently  no 
feeling  of  certainty  in  Corsica  as  to  whether  the  annexation 
with  England  was  intended  by  British  statesmen  to  be  a 
permanent  one,  and  whilst  this  element  of  doubt  remained 
in  men’s  minds  it  was  impossible  that  Corsicans  should 
devote  themselves  heartily  to  the  new  government  or  the 
English  cause.  The  Viceroy’s  views  were  again  and  again 
explicitly  put  before  the  Duke  of  Portland  and  other 
ministers.  ‘  We  are  neither  able,  nor  ought  we  to  desire  to 
‘  conquer  Corsica,  or  to  hold  the  government  of  this  people 
‘  on  any  other  footing  than  that  of  their  sincere  and  cordial 
‘  support.’  On  the  other  hand,  to  abandon  them  on  the 
ground  of  local  and  temporary  disturbance  would  be  dis¬ 
graceful. 

‘  You  cannot  keep  CorMca,’  he  writ*  s  to  another  minister,  ‘  against 
the  will  of  the  whole  people.  You  ought  not,  if  you  could  ;  but  if 
you  can  spare  ii  sufTicient  number  of  British  troops  to  hold  the  strong 
places  of  the  island,  with  the  aid  of  the  fleet,  ag:iin9t  all  external 
attacks,  the  knowledge  that  you  can  do  so  will  keep  this  peojdc  steady 
to  your  cause.  If  we  arc  weak,  we  shall  be  set  at  naught.  If  we  are 
strong,  weak  Powers  will  cling  to  us.’ 

How,  then,  did  the  balance  of  strength  between  the  British 
and  their  enemies  at  that  time  stand  in  the  Mediterranean? 

The  events  of  the  spring  of  179G  were  entirely  favourable 
to  the  French  arms  in  Italy.  The  Austrians  retreated  to 
Mantua.  In  May  peace  was  signed  between  France  and 
the  King  of  Sardinia ;  the  French  invaded  Tuscany,  and 
Leghorn,  from  which  port  the  British  fleet  in  the  Mediter¬ 
ranean  and  the  tnK)p3  in  Corsica  had  drawn  their  main 
supplies,  fell  into  French  hands.  The  Pope  shut  his  ports 
against  the  British,  and  there  was  great  doubt  whether  the 
King  of  Naples  would  not  be  compelled,  in  spite  of  the 
remonstrances  of  Sir  William  Hamilton,  to  follow  his  ex¬ 
ample.  Spain,  moreover,  which  then  possessed  a  powerful 
navy,  was  momentarily  expected  to  ally  herself,  as  she  soon 
afterwards  did,  with  France.  Under  these  circumstances  it 
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could  hardly  be  cxi>ected  that  the  French,  or  at  least  the  anti-  j 
English  party  in  Corsica,  would  not  be  greatly  strengthened. 

If  the  ‘  Royauine  Anglo-Corse  ’  was  to  be  a  permanency,  let 
the  Ministry  show  by  their  determined  action  in  the  Medi¬ 
terranean  that  they  meant  to  maintain  it.  The  dread  of 
the  islanders  that  the  British  fleet  might  make  sail  for  the 
Atlantic,  and  that  Corsica  might  be  con(juered  by  the  French, 
or  ceded  to  them  at  the  peace,  robbed  the  Viceroy  of  all 
hearty  native  support.  He  had  long  ago  foreseen  the  dif- 
flculties  which  would  inevitably  arise  from  any  vacillation  of 
the  Home  Ministry  as  to  the  future  destiny  of  the  island. 

At  the  end  of  1 7!>  1,  in  discussing  with  the  Duke  of  Portland 
the  then  probability  of  peace,  and  how  that  peace  might  be 
expected  to  affect  Corsica,  he  had  written  in  the  strongest 
terms  against  any  annexation  which  was  to  be  followed  by 
ultimate  abandonment,  unless  the  British  were  fully  deter¬ 
mined  to  protect  the  islanders  against  French  vengeance. 

‘  Wc  cannot  deliver  up  the  throats  of  all  our  friends  to  their  butchers 
and  their  ])roperty  to  confiscjition  and  plunder.  ...  I  can  suppose  a 
disadvantageous  peace,  hut  1  cjinnot  iiiiaginc  or  conceive  a  dishonour¬ 
able  one.  The  s:une  necessity  which  should  olilige  us  to  renounce  and 
surrender  our  Corsican  friends,  or  a  single  emigrant,  to  the  vengeance 
of  their  enemies  must  make  us,  I  think,  surrender  the  Tower  of  London 
if  summoned  to  do  so.  .  .  .  Unless  (Jieat  Britain  were  prepared  to 
make  a  very  great  and  vigorous  e.\ertion  in  the  war,  Corsica  us  well  as 
Italy  must  ineviUibly  succumb  to  the  arms  of  France.’ 

In  the  summer  of  1 7!)()  events  had  given  increased  weight  | 
to  these  considerations.  A  itart  of  Corsica  was  in  open  I 

insurrection.  ‘  L:i  perspective  du  retour  des  Franeais  etait  I 

‘  en  realite  lo  grand  dissolvaut,’  says  M.  Jollivet  with  j 
perfect  truth.  The  insurrection  in  itself  Wiis  nothing.  | 

Besides  British  troops,  Baron  de  Ifolle’s  Swiss  regiment,  | 

many  of  them  survivors  of  the  ‘  10th  August,’  and  Dillon’s 
regiment  of  emigres,  were  now  in  the  island,  and  there  would 
be  no  ditticulty,  wrote  the  Viceroy,  in  beating  the  insurgents 
in  the  held  ;  but  this  would  be  the  signal  for  civil  war,  and 
he  thought  it  a  far  wis<?r  course  to  listen  to  grievances,  and, 
like  a  «'oiis(itutioiial  sovereign,  to  di.ssolve  J’arliament,  and 
to  dismiss  his  advisers,  even  his  chief  minister  jind  friend, 
i’o/./.o  di  Borgo ;  though  ho  was  ftdly  eonschms  that  the 
latter’s  unpopularity  was  duo  to  the  jealousy  of  Pozzo's  pre¬ 
eminence  on  the  part  of  his  own  countrymen,  and  not  to 
any  fault  of  his  own.  The  King’s  ministers  treated  Corsican 
attairs  with  the  most  extraordinary  neglect,  and  the  Viceroy 
was  left  entirely  ignorant  of  their  views  for  the  future  of  the 


ish 
pui 
spe 
of 
Fe] 
me 
Ne 
wa 
th( 
‘  0 
sar 
Ell 
wh 
thii 
of 
cot 

do] 
rci 
tin 
H( 
pai 
utl 
‘  a 
‘  w 
80( 
an 
hit 
pr< 
Je] 
coi 
wo 
sh( 
nei 
in 
17 

yel 

as 

Til 

Ml 

‘1 

thi 

bit 


1807. 


Uv.  Itnymime  Any1o-Cor»e. 


•181 


island,  and  as  to  tho  Mediterranean  policy  they  intended  to 
pursue.  In  these  circumstances  those  in  command  on  the 
spot  acted  on  their  own  jud"ement.  The  French  occupation 
of  Loffhorn  was  followed  by  the  British  occupation  of  Porto 
Ferrajo  in  the  island  of  Elba,  and  of  the  island  of  Capraja, 
measures  ordered  by  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  and  executed  by 
Nelson.  At  last,  on  September  29,  arrived,  without  previous 
warning,  a  despatch  from  the  Duke  of  Portland  announcing 
the  intention  of  the  Government  ‘  to  withdraw  the  blessings 
‘  of  the  British  constitution  from  Corsica,’  and  as  at  the 
same  time  orders  came  for  the  abandonment  of  Capraja  and 
Elba,  the  Viceroy  was  made  aware  that  the  policy  against 
which  he  had  always  contended  was  to  be  mlopted,  and 
that  British  power,  instead  of  supporting  the  joint  action 
of  the  Italian  States  against  French  aggression,  was  to  be 
completely  withdrawn  from  tin*  Meditermnean. 

Nelson  has  described  in  his  desjKitches  the  grief  shown  at  the 
departure  of  the  Viceroy  by  the  Corsicans,  whose  affection  and 
respect  he  had  won.  On  ()ctober  20  the  Viceroy  reported  that 
the  last  British  detachment  had  been  conveyed  to  Porto  Ferrajo. 
He  himself  went  temporarily  to  Naples,  whilst  Nelson  pre¬ 
pared  totally  to  evacuate  the  Mediterranean,  a  measure  he 
utterly  disapproved,  and  which  he  ‘  lamented  in  sackcloth 
‘  aud  ashes  as  dishonourable  to  the  dignit}'  of  England, 
‘  whose  Beets  are  equal  to  meet  the  world  in  arms.’  No 
sooner  had  the  evacuation  been  effected  than  despatches  of 
an  entirely  different  nature  reached  the  Viceroy,  confirming 
him  in  his  position  in  Corsica,  and  countermanding  the 
previous  orders  for  the  movements  of  the  Beet.  Sir  .John 
Jervis  was  probably  wise  in  rejoicing  that  those  orders  had 
come  too  late.  As  regards  Corsica,  the  arms  of  France  had 
won  the  game.  She  was  .already  occupying  Sardinia,  and 
she  had  obtained  a  foothold  on  the  Corsican  coast.  The 
necessities  of  war  had  brought  about  the  British  occupation 
in  January  179 1,  and  the  necessities  of  war  at  the  end  of 
1790  compelled  its  abandonment. 

For  a  hundred  yeai's  Corsica  has  betni  a  part  of  France, 
yet  in  nature  and  in  character  1  he  (-orsicans  of  to-day  are 
as  unlike  Frenchmen  as  they  were  in  the  days  of  Boswell. 
The  islanders  have  had  every  opportunity  of  comparing 
‘  la  morgue,  la  vudesse  et  I’lncivilite  britanniques  ’  with 
‘  I’aftabilite,  la  bonne  huiueur  et  I’esprit  de  sociabilite  ’  of 
the  compatriolex  of  M.  Jollivet.  Yet,  alas  !  M.  Jollivet  in 
his  preface  finds  himself  forced  to  confess  ; — 

‘  II  existc,  it  n’en  pas  douter,  en  ce  pays  si  voisin  de  I’ltalie,  oil 
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cbaque  jour  s’liifiltre  beaucoup  trop  librcmont  I’cli-nioiit  poiitusulairc, 
un  certain  noyau  dc  si'paratisme  su8ce|)tible  de  developpeinent  dans 
un  milieu  de  souffrances  et  d’aigrours.  II  n’ira  jamais  bien  loin,  niaia 
m»*mc  ramene  aux  moindres  j>roportions,  il  pourrait  nous  crcer,  le  cas 
echeant,  de  graves  embarras.’ 

And  accordingly  bo  urges  upon  bis  countrymen  tbe  wisdom 
from  every  point  of  view  of  treating  Corsica  with  unstinted 
generosity  in  tbe  developement  of  its  resources  and  the 
alleviation  of  its  poverty.  Perhaps  Englishmen  may  think, 
however  little  for  its  own  sake  they  may  hanker  after 
Corsica,  that,  in  spite  of  their  own  bad  manners,  a  century 
of  their  rule  Avould  have  done  far  more  than  has  been  done 
by'  France  to  develope  the  material  resources  of  the  island 
and  to  make  the  islanders  prosperous. 

Till  the  middle  of  the  present  century  there  were  no 
roads  in  the  island,  but  under  the  rule  of  the  late  emperor 
this  reproach  was  removed ;  and  nowadays  there  is  not  in 
Europe  any  counti’y  equally  mountainous  which  is  better — 
or,  indeed,  so  well — supplied  with  good  roads.  Railways 
also  now  connect  the  chief  towns  of  the  island.  Yet, 
except  in  this  very  important  matter  of  communications, 
little  has  been  done  to  develope  the  resources  of  the  country. 
The  mines  of  the  island,  Avith  the  exception  of  the  antimony 
mines  near  Cap  Corse,  are  not  Avorked.  At  Bastia,  the 
commercial  capital  of  the  island,  a  iioav  harbour  and  quays 
have  been  constructed,  and  an  export  trade  is  carried  on 
thence  in  olive  oil  and  citrons,  antimony  and  asbestos.  An 
‘  island  of  Avondrous  hu'tility  ’  imports  all  its  Hour,  a  circum¬ 
stance  which  excited  not  a  little  surprise  in  the  last  British 
consular  report  on  Corsican  trade. 

In  M.  Bourde’s  book,  ‘  En  (’orso,’  Ave  get  a  A'ery  interest¬ 
ing  and  complete  picture  of  Corsica  at  the  present  day. 
Like  M.  Jollivet,  he  believes  that  much  more  might  be  done  to 
dcA'elope  the  island  and  to  bring  its  people  a  little  more  into 
line  Avith  the  civilisation  of  Europe.  Agriculture  in  Corsica 
is  still,  it  is  true,  ‘aux  procedes  de  Virgile,’  but  it  is  less 
the  backwardness  of  their  industrial  methods  than  the  in¬ 
feriority  of  their  moral  sense,  Avheii  compand  Avilhthatof 
th<!  (\)iitinent,  that,  excites  his  wonder,  lii  that  island  the 
public  sense  of  right  and  Avrong  is  based  on  a  social  system 
long  extinct  annnigst  civilised  nations.  I’nblic  virtue  in 
Corsica  consists  in  loyal  service  to  the  clan.  That  Avhich 
helps  the  clan  is  good,  that  Avhich  is  injurious  to  the  clan 
is  bad;  and,  conversely',  that  Avhich  helps  a  rival  clan  is 
bad,  that  Avhich  injures  it  is  good.  Honour  involves  the 
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absolute  sacrifice  of  individual  conscience  to  the  interest  of 
the  association.  It  is  in  reference  to  this  alone  that  a 
man’s  conduct  is  judged : — 

‘  Hoaiter,’  continues  M.  Bourde,  ‘  a  favoriaer  im  raembre  du  clan, 
si  arbitraire  que  soit  la'  faveur ;  ii  ttccourir  un  mcmbre  du  clan,  quelqua 
crime  qu'il  ait  commis ;  ii  I'rapper  un  enncmi  du  clan,  si  cruel  que  soit 
le  coup  :  c'est  trahir  le  clan,  parce  que  c’est  ralTaiblir ;  c’est  manquer 
a  son  devoir  envers  ceux  avec  qui  Ton  cst  engage.  Le  cas  so  pr^sente 
soiivent  en  (’nrso,  oii  il  ost  malbrmn-'te  do  ne  pas  faire  ce  qui  eat  mal- 
liuniu'-U;  duns  les  autres  pays.’ 

When  amongst  |)eople  with  such  ideas  it  is  attempted  to 
combine  approved  modern  methods — democratic  elections 
and  the  ballot,  the  jurisdiction  of  *  maires  ’  and  of  ‘justices 
‘  de  paix,’  who  are  party  leaders,  the  assessment  of  damages 
by  juries,  and  so  forth— singular  results  are  achieved.  As 
regards  the  administration  of  justice,  the  result  is  to  ‘  faire 
‘  monter  la  conscience  de  clan  sur  le  siege  de  la  justice.’ 
The  credit  of  the  judge  depends,  in  the  eyes  of  his  country¬ 
men,  upon  the  thoroughness  with  which  he  serves  the 
interest  of  his  clan  and  of  every  member  of  it  with  whom 
be  is  concerned. 

When  in  18HG  the  jury  system  was  invoked  to  assess 
damages  for  lands  taken  for  the  purposes  of  the  new  rail¬ 
way,  the  clan  spirit  seized  the  opportunity  with  avidity. 
In  one  region  the  jury  was,  in  fact,  little  better  than  a 
committee  of  the  great  clan  of  Casablanca,  from  which  the 
advocates  and  the  chief  officials  of  the  inquiry  were  also 
chosen.  Enemies  of  the  clan  had  to  content  themselves 
with  compensation  barely  covering  the  value  of  their  land, 
but  its  kinsmen  received  live  limes,  ten  times,  the  proper 
value ;  naturally  a  great  discouragement  to  the  making  of 
railways.  Yet  these  proceedings  were  not  held  to  discredit 
the  jury.  On  the  contrary,  they  added  fresh  evidence  of 
the  power  and  spirit  of  the  great  Casablanca  clan  !  * 

The  extraordinary  backwardness  of  agriculture  is  attri¬ 
buted  to  the  fact  that  there  are  not,  as  in  France,  large 
proprietors  willing  to  set  an  example  to  the  peasants  of 
improved  methods  of  cultivation.  In  Corsica  the  larger 
landlords  are  chiefs  of  clans,  and  they  would  at  once  lose 
their  popularity  and  their  influence  were  they  to  begin 
enclosing  their  lands  and  applying  to  them  the  principles  of 
strict  private  property.  In  backward  countries  an  im¬ 
proving  landlord  generally  incurs  the  dislike  of  his  neigh- 
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hours.  Moreover,  there  is  amongst  the  Corsicans  to-day,  as 
amongst  the  Scottish  Highlanders  of  the  past,  a  strong  dis¬ 
taste  and  contempt  for  manual  labour.  This  feeling  springs 
partly  from  the  conditions  of  their  history,  partly  from  the 
qnalitics  of  their  r.acc.  Till  last  century  Corsic.ans  lived  in 
a  state  of  i)orpetual  war  :  — 

‘  Porter  les  .irmea,  prendre  piirt  ii  la  vie  publique  sans  cesse  agitce 
de  Tile,  etaient  les  seules  occupations  honorables  jwur  un  homme. 
Les  travaux  nianuels  etaient  abandonnes  aux  femnies  ct  aux  domes- 
tiijucs.  Les  necessitc's  milibiircs  de  jadis  ont  disparu,  mais  le  dedain 
du  travail  est  reste.’ 

Thus  it  happens  that  the  hand  labour  of  the  island  is  largely 
done  by  foreigners.  Every  autumn  there  arrive  at  Bastia, 
from  Lucca  and  the  neighbouring  districts  of  Italy,  some 
fifteen  thousand  Italian  labourers,  who  spread  themselves 
throughout  the  island,  and  who,  till  the  month  of  May,  do 
much  of  the  digging  and  heavy  work  of  agriculture.  No¬ 
thing  could  be  less  like  the  feeling  of  French  peasants  than 
this  strong  aversion  from  agriculture,  which,  according 
to  M.  Jollivet,  is  the  key  to  the  (’orsican  character,  and 
explains  many  of  its  pecniliarities. 

In  some  respects  the  Corsican  is  as  unlike  the  Italian  iis 
the  Frenchman.  He  is  full  of  pride.  ‘He  will  not  b«‘g; 
‘  to  dig  he  is  ashamed.’  M.  Jollivet  found  at  Bastia  that 
he  had  given  offence  by  oflering  money  to  a  poor  man  for 
showing  him  the  way,  an  experience  that  could  hardly  have 
happcm^  to  him  in  I  Lily.  So,  after  a  ten  days’  visit  to  the 
country  house  of  a  clan-chief,  when  he  tendered  a  hni»  to  a 
servant  who  had  waited  on  him,  it  was  somewhat  haughtily 
returned  to  him,  and  his  host  .aftt*rwards  explained  that  the 
maidservants  declined  even  to  receive  fixed  wages.  They 
lived,  of  course,  free  of  expense,  and  when  they  wanted  a 
little  money  they  borrowed  it  from  their  master,  who  naturally 
took  good  care  not  to  ask  for  repayment ! 

‘  Ce  clt'sinb'resscment  cst,  avec  le  cotiragc,  l-a  noblesse  et  I’nttrait  du 
caraett  re  Corse.  II  contraste  avec  ITiprete  de  la  chasse  aux  places. 
On  se  massacre  dans  les  villages  jtour  etre  conseiller  municipil;  mais 
les  vols,  proprement  dits,  sont  tres  rares,  C’est  I’appetit  du  pouvoir, 
non  celui  de  I’argent,  (pii  fait  commeUre  les  crimes.  .  .  .  L’aversion 
pour  les  terres  jointe  an  gofit  des  emplois  explicjne  encore  I’avidite 
avec  laquelle  rinstruction  est  recberchce.  C’est  elle  qui  inene  aux 
emplois.  La  Corse  est  a  la  tete  de  nos  departements  j)our  la  projwrtion 
des  cnlants  Imjuentant  les  ecoles.’ 

When  an  agricultural  commission  inquired  the  causes  which 
kept  the  people  from  agricultur.il  labour  the  reply  w.as,  ‘  La 
‘  diffusion  de  I’instruction  et  une  ambition  demesuree.’ 
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The  Corsicans  do  little  work.  Their  chief  employment  is 
*  a  faire  la  politique.’  At  the  same  time  they  care  nothing 
for  political  theories.  The  French  labourer  or  peasant  is 
Republican  or  Monarchist,  zealously,  probably  superstitiously, 
att^hcd  to  some  political  idea,  the  victory  of  which  will  at 
once  and  for  ever  cure  all  the  evils  of  the  State.  But  his 
whole  life  is  not  merged  in  his  politics.  He  is  something 
besides  a  politician.  The  Scottish  peasantry  for  generations 
have  been  pre-eminently  accustomed  to  give  some  thought 
to  iK)litic8.  From  time  to  time,  as  their  poet  has  it, 

‘  They  lay  aside  their  private  cares 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs.’ 

But  with  every  Corsican  politics  is  the  principal  ‘  private 
‘  care  ’ — his  occupation,  his  business,  his  profession.  ‘  Leur 
‘  reve  est  d’etre  fonctionnaires,’  says  a  French  writer  in 
1853,  and  so  it  has  always  been.  In  the  days  of  the  British 
Viceroyalty,  of  the  French  Empire,  and  the  existing  Re¬ 
public,  the  same  tale  is  always  told.  The  language  of  M. 
Jollivet  and  of  M.  Bourde  on  this  subject  almost  reads  like 
a  translation  of  passages  from  the  letters  of  Sir  Gilbert 
Elliot.  A  small  proprietor  who  might,  if  he  took  a  little 
trouble,  make  his  land  support  him  comfortably  enough, 
prefers  to  let  it  run  to  waste,  that  he  may  live  on  the 
miserable  little  salary  of  a  local  public  servant. 

At  the  end  of  the  Second  Empire  Corsica  had  at  last  been 
almost  entirely  freed  from  the  curse  of  banditti  -criminals 
who.  Hying  from  justice,  had  betaken  themselves  to  the 
mucchif.  Whether  appearances  were  deceptive  in  this 
matter,  whether  the  banditti  were  really  as  neaidy  extinct 
as  was  supposed,  we  do  not  know.  Nearly  twenty  years 
lat«‘r  M.  Bourde  numbers  them  at  five  or  six  hundred. 
They  have  on  their  side  popular  sympathy.  There  being  no 
public  respect  for  the  tribunals,  men  take  the  law  into  their 
own  hands,  and  public  opinion  does  not  blame  them  for  so 
doing.  The  system  of  the  vendetta  still  lives  amongst  the 
Corsicans,  though  for  a  century  Corsica  has  been  a  depart¬ 
ment  of  France.  Even  now  I'Vench  is  spoken  only  in  the 
cities.  The  islanders  remain  such  as  they  have  always 
been,  and  the  assimilation  of  the  French  and  Corsican  people 
is  as  far  off  as  ever. 

Yet  surely  the  old  dream  of  political  independence  can 
never  again  possess  the  Corsican  people !  These  are  not 
the  days  of  small  States.  Corsica,  it  is  evident,  must 
politically  form  part  of  France  or  of  Italy.  The  strong  hand 
of  France,  the  piercing  of  the  country  in  every  direction  with 


roads  and  railways,  have  made  no  longer  dangerous  the 
remote  possibility  of  another  rising  of  the  mountaineers/ 
The  fame  of  Napoleon  has  done  much  to  associate  Corsican 
sentiment  with  the  military  glories  of  France.  A  recent 
traveller,  struck  by  the  Parisian  accent  of  one  of  the  com¬ 
pany,  remarked,  ‘  Vous  etes  done  Fran9ais,  monsieur?’ — an 
observation  which  produced  a  sudden  chill  and  the  reply, 
‘Monsieur,  nous  soiiinies  tons  I'rancais,’  ‘Continental’ 
and  ‘  insulaire  ’  are  llie  tonus  generally  used  t(>  distinguish 
Frenchmen  from  Corsican  ;  and  whilst  old  mem  can  still 
recollect  something  of  the  former  popular  feeling  for  in¬ 
dependence,  allusions  by  strangers  to  distinctions  of  race  and 
nationality  are  by  no  means  welcome.* 

Enlightened  Frenchmen  are  anxious  to  remove  the  reproach 
from  their  country  of  the  failure  to  bring  about  in  Corsica  a 
healthier  social  condition.  The  result  of  the  French  system, 
they  complain,  is  to  give  cover  and  protection  to  the  abuses 
of  clan  government.  A  steadier,  purer  regime  is  required ; 
an  irremoveable  magistracy,  free  from  the  influence  of  senators 
and  representatives  who  are  themselves  but  the  mouthpieces 
of  clan  feeling.  At  present  justice  cannot  be  respected. 
Hence  men  continue  to  right  themselves  in  the  old  fashion. 
With  a  pure  and  strong  administration  of  the  law,  the  con¬ 
ditions  which  produced  vendetta,  bandits,  and  general  law¬ 
lessness  would  in  time  be  changed,  and  Corsicans  for  the 
first  time  in  their  history  would  enjoy  the  benefit  of  internal 
peace. 

It  is  wisely  urged  by  these  true  friends  of  Corsica  that 
France  should  make  every  effort  to  diminish  the  effects  of 
isolation  from  the  mother  country.  Communications  with 
Fnance  might  be  very  greatly  improved.  Much  might  be 
done  by  completing  the  railway  system,  and  (“iicouraging  the 
agriculture  of  the  ishind.  Sanitation  should  be  carefully 
studied,  and  j>ersisieut  elfbrfs  m.ade  to  improve  the  healthi¬ 
ness  of  the  districts  now  visited  by  in.'ilaria.  Above  all,  the 
customs  dutiesof  the  island  should  be  revised, and  all  Corsican 
agricultural  produce  without  distinction  admitted  freely  into 
French  ports.  Were  such  reforms  effected,  and  an  orderly 
social  condition  established,  it  is  hardly  possible  that  the 
fertility  of  the  island  should  not  be  turned  to  good  account, 
and  that  the  prosperity  of  Corsica  should  not  rival  that  of 
many  of  the  rural  districts  of  France. 

•  Journal  of  a  Landscape  Painter  in  Corsiai,  hy  Edward  Lear. 
London  :  1870. 
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Art.  IX. — 1.  Life  and  Letters  of  Frederick  Walhr,  .4.12. A. 

By  J.  G.  Marks.  London  :  1890. 

2.  Ford  Madox  Jirotvn  :  a  Record  of  his  Life  and  Bor/;.  By 
Ford  M.  Hueffer.  London;  1890. 

0.  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti  :  his  Family  Letters.  With  a 
Memoir  by  W.  M.  Kossetti.  London:  1895. 

1.  .Jean  Franeois  Millet  :  his  Life  and  Jjetters.  By  Julia 
Cartwright  (Mrs.  Henry  Ad^).  liOiidon  :  18!M). 

5.  Pm  and  ]*encil  Slcclehes.  By  Henry  Stacy  Marks,  K.A. 
London:  1894. 

(i.  My  Autohioyrai>hy  (ttnl  Reminisce  ares.  By  W.  I’.  Frith, 
11. A.  Second  Edition.  London:  1887. 

^PuERK  was  perhaps  never  any  period  when  attendance  at 
picture  exhibitions  was  so  tasliiouable  an  amusement 
as  it  is  in  the  present  day.  Private  views  of  exhibitions, 
large  and  small,  keep  recurring  in  London  all  the  year 
round,  except  during  the  dead  season  of  autumn,  and  are 
always  crowded ;  and  if  we  may  say  of  one  half  at  least  of 
the  large  private-view  audiences,  ‘  veniunt  spectentur  ut  ipsae,’ 
it  must  be  admitted  that  at  the  Royal  Academy,  the  specially 
hall-marked  emporium  of  Art,  the  attendances  during  the 
first  two  or  three  weeks  of  the  paying  days  are  as  large  as 
those  at  the  private  view.  To  the  majority  of  these  visitors 
the  painters  of  the  works  which  they  crowd  to  look  at  year 
after  year  are  but  names  in  the  catalogue  ;  nor  do  they  ever 
care,  as  far  as  one  can  judge,  to  learn  what  was  behind  the 
production  of  this  or  that  picture,  what  was  its  motive  in 
the  mind  of  the  artist,  what  were  the  difficulties  he  had  to 
contend  with  in  bringing  it  into  its  ultimate  form.  But  one 
kind  of  interest  the  British  public  do  seem  to  feel  in  regard 
to  painters,  an  interest  analogous  to  that  which  they  feel  in 
regard  to  Royal  personages.  The  publicity  of  the  Exhibition 
Catalogue,  like  that  of  the  Court  Circular,  gives  to  those 
whose  names  are  mentioned  in  it  a  position  of  notoriety, 
unaccompanied  by  any  further  information  about  them, 
which  piques  the  many-headed  curiosity.  The  dear  public 
would  like  to  know  what  the  artist  eats  and  drinks,  whether 
he  swears  at  his  models,  how  his  house  is  furnished,  and  any 
other  details  they  can  get  ut  about  his  private  life.  Hence 
the  popularity,  in  second-rate  magazines,  of  ‘  illustrated 
interviews  ’  with  artists,  with  photographs  of  their  dining¬ 
room,  drawing-room,  and  studio,  the  latter  probably  intro- 
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(lucing  the  figure  of  the  artist  ‘  at  work  on  his  celebrated 
‘  picture,’  &c.  Hence  the  publication,  on  thick  paper  and 
with  large  margins,  of  somebody’s  record  of  his  doings  ‘  In 
‘  Bohemia  with  Du  Maurier,’  in  which  the  practical  jokes  of 
the  artist  and  his  comrades,  the  nicknames  they  called  each 
other,  and  the  caricatures  they  drew  of  each  other,  are 
solemnly  put  on  record.  The  fun,  if  not  very  refined,  was 
innocent  enough  in  itself ;  the  crime  lies  in  publishing  it. 
Hence,  again,  the  publication  of  the  ‘  Reminiscences  ’  of 
living  artists,  which  appear  to  he  so  certain  of  a  sale  that 
one  can  only  praise  the  i*eticenco  and  self-denial  of  those 
jiopular  artists  who  have  not  iinide  use  of  this  contrivance 
for  capturing  the  ixjiice  «»f  the  public.  The  literary  or 
artistic  value  of  the  rciuiiiisc<Miccs  may  be  iniinitesimal — 
that  is  of  no  coiisoqucnco ;  Ihe  people  have  been  in  the 
habit  of  seeing  an  artist’s  pictures  on  the  walls  for  many 
years,  and  th<!y  want  their  curiosity  gratified  by  hearing 
him  talk,  no  matter  how  or  on  what  subject. 

For  those  who  take  their  pictures  more  seriously,  and  in 
respect  of  those  pictures  which  can  be  taken  seriously,  there 
is  an  interest  of  another  kind  in  knowing  something  about 
the  painter,  his  turn  of  mind,  his  manner  of  regarding 
nature  and  art,  and  more  especially  the  circumstances  which 
led  him  to  treat  any  particular  subject,  and  his  own  feeling 
with  regard  to  it.  It  is  true  that  the  pursuit  of  this  investi* 
gation  may  lead  to  a  painful  amount  of  what  is  called  dis- 
.'dusion ;  to  know  too  much  of  what  is  behind  a  picture  does 
not  always  tend  to  raise  one’s  intellectual  estimate  of  paint¬ 
ing  and  painters.  It  is  curious  to  find  sometimes  (in  the 
case  of  landscape  especially),  in  reference  perhaps  to  a 
picture  which  seems  to  have  a  good  deal  of  poetic  feeling 
in  it,  how  very  matter-of-fact  a  business  it  has  been  to 
the  painter  of  it,  and  that  what  has  been  to  the  outsider 
an  appeal  to  his  sentiment  has  been  to  the  artist  an  experi¬ 
ment  in  the  use  of  pigments  to  produce  a  certain  effect ; 
curious  to  think  that  a  work,  into  the  making  of  which  no 
sentiment  has  gone,  can  evoke  sentiment  ;  but  it  certainly 
is  so  in  many  cases.  It  is  strange,  again,  to  find  how  very 
jKK)r  an  onler  of  intellectual  pt‘rc»q)tion  in  other  respecli 
may  co-exist  with  the  j)owcr  to  produce  pictures  which 
have  high  intellectual  interest,  as  if  the  painter’s  intellect 
went  all  into  the  picture  and  tbund  expression  in  no  other 
way.*  In  short,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  hollowness  in  the 


•  This,  as  everyone  knows,  may  be  said  with  equal  or  even  greater 
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pretensionB  often  set  up  as  to  the  high  claims  of  the  artist 
on  society,  and  his  position  as  a  kind  of  superior  being.  A 
great  deal  of  the  painting  of  the  day  is  really  only  a  kind 
of  business,  requiring  more  adroitness,  painstaking,  and 
application  (let  that  always  be  admitted)  than  most  other 
businesses.  There  are  painters  no  doubt,  some  living  and 
some  whose  biographies  are  before  us,  to  whom  painting 
was  an  art  to  be  gone  into  in  a  serious  spirit  and  with  high 
aims.  There  are  some,  on  the  other  hand,  to  whom  it  seems 
to  be  a  kind  of  joke,  wherewith  they  amuse  themselves  and 
mystify  or  l)efool  the  public. 

We  are  not  going  at  this  date,  of  course,  to  review,  in  the 
ordinary  sense,  the  Autobiography  of  Mr.  Prith,  which  some 
ten  years  ago  became,  not  undeservedly  in  a  sense,  the  book 
of  the  season ;  not  un<leservedly,  for  it  is  well  written  and 
contains  a  great  deal  that  is  really  amusing  and  interesting ; 
a  great  many  much  finer  artists  could  not  have  produced 
half  so  readable  a  book.  Hut  we  refer  to  it  here  as  a  salient 
example  or  confession  of  that  mere  superficial  and  business 
view  of  painting  to  which  we  have  referred.  Mr.  Prith’s 
frankness  is  amusing,  almost  cynical.  Ho  laughs  at  the 
whole  thing,  and  at  himself  into  the  bargain.  Ho  seems  to 
have  been  i)erfectly  conscious  that  ho  had  no  serious  aim 
in  painting,  and  content  that  everyone  should  know  it ;  he 
almost  writes  himself  down  a  humbug.  His  election  as 
Associate  of  the  Academy  seems  to  have  been  a  kind  of 
‘  fluke,’  and  surprised  no  one  more  than  himself — or  so  ho 
gives  us  to  understand.  Kven  the  curiously  scrambling 
course  of  instruction  at  the  atelier  of  the  eccentric  Mr.  Sass 
bored  him :  ‘  perspective  l)ewildered  me,  and  to  this  day  1 
‘  know  little  or  nothing  alxmt  that  dreadful  science,*  and 
‘  anatomy  and  I  parted  aft<*r  a  very  short  and  early  acquaint- 
‘  ance ;  ’  and  he  go<'s  on  to  say  that  in  the  kind  of  art  he  has 

truth  about  miDticiaus.  Some  of  tho  greatest  composers  have  been 
men  of  very  little  iutellcctuul  culture. 

•  Ho  is  perhiijis  in  l>c(Uir  coiiipaii}'  than  he  is  aware  of  here.  We 
have  huinl  the  confcs.sion  from  much  more  distinguished  artists  that 
they  could  not  tell  how  to  jiut  a  building  in  j>ersj)cctive ;  one  very 
eminent  artist  admitted  that  he  had  to  get  u  model  made  of  the  interior 
of  a  columned  temple  beibre  he  could  tell  how  to  get  the  columns  in 
their  right  place;  yet  it  is  a  very  simple  matter,  much  easier  than 
foreshortening  an  arm.  Perspective,  in  fact,  is  a  science ;  foreshortening 
is  an  art.  If  painters  do  not  understand  perspective,  it  is  only  because 
they  have  not  taken  the  trouble,  as  anyone  can  learn  it  even  without 
being  an  artist. 
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practised  very  little  anatomy  is  required,  a  dictum  which 
can  only  be  accepted  in  a  sense  which  the  author  of  the 
observation  would  probably  find  rather  objectionable.  A 
few  pages  further  on,  indeed,  in  the  course  of  some  sensible 
remarks  in  regard  to  the  ‘  well-meaning  objectors  ’  to  female 
models,  observing  that  many  artists  draw  every  figure  naked 
before  they  clothe  it,  he  adds,  ‘  I  did  so  for  years,  and  ought 
‘  to  do  so  now :  ’  the  meaning  of  which  frank  admission  is, 
we  presume,  that  the  painter  had  at  last  got  the  length  of  his 
public’s  foot,  and  discovered  that  the  qualities  they  looked  for 
in  his  pictures  might  be  provided  without  any  such  thorough 
figure-designing.  On  the  other  hand,  he  worked  very  hard 
and  conscientiously  at  providing  the  public  with  the  kind 
of  art  they  wanted.  The  Autobiography  shows,  indeed,  a 
continual  history  of  painting  pursued  with  no  higher  aim 
than  to  find  and  work  out  subjects  which  would  be  popular 
with  the  masses ;  but  no  trouble  was  spared  in  such  pre¬ 
liminary  study  as  was  necessary  to  turn  the  thing  out  well, 
and  a  great  deal  of  hard  work  lay  behind  the  ‘  Derby  Day  ’ 
and  ‘  Ramsgate  Sands.’  Tlie  former  is  a  picture  which, 
however  vulgar  in  the  artistic  sense,  justifies  its  existence. 
The  ‘  Derby,’  as  a  national  function,  merited  being  put 
on  record  in  painting.  Mr.  Frith  was  just  the  painter  cut 
out  for  the  subject,  and  he  unquestionably  spared  no  pains 
to  do  his  best  with  it.  But  in  mentioning,  with  a  satisfaction 
which  may  be  either  real  or  cynical,  the  repeated  occasions 
on  which  a  rail  had  to  be  put  in  front  of  his  picture  at  the 
Academy  to  protect  it  from  the  crowd  (an  honour  which 
befell  him  three  or  four  times),  he  does  not  seem  to  be  quite 
alive  to  the  fact  that  these  railings  testified  not  so  much  to 
the  greatness  of  his  works  as  to  the  littleness  (artistically) 
of  the  average  Academy  sightseers.  He  had  supplied  the 
crowd  with  the  kind  of  picture  they  most  delighted  in,  and 
been  at  some  trouble  to  gratify  their  taste ;  and  he  hsvd  his 
reward.  Sometimes,  however,  the  national  taste  was  too 
much  even  for  Mr.  Frith.  He  writhed  under  the  terrible 
title,  ‘  SheiTy,  Sir?  ’  appended  by  some  dealer  to  the  engraving 
of  what  is  really  a  pretty  enough  little  work  of  its  kind,  and 
once  petitioned  for  it  to  be  removed,  but  was  met  by  the 
reply,  ‘Why,  sir,  it  is  just  the  title  that  sells  it.’  There  is 
a  Nemesis  in  wait  for  artists  who  cultivale  the  mob. 

Mr.  Marks  is  a  painter  of  a  ditl'erent  calibre  from  Mr.  Frith. 
Within  his  own  lines  he  is  a  perfect  executant,  never  careless 
or  superficial,  and  in  his  art  at  all  events  he  has  evinced 
a  keen  sense  of  humour,  a  quality  which  Mr.  Frith  has 
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never  been  within  measureable  distance  of.  Under  what  ill- 
advised  misapprehension  did  he  undertake  to  dip  his 
reputation  in  the  ink-bottle  ?  He  exonerates  his  friends ; 
‘  Whatever  else  may  be  said  of  this  work,  I  can  confidently 
‘  declare  that  it  was  neither  written  with  the  remotest  idea 
‘  of  supplying  a  want  long  felt,  nor  undertaken  at  the 
‘  solicitation  of  enthusiastic  friends.’  Was  the  ignis  fatuus 
the  vision  of  a  publisher’s  cheque  ?  Or  was  it  merely  the 
motive  which  Burns  ingenuously  confesses — 

‘  Some  rhyme  a  neebor’s  name  to  lash, 

Some  rhyme  (vain  thought  !)  for  needfn’  cash, 

Some  rhyme  to  court  the  kintra  clash. 

An’  niise  a  din  ; 

For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fash — 

I  rhyme  fur  fun.’ 

This  last  seems  the  most  probable  explanation  ;  the  book 
is  a  joke,  but  the  result  goes  to  prove  that  an  artist  may  be 
really  humorous  on  canvas  and  yet  degenerate  into  a  very 
commonplace  joker  in  print.  Worse  than  that,  he  has 
sacrificed  along  with  himself  a  greater  painter,  Frederick 
Walker,  who,  with  no  sense  of  humour  at  all  in  his  paint¬ 
ings,  which  are  almost  uniformly  grave  and  even  melancholy 
in  sentiment  (‘  The  Bathers  ’  is  an  exception  certainly), 
seems  to  have  leaned  in  private  life  towanls  a  kind  of  lark¬ 
ing  in  which  the  reader  finds  very  little  wit.  One  page  in 
Mr.  Marks’s  book  is  headed  ‘  Walker’s  Sense  of  Humour.’ 
What  Walker’s  and  Mr.  Marks’s  sense  of  humour  amounted 
to  may  be  gathered  from  the  following  account  of  their 
amusement  on  the  occasion  of  a  holiday  up  the  river  : — 

‘  Once  fairly  out  of  Waterloo  Station,  we  proceeded  to  get  ouraelves 
up  as  if  we  had  been  severely  injured  in  some  football  or  cricket 
match,  or  other  athletic  sj)ort.  When  we  alighted  at  Walton,  one  had 
a  ])atch  over  his  eye,  one  walked  lamely  with  two  sticks,  another  with 
one ;  there  were  some  anus  in  slings.  I  bought  a  quartern  loaf  and 
Crowe  a  plum-cake.  I.cslie  and  Walker,  playing  on  tin  whistles, 
headed  the  procession  of  cri]>pics,  which  walked,  limped,  and  hobbled 
into  Shepperton.  Though  amused  and  puz/.led,  the  people  we  met  or 
passed  refraine<l  from  chaff  or  jeers.’ 

It  does  not  seem  to  have  occurred  to  Mr.  Marks  that  the 
|)opulation  of  Shepperton  in  this  respect  contrasted  rather 
favourably,  in  the  matter  of  good  taste,  with  himself  and 
his  comr^es. 

*  One  old  lady,  however,  who  saw  through  our  shamming,  reproved 
us  by  saying,  “  Ye  ought  to  be  ashaine<l  of  yourselves — you  might  be 
struck  BO  !  ”  When  we  got  to  a  convenient  place  the  whistles  ceased 
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playing,  and  I  addressed  the  natives,  assuring  them  that  I  was  to  be 
member  for  the  borough  at  the  next  election,  and  when  that  happy 
day  arrived  the  quartern  loaf,  such  as  1  showed  them,  would  be  greatly 
reduced  in  price — in  fact,  all  but  given  away.  Crowe  then  cut  up  the 
plum-cake,  and  distributed  the  slices  among  the  assembled  children. 
.  .  .  On  the  return  journey,  at  each  station  we  stopjied  (sic)  I 
harangued  the  jieople,  asking,  among  other  questions,  if  there  were 
“any  l.ady  or  gentleman  for  the  diving-bell.”  The  guard  came  up  to 
our  carriage,  and,  addressing  me,  said,  “  Well,  sir,  you  are  a  cure.’” 

After  this  oxaiiiplo  of  artistic  ‘  humour,’  which  a  Royal 
Academician  in  his  mature  years  thinks  it  worth  while  to 
put  on  record  in  print  for  the  edification  of  the  world  at 
lar"e,  is  it  not  time  that  we  revised  the  fashion  of  n'garding 
artists,  and  eneouraf'inpr  them  to  rej^ard  themselves,  as 
constitutino;  a  kind  of  intellectual  aristocracy? 

The  beautifully  got  up  volume  of  the  ‘  Life  and  Letters  of 
‘  Frederick  Walker  ’  contains  nothing,  we  are  glad  to  say, 
of  that  sort ;  the  letters  in  fact  €are  entirely  unobjection¬ 
able  in  tone,  but  unfortunately  that  is  all  there  is  to  say 
about  them,  and  the  book  forms  a  notable  example  of  the 
curious  discrepancy  to  be  found  between  the  painter  as  we 
know  him  on  canvas  and  the  painter  behind  the  scenes. 
Of  Frederick  Walker’s  genius  as  a  painter,  especially  when 
we  compare  the  extent  and  quality  of  his  achievements  with 
the  brief  limit  of  his  life,  it  is  perhaps  hardly  iK)8sible  to 
think  too  highly.  It  may  bo  said  that  every  picture  ho 
painted  made  its  mark ;  he  could  not  do  anything  common¬ 
place,  whatever  subject  he  treated  was  invested  with  a 
poetic  suggestiveness  peculiar  to  himself.  Among  his 
smaller  works  there  is  no  better  example  of  this  than  a 
little  water-colour,  not  as  well  known  as  many  of  his 
works,  entitled  ‘  The  Thunderstorm.’*  What  was  it  which 
answered  to  that  title?  Not  a  landscape  with  a  black 
cloud  and  the  regulation  flash  of  lightning,  one  might  be 
sure.  It  was  the  interior  of  a  small  drawing-room  in  a 
country  house,  with  a  young  girl  and  a  child,  with  their 
backs  to  the  spectator,  planted  at  the  window  and  evidently 
gazing  fixedly  out  of  it.  It  was  strangely  eftective;  one 
felt  as  if  one  were  lo(»king  out  at  tin;  tliunderstorin  along 
witli  the  children.  That  was  a  typical  example  of  Walker’s 
way  of  mingling  human  interest  with  nature ;  it  was  not 

*  We  do  not  know  where  this  picture  is.  We  saw  it  once  only, 
many  years  ago,  in  one  of  the  minor  exhibitions — very  likely  it  was 
the  exhibition  of  Walker’s  collected  works  in  Deschamps’  gallery  in 
1876 — but  it  left  an  ineffaceable  impression. 
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the  thunderstorm  per  hc,  but  the  thunderstorm  as  an  awe¬ 
inspiring  spectacle  for  the  child,  that  took  the  painter’s 
fancy ;  it  may  be  said  that  half  tlie  poetry  of  the  work  lay 
in  the  title.  It  is  mentioned  in  the  ‘  Life  ’  that  he  was 
very  particular  and  hard  to  satisfy  as  to  the  titles  of  his 
pictures.  The  admirable  and  suggestive  title  of  ‘The 
‘  Harbour  of  Refuge  ’  he  owed  to  a  friend,  and  signalised 
his  satisfaction  with  it  by  dancing  round  the  studio.  This 
feeling  as  to  the  im2)ortance  of  the  title  showed  a  true 
poetic  instinct.  A  well-chosen  and  significant  title  is  a  key 
to  the  artist’s  mental  attitude  in  regard  to  the  work,  and 
may  make  all  the  ditt’erence  in  the  mental  attitude  of  the 
siiectator  in  examining  it. 

Walker’s  jiower  of  combining  the  sentiment  of  the  figures 
with  the  sentiment  of  the  scene,  so  as  to  make  them  both  go 
home  to  the  heart  as  with  one  impression,  was  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  characteristics  of  his  art.  The  peculiar 
feeling  which  he  imparted  to  his  combinations  of  landscape 
and  figures  may  be  said  to  have  been  a  new  word  in  art. 
Of  idyllic  jiaintings  we  had  had  many ;  landscapes  with  two 
lovers,  landsca{ies  with  a  pretty  girl  at  a  stile,  landscapes 
with  cattle,  and  so  on.  But  with  Walker  the  idyll  assumed 
a  pathetic,  even  a  tragic,  meaning.  ‘  The  Plough  ’  was  per¬ 
haps  his  masterpiece  in  this  class  of  work.  The  melancholy 
landscape  witii  its  waning  light  is  only  the  duplicated  ex¬ 
pression  of  the  jrathos  expressed  in  the  weary  figure  of  the 
ploughman,  almost  leaning  for  support  on  the  handles  of 
the  i)lough  at  the  close  of  an  exhausting  day’s  labour.  The 
figures  and  the  landscape  are  one  poem  ;  each  element  would 
lose  nearly  all  of  its  efl'ect  apart  from  the  other;  and  the 
title,  simple  as  it  is,  is  full  of  significance  in  its  form.  If 
the  picture  had  been  called  ‘  Ploughing,’  a  title  often  used 
for  landscapes  which  afford  no  other  suggestion  for  a 
specific  classification,  the  point  would  have  been  much  weak¬ 
ened.  ‘  The  Plough  ’  puts  the  abstnict  for  the  concrete ;  it 
is  the  symbolic  instrument  of  human  toil — ‘In  the  sweat 
‘  of  thy  l)row  shalt  thou  eat  bread.’  ^V’alker  would  jKTliaps 
not  have  exjuvssed  this  in  so  many  wonls,  either  to  himself 
or  to  another  person,  bnt  his  poetic  instinct  was  in  it.  Tlie 
same  indefinable  affinity  between  the  landscupt!  and  the 
figures,  the  same  suggestive  generality  in  the  title,  is  seen 
in  such  pictures  as  ‘The  Vagrants,’  and  ‘  Wayfarers,’ and 
‘  Mushroom  Gatherers.’  Each  is  an  aspect  of  the  pathos  or 
tragedy  of  life  defined  in  subject  by  the  figures,  and  height¬ 
ened  in  expression  by  the  landscape.  We  have  had  nothing 
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in  art  quite  like  this  before.  The  nearest  to  it,  before 
Walker,  was  to  be  found  in  some  of  the  landscape  concep¬ 
tions,  either  with  or  without  figures,  by  that  fine  and  much 
neglected  and  undei’rated  artist,  Poole.  In  his  landscape 
entitled  ‘  The  Dragon’s  Cave,’  without  any  figure  either 
human  or  draconian,  there  was  a  menace  of  terror  ;  in  ‘  The 
‘  Lion  in  the  Path,’  where  a  man  in  the  foreground  sees  a 
lion  in  the  distance,  the  whole  landscape  and  sky  seem  to  be 
associated  with  the  threatening  danger.  But  Poole’s  figures 
were  bad ;  they  were  symbols  of  what  was  intended  rather 
than  studies  of  types  of  humanity,  and  we  are  not  suggest¬ 
ing  that  he  was  a  painter  to  be  compared  with  Walker ;  he 
was  moreover  very  unequal ;  but  his  finest  works  show  a 
power  of  suggesting  human  sentiment  by  means  of  land¬ 
scape  which  never  received  the  recognition  it  merited. 

In  ‘The  Harbour  of  Itefuge’  the  combination  is  formed  of 
ancient  buildings  and  figures,  and  the  main  point  is  the 
contrast  between  the  vigour  of  youth  and  strength  and  the 
decrepitude  and  pathos  of  old  age.  The  extraordinary  and 
dramatic  power  with  which  the  contrast  is  illustrated  pro¬ 
duced  an  immense  effect  the  year  the  work  appeared  at  the 
Academy,  and  we  believe  many  persons  regard  it  as  Walker’s 
finest  pro<luction — it  is  certainly  his  most  popular  one  ;  but 
in  our  opinion  it  is  just  open  to  the  charge  of  being  a  little 
overdone  and  too  dramatic  ;  the  attitude  of  the  mower  also 
is  certainly  somewhat  open  to  criticism,  and  the  prominence 
of  the  figure  makes  this  defect  of  importance ;  and  on  the 
whole  we  do  not  consider  it  as  fine,  as  complete  a  work,  as 
‘  The  Plough,’  or  one  likely  to  retain  its  hold  so  long.  In 
some  respects  we  are  inclined  to  regard  ‘  The  Bathers  ’  as 
Walker’s  central  production,  and  we  have  always  regretted  on 
this  account  that  it  was  not  the  one  selected  for  purchase  for 
the  National  Gallery.  The  translation  of  an  incident  from 
the  common  life  of  his  day  into  a  picture  of  almost  Greek 
beauty  and  elevation  of  style  is  a  feat  as  rare  as  it  is 
remarkable,  and  such  a  jiicture  from  the  life  of  his  own  day 
would  have  been  a  very  fitting  work  by  which  to  represent 
the  painter  in  the  national  collection.  How  instructive,  too, 
if  it  could  have  been  hung  next  to  the  ‘  Derby  Day,’  as  an 
artistic  and  social  contrast ! 

The  unfortunate  painting,  as  Walker  and  his  friends  con¬ 
sidered  it,  ‘  At  the  Bar,’  the  only  life-size  figure  subject,  as 
far  as  we  remember,  that  he  exhibited,  though  perhaps  hardly 
an  attractive  work,  had  a  considerable  importance,  for  it 
served  as  an  indication,  at  all  events,  of  what  the  artist 
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might  have  achieved  in  figure  subjects  on  a  large  scale. 
Had  his  life  been  spared  to  the  orthodox  threescore  and 
ten,  there  is  no  imagining  what  Walker  might  not  have 
accomplished  in  painting ;  great  as  his  executed  works  are, 
he  was  really  only  just  beginning  a  career  at  the  time  of 
his  death.  And  yet  of  all  this  intellectual  power  and  poetry 
which  comes  out  in  his  pictures,  there  is  not  a  trace  in  the 
letters,  or  in  any  anecdoP*s  (of  whicli  there  are  in  fact  very 
few)  lliat  art'  rclafcd  f»f  him.  The  author  has  mainly 
allowed  Walker  to  tell  his  own  story,  for  the  bulky  volume 
consists  aluiost  entirely  of  the  painter’s  own  letters,  linked 
together  by  a  few  connecting  words  ;  but  the  fact  is  there  is 
no  story  to  tell.  The  letters  are  for  the  most  part  absolutely 
uninteresting.  What  we  wanted  was  a  small  biography 
just  to  give  us  the  main  facts  as  to  Walker’s  life  and 
character;  for  the  rest  let  his  pictures  speak.  In  a  note 
quoted  in  the  book  Mr.  Calderon  says  of  him,  ‘Walker 
‘  never  expressed  an  opinion  about  anything,  or  joined  in  any 
‘discussion  whatever;’  and  that  is  just  what  one  would 
gather  from  his  letters  ;  they  express  nothing  characteristic 
whatever,  except  an  occasional  peevishness  and  irritability. 
From  hints  here  and  there  we  ai’e  able  to  put  together  the  idea 
of  a  personality  not  without  interest ;  a  small  but  very  well- 
formed  figure,  a  melancholy  and  abstracted  countenance,  a 
character  marked  by  acute  shyness  and  sensitiveness  and  a 
passionate  rebellion  against  anything  mean  or  petty.  For 
the  rest  one  must  go  to  his  pictures ;  except  that  the  vein  of 
‘humour’  which  Mr.  II.  S.  Marks,  as  observed,  claims  for 
him,  does* come  out  in  some  of  the  pen  sketches  reproduced 
in  the  voluim*.  1 1  is  sketch  of 'riiackeray  with  his  l)ack  to 
you,  an  ('arly  (effort  made  in  answer  to  Thackeray’s  query  as 
to  ‘  whtdlii'r  h(*  eould  draw,’  is  w«mderl'ully  good  and  quite 
recftgnisable  Jis  Thaekeray  ;  the  sketeli  (page  1 1 1)  in  his  own 
studio,  with  the  d(‘alor,  with  his  eheque-b<K)k  sticking  out 
of  his  ]>ocke(,  <H>ntemplatiug  the  picture,  and  the  artist 
standing  by  in  an  embarrassed  attitude,  is  humorous  and 
pathetic  at  the  same  time ;  and  the  celebrated  drawing  of 
‘  Captain  Jinks  in  his  steam  launch  the  “  Selfish,”  enjoying 
‘  himself  with  his  friends,’  and  upsetting  everyone  else  on 
the  river,  which  was  contributed  to  ‘  Punch,’  is  a  capital 
bit  of  satire.* 

It  is  perhaps  a  question  whether  Walker’s  rustic  figures 
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Paintei'K  behiml  the  Scenen. 


April, 


t9G 

were  not  too  much  idealised.  One  ot*  the  few  interesting 
points  in  Mr.  H.  S.  Marks’s  book  is  a  letter  from  Ruskin 
in  reply  to  a  request  that  he  would  put  on  paper  some  record 
of  his  impressions  of  Walker’s  art  in  connexion  with  the 
posthumous  exhibition  of  tlui  artist’s  works.  The  letter 
seems  to  have  been  written  rather  in  a  temper  (no  unusual 
occurrence,  certainly,  in  Mr.  Ruskin’s  correspondence),  but, 
while  showing  a  great  deal  of  sympathy  with  and  reverence 
for  Walker’s  genius,  it  suggests  criticisms  which  are  worth 
consideration,  though  at  too  much  length  to  quote.  Some 
remonstrances  as  to  his  attitude  drew  from  him,  however,  a 
second  letter  in  which  he  puts  one  point  succinctly  in  regard 
to  a  suggested  comparison  between  Frere  and  Walker; — 

‘I  wrot«!  of  Frere,  first,  “lie  liad  tlic  simplicity  of  Wordswortli.’’ 
AVell,  he  lived  in  a  villaife,  loved  it,  and  painted  what  he  saw  there. 
(Hook  ii.as  done  souietliing  of  the  kind,  though  not  so  faithfully,  for 
Clovelly.)  But  you  do  not  suppo.se  there  is  .any  simjilicity  in  Walker  1 
All  those  peasants  of  his  are  got  uj)  for  the  stage.  Look  at  the  flutter 
of  that  girl’s  apron  under  the  apple-tree.  Look  at  the  ridiculous 
mower,  galvanised-Elgin  in  his  attitude  (and  the  sweep  of  the  scythe 
utterly  out  of  drawing).  You  do  not  suppose  that  flock  of  geese  is 
done  simply?  It  is  elaborately  affected  straining  to  express  the 
feelings  of  a  cockney  who  had  never  before  seen  a  goose  in  his  life, 
web-foute<l.  You  do  not  supixise  these  children  in  the  “  Ch.aplain’s 
Daughter  ”  are  simple  ?  They  are  as  artificial  as  the  SLstine 
Chapel,’  itc. 

These  criminal  children  in  the  ‘  C’haplain’s  Daughter  ’  we 
do  not  recollect  at  the  moment.  But  as  to  the  .artificiality 
of  the  figures  in  some  of  Walker’s  most  celebrated  pictures 
there  is  truth  in  the  criticism.  Walker  evolved  from  his 
inner  consciousness  a  ‘  noble  peasant,’  with  a  superior  walk 
and  demeanour ;  a  typical  form  of  him  is  the  boy  in 
‘  W.ayfarers,’  a  boy  who  was  certainly  never  met  with  on  the 
high  road  as  a  tramp  in  real  life,  any  more  than  the  labourer 
walking  through  the  foreground  in ‘The  Old  Gate.’  Still 
less  did  we  ever  see  in  real  life  the  man  who  hangs  on  the 
plough-tail  in  ‘  The  Plough,’  or  the  action  and  attitude  of 
the  lad  who  walks  beside  the  horses.  But  it  may  be 
replied  that  Walker  was  not,  in  these  pictures,  aiming  at  the 
representation  of  real  life.  He  could  be  simple  and  real 
enough  when  he  chose,  as  in  ‘  Spring,’  or  in  that  beautiful 
and  touching  design  for  the  illustration  of  ‘  Philip  in  Church  ’ 
for  Thackeray’s  story.  But  we  take  it  that  in  such  pictures 
as  ‘  The  Plough  ’  or  ‘  Wayfarers  ’  he  was  idealising  the  figures 
consciously  and  with  a  reasonable  motive.  ‘  Tiie  Plough  ’ 
especially  was  an  allegory  of  the  weariness  of  labour,  and  au 
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impersonal  and  typical  character  was  therefore  given  to  the 
figures ;  they  are  sufficiently  near  to  real  life  to  awaken  our 
sympathy,  but  sufficiently  idealised  to  lift  the  whole  into  a 
more  poetic  region.  Will  anyone  say  that  ‘  The  Plough  ’ 
would  be  improved  or  heighteiuMl  in  effect  by  substituting  for 
the  actual  figures  the  realistic  representation  of  such  a 
ploughman  as  we  may  meet  any  day  in  the  fields  ?  Hardly, 
we  think.  Walker  very  likely  did  not  reason  thus,  for  as  far 
as  appears  he  never  did  reason  al)Out  his  art ;  but  his  genius 
led  him  right.  The  mower  in  ‘  The  Harbour  of  Refuge  ’  is  a 
more  difficult  point,  because  the  other  figures  in  the  picture, 
especially  the  group  of  old  men,  are  realistic,  and  this  is  cer¬ 
tainly  an  idealised  mower,  lint  it  is  a  matter  for  feeling 
and  instinct  rather  than  logic.  We  propose  the  same  test 
as  in  the  case  of  ‘  The  Plough  ;  ’  would  you  wish  Walker  to 
have  painted  out  that  figure  and  substituted  a  faithful  study 
from  the  man  who  mows  your  lawn  ?  Few  people  would 
have  any  doubt  as  to  the  answer. 

The  life  and  letters  of  Rossetti  are  those  of  a  man  who, 
unlike  Walker,  had  a  great  deal  to  say  about  his  own  art 
and  that  of  other  people,  and  there  is  a  good  deal  that  is  of 
interest  in  the  lettei's  here  and  there,  but  also  a  great  deal 
that  is  not,  and  which  was  not  in  the  least  worth  reprinting. 
What  can  be  the  possible  object  of  putting  on  record  sucli 
a  letter  as  this,  for  instance 

‘Suiiihiy,  .Inly  2,  IS71. 

‘  Whitley  Stokes  has  come  from  Imlia,  ami  stays  only  a  very  short 
time  in  London.  He  is  to  dine  with  me  Wodnes<lay  at  7.  I  liope 
you  can  come,  as  I  am  sure  he  would  like  to  see  you  again.’ 

This  has  the  merit  of  brevity,  certainly,  but  there  are  much 
longer  letters  which  an;  of  as  little  general  interest.  On 
the  other  hand,  Rossetti’s  comments  on  the  works  of  art  seen 
in  his  not  very'  numerous  expeditions  an;  lively,  earnest,  aiul 
of  considerable  interest.  His  curious  fancy  of  putting  his 
observations  on  persons  and  landscaiw;,  during  his  journey 
from  London  to  Paris,  into  what  may  be  called  prosaic  verse, 
remarks  thrown  into  the  form  of  metre  in  a  loose  careless 
way,  were  worth  n;printing ;  they  have  no  literary  value  as 
poems  (a  rather  strange  remark  to  have  to  make  about  any 
verse  of  Rossetti’s),  but  they  form  an  interesting  record  of  the 
impressions  of  a  quick  and  observant  intellect,  though  rather 
disagreeably  permeated  by  a  perpetual  discontt;ut  with  things 
around  him.  The  impression  left  by  the  two  volumes  is  not 
a  very  pleasant  one.  In  the  first  place,  one  cannot  but  bo 
struck  with  the  concentrated  self-sufficiency  of  the  whole 
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coterie  of  which  Kossetti  was  the  leading  figure ;  their  per¬ 
suasion  of  the  supreme  im{X)rtance  of  their  own  affairs  and 
their  own  views  of  art  and  life,  and  their  crudely  expressed 
contempt  for  everyone  else.  All  the  pros  and  cons  of 
Buchanan’s  exaggerated  and  unworthy  attack  on  Rossetti 
under  a  feigned  signature  in  the  article  on  the  ‘  Fleshly  School 
‘  of  Poetry  ’  are  debated  through  page  after  page,  as  if  the 
matter  were  of  interest  t,o  anyone  now.  It  has  already 
been  siiggesfed  in  our  pages,  however,  in  we  hopt*  more 
moderate  and  reasonable  language,  that  the  tone  of  some 
of  Rossetti’s  poetry  is  open  to  a  criticism  of  the  kind ;  not 
that  there  (is  any  special  poem  which  we  can  blame  him  for 
having  written,  but  that  the  ‘  House  of  Life  ’  sonnets,  if  we 
look  below  the  splendid  diction  and  imagery  to  the  real 
tendency  of  the  thought  in  them,  embody  a  view  of  life 
which  is  essentially  sensuous  and  decadent.  But  we  are 
not  here  considering  Rossetti  as  a  poet,  and  may  dismiss 
that  portion  of  the  subject  with  the  remark  that,  w’ith  what¬ 
ever  reservations,  we  are  inclined  to  think  that  his  greatest 
gift  lay  in  poetry,  and  that  he  would  have  done  wisely  to 
have  st>ent  more  of  his  strength  in  poetical  production 
instead  of  placing  it,  as  we  think  he  (and  perhaps  his 
friends)  did,  as  a  secondary  alternative  to  painting. 

The  impression  conveyed  by  the  memoir  is  that  Rossetti 
in  his  earlier  days,  and  before  he  fell  into  the  unhappy 
habits  which  unquestionably  shortened  his  life,  was  not  by 
any  means  the  kind  of  dreamy  and  sensitive  being  which 
the  style  and  feeling  of  most  of  his  poems  would  have 
led  one  to  expect.  He  was  apparently  a  hearty  vigorous 
kind  of  man,  who  entered  strenuously  both  into  work 
and  amusement,  and  was  at  oma*  a  Ktauneli  friend,  an 
enthusiiistic  admirc'r,  and  a  good  Iiatco’.  But  there  was  an 
element  of  coarseness  aisnit  his  character,  showing  itself 
in  various  small  characteristics,  among  others  of  language. 
His  favourittj  word  for  paintings  that  did  not  please  liim  is 
‘  slosh  ’  or  ‘  filthy  slosh;  ’  though  we  rather  believe  that  this 
objectionable  kind  of  slang  was  adopted  also  by  others  of 
the  P.R.B.  set,  as  a  mode  of  expressing  their  contempt  for 
all  painting  outside  their  own  ideals.  His  pet  name  for 
Miss  Siddal,  who  became  his  wife,  was  ‘Guggura,’  and  Mrs. 
HueflFer,  who  as  a  child  sat  for  one  of  his  pictures,  remembers 
him  standing  before  the  easel  solacing  himself  over  his  work 
by  a  constant  repetition  of  ‘  Guggum,  Guggum.’  The 
menage  does  not  seem  to  have  been  a  very  comfortable  one, 
and  Rossetti’s  remorse  at  her  death  led  him  to  bury  the 
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MSS.  of  bis  poems  in  her  coffin,  sayin;',  ‘  1  have  often  been 
‘  writing  these  poems  when  Lizzie  was  ill  and  suffering, 
‘and  I  might  have  been  attending  to  her,  and  now  they 
‘  shall  go.’  That  is  a  feeling  that  we  can  honour  and  sym¬ 
pathise  with ;  but  it  gives  one  rather  a  shock  to  6tid  that,  six 
or  seven  years  after,  the  poet,  repenting  of  this  act  and 
desiring  to  establish  a  literary  reputation,  had  his  wife’s 
coffin  exhumed  and  opened  and  the  manuscript  taken  out 
again  from  among  the  poor  corrupted  remains.  It  is  incon¬ 
ceivable  to  us  how  any  man  who  had  loved  and  lost  a  wife 
could  endure  to  do  so  loathsome  a  thing.  Some  people  will 
say,  no  doubt,  ‘Was  it  not  better  so  than  that  such  poems 
‘  should  be  lost  to  the  world  ?  ’  Well,  there  are  some  things 
in  life  even  more  important  than  poetry  ;  and  we  ho[)e  many 
persons  will  feel  that,  were  the  poet  a  relation  of  theirs  or 
one  in  whom  they  were  closely  interested,  they  would  ten 
times  rather  that  his  poems  should  have  been  lost,  than  that 
they  should  have  been  recovered  by  an  action  so  utterly  at 
variance  with  delicacy  of  feeling  and  reverence  for  the  dead. 
As  to  the  sad  accounts  of  Rossetti’s  latter  days,  the  utter 
subversion  of  his  will  under  the  influence  of  stupendous  doses 
of  chloral  and  wholesale  spirit-drinking,  it  is  not  the  first 
time  that  men  of  true  genius  have  fallen  into  that  slough ; 
but  we  cannot  see  why  it  should  all  be  written  down  fifteen 
years  afterwards.  Why  not  have  let  it  be  forgotten?  There 
is  one  more  point  we  would  allude  to  in  the  Life ;  the  author 
is  very  solicitous  to  deny  the  charge  against  Rossetti  that 
he  ‘worked  the  oracle,’  as  the  saying  is,  in  regard  to  getting 
friendly  reviews  of  his  books.  This  complaint  was  made  at 
the  time  the  poems  were  published,  by  one  of  his  own 
friends,  who  spoke  strongly  about  it  from  personal  know¬ 
ledge  ;  and  it  has  been  generally  believed  that  on  too  many 
occasions  the  most  favourable  reviews  of  the  poems  which 
appeared  were  written  by  members  of  the  poet’s  own  special 
circle  of  friends. 

As  a  painter,  we  think  that  Rossetti  has  been  overrated, 
except  in  the  matter  of  colour;  as  a  colourist  he  was  splen¬ 
did,  one  may  say  inspired.  It  does  not  apis/ar  that  he  ever 
would  put  himself  into  the  training  necessary  to  master  the 
drawing  of  the  figure.  His  mind  rushed  to’  the  general  im¬ 
pression  he  desired  to  pnxluce,  and  overleaped  the  drudgery 
involved  in  the  careful  study  of  drawing  and  composition. 
His  biographer,  who  is  quite  frank  on  this  point,  implies, 
however,  that  this  indifference  to  scientific  accuracy  of 
execution  was  the  result  of  a  principle  in  his  mind  rather 
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than  of  carelessness  or  indifference.  Speaking  of  the 
painter’s  early  pictures,  he  says ; — 

‘  Regarding  execution,  it  may  be  said  in  general  terms  that  Rossetti 
continued  to  progress,  both  in  force  and  in  liicility,  but  did  not  evince  any 
great  disjKjsition  for  attaining  strenuous  mastery  in  draughtsmanship, 
or  resource  in  the  management  of  [)er8p(  ctive,  or  of  architectural  or  land¬ 
scape  accessory.  As  to  draughtsmanship  of  human  and  animal  form, 
lie  of  course  recognised  the  high  importance  of  this,  whether  he  fully 
achieved  it  or  not;  but  for  the  other  matters  he  retained  to  the  last  a 
large  measure  of  personal  indifference,  though  necessarily  conscious — 
none  more  so — that  these  also  are  reijuired  in  order  to  make  a  picture 
conformable  to  the  modern  standard.  The  fact  is  that  he  preferred 
the  tone  of  mind  which  governed  the  treatmetit  of  such  elements  of 
the  subject  in  olden  art.  That  they  should  convey  their  message  in 
a  suggestive  way  he  thought  fully  requisite;  that  they  should  be 
rigorously  realised  by  scientific  rule  or  naturalistic  presentment  he  did 
not  care ;  and  if  under  a  system  of  that  sort  they  usurped  the  place  of 
the  main  idea,  or  of  human  emotion  or  expressional  force,  he  wished 
them  well  away.  1  do  not  aver  that  he  was  right  in  this  view — the 
reader  may  jmlge  for  himself — but  only  that  his  view  it  assuredly  was.’ 

This  is  ingeniously  put ;  but,  after  all,  does  it  not  amount 
pretty  much  to  a  confession  that  Rossetti  wanted  to  be  a 
great  painter  without  encountering  fairly  the  chief  technical 
difficulties  of  painting?  It  is  very  well  to  give  a  philosophical 
reason  for  it  ;  it  is  quite  true  that  a  painting  which  is 
scientifically  correct,  but  fails  in  its  impression,  is  of  little 
worth  ;  but  why  neglect  the  effort  to  combine  both  qualities  ? 
Rossetti  did  neglect  it,  and  we  have  always  suspected  that 
his  refusal  to  publicly  exhibit  his  paintings  arose  really  from 
the  same  sensitiveness  about  criticism  which  induced  liim  to 
mancBUvre  for  favourable  reviews  of  his  poems ;  he  was 
aware  that  they  were  defective  in  drawing,  and  was  afraid 
of  having  it  publicly  pointed  out.  In  the  early  unfinished 
picture  entitled  ‘  Found,’  the  face  of  the  lost  girl,  as  if 
locking  up  her  lips  from  the  kiss  of  her  old  lover,  is  one  of 
the  most  terribly  pathetic  things  in  modern  art;  but  the 
figure  of  the  man  is  not  properly  set  on  its  legs,  it  is  an 
awkward  failure  in  the  attempt  to  portray  action,  and 
thereby  the  work  is  spoiled.  It  may  be  noticed  that 
Itossetti  seldom  attempts  to  represent  action  or  movement 
of  the  figure  in  painting,  and  nearly  always  fails  when  lie 
does.  A  notable  example  is  the  awkward  figure  of  Dante  in 
the  large  picture  belonging  to  the  Liverpool  Corporation. 
He  preferi'cd  to  paint  half-lengths  of  ideal  women  in  quies¬ 
cent  attitudes,  thus  escaping  the  difficulty  of  the  lower 
limbs  and  the  balance  of  ihe  figure.  The  wealth  of  colour 
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in  some  of  these  works  is  extraordinary,  but  the  faces  are, 
almost  without  exception,  sensual,  almost  animal  in  ex¬ 
pression  ;  women  with  great  red  lips  and  abnormally  long 
necks,  unlike  anything  in  nature.  The  first  time  we  ever 
saw  (in  a  private  collection)  several  of  his  larger  works 
together,  they  produce<l  on  us  an  impression  of  astonishment 
at  their  |)ower  of  colour  and  their  extiuord inary  novelty  of 
style ;  but  our  experience  was  that  the  oftener  they  were 
seen  the  less  was  their  effect,  and  we  are  inclined  to  think 
that  this  will  be,  if  it  is  not  already,  the  general  feeling  in 
regard  to  them.  They  are  the  productions  of  a  man  who 
might  have  been  a  really  great  painter  if  he  would  have 
fully  faced  the  technical  difficulties  of  tin*  art,  and  if  he  had 
aimed  at  a  more  intellectual  quality  of  expression  and  senti¬ 
ment.  Some  of  his  smaller  studies  exhibit  a  remarkable 
intensity  of  endeavour  to  grasp  the  heart  of  the  subject,  in 
illustrating  an  incident  or  a  legend  ;  but  these  were  never 
carried  out  on  a  larger  scale,  and  it  is  possible  that  they 
would  have  been  failures  if  they  had  Ijecn. 

In  the  beautifully  illustraU^d  volume  containing  the  record 
of  Ford  Madox  Brown’s  life,  we  find  an  unpretending  narrative 
of  the  main  facts  of  the  artist’s  career  and  the  subjects  and 
composition  of  his  principal  pictures.  We  gather  from  it  that 
Madi>x  Br«»wn  was  a  very  unpopular  man  except  among  a 
few  intimate  friends;  for  no  worse  reason,  however,  than  a 
certain  hard  and  uncompromising  elm  meter  which  is  pre¬ 
cisely  illustrated  also  in  his  paintings.  He  was  independent 
enough  to  refuse  to  become  formally  a  niemb*‘r  of  the  IMt.H., 
though  sympathising  with  their  geiier.i!  aims  and  being  the 
ix^rsonal  friend  of,  we  believe,  all  i*f  them.  We  do  not  learn 
much  as  to  his  artistic  training  and  studies  ;  the  best  insight 
into  his  views  on  art  is  afftirded  by  the  note  in  the  appendix 
in  regard  to  his  method  of  teaching  at  the  Working  Men’s 
(.\*llege,  where  he  succeeded  Rossetti  in  the  capacity  of 
teacher,  and  the  differences  betwe»*n  his  method  and  that  of 
Hoisetti;  the  lattcu’  being  in  fact  ai»p:irently  characterised 
by  no  methoil  at  all.  I^sstdti  objected  to  a  firm  outline;; 
‘  he  wished  their  work  to  be  free ;  ’  Brown,  on  the  other  hand, 
insisted  on  a  firm  outline-—*  always  know  exactly  what  you 

*  mean  by  every  line  you  draw  on  the  paper ;  have  a  thorough 
‘  idea  as  to  which  form  of  the  model  you  intend  to  represent 

*  by  the  line  you  are  drawing.’  He  also  made  the  students 
apply  the  plumb-line  to  see  where  different  paits  of  the 
model  fell  below  each  other;  all  which  practices,  it  is  signi¬ 
ficant  to  learn,  had  been  unknown  under  Rossetti’s  rule. 
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Madox  Brrtwn  was  a  painter  about  whose  works,  and  hia 
pt>sition  in  the  art,  it  is  not  very  easy  to  form  a  decisive 
opinion  at  present.  He  was  a  thoroughly  high-minded, 
hard-working,  conscientious  artist,  who  never  took  up  a  sub¬ 
ject  for  painting  without  the  desire  to  go  thorougldy  into 
the  true  expression  of  it,  and  to  work  out  completely  every 
portion  of  the  picture.  One  characteristic  maxim  witli  him 
was  that  a  painting  should  at  all  stages  he  kept  up  to  such 
a  generally  e<piable  condition  of  finish  that  an  intelligent 
spectator  could  understand  the  meaning  and  the  subject. 
That  is  to  say,  it  was  to  he  earried  forward  in  each  portion 
to  the  same  stage  before  a  new  stage  was  commenced,  so  that 
the  progress  of  the  work  was  always  kept  before  the  eye  as  a 
whole.  This  would  seem  an  admirable  rule  towards  ensuring 
unity  of  design  and  quality  iu  a  picture.  And  yet,  oddly 
enough,  many  of  his  own  lai'gest  works  have  a  most  notable 
want  of  unity  of  design  and  consentaneous  quality.  Take 
‘  Work  ’  for  instance — a  painting  of  the  most  remai'kable 
ability  and  showing  evidence  everywhere  of  the  most  con¬ 
scientious  care  and  labour,  and  yet  as  a  whole  it  is  one  of  the 
ugliest  and  most  undecorative  pictures  ever  painted,  and 
many  of  the  figures  in  it  seem  each  to  belong  U)  a  different 
picture  and  to  have  got  there  together  accidenhilly,  like 
a  crowd  in  the  street.  The  same  with  some  of  his  larger 
historical  or  narrative  pictures Chaucer,’  ‘  Cordelia’s 
‘  Portion,’  and  others ;  they  seem  made  up  rather  than  in- 
^  s[)ired ;  every  figure  and  all  tbe  accessories  are  carefully 

studied,  but  there  is  a  sense  left  on  the  mind  of  their  being 
all  posed  artificially.  Look  at  the  ‘  Iilxpulsion  of  the  Danes 
‘from  Manchester;’  how  like  a  stage  scene  it  is,  with  the 
artificial  and  unreal  action  of  the  man  shaking  his  sword  at 
the  townsfolk  as  he  runs  out ;  a  figure  which  always  gives  us 
a  sensation  of  tbe  ludicrous,  which  certaiidy  was  not  the 
intention.  We  should  say  that  Madox  Brown  was 
a  very  studious,  earnest,  well-instructed  2>idnter  of  very 
ambitious  aims,  but  without  genius,  and  with  a  very  crude 
!  taste  iu  colour.  On  two  or  three  occasions  he  siieins  t.o  have 

J  got  carried  away  by  a  subject  so  as  to  have  fairly  hd.  himsc'lf 

go — notably  so  in  his  ‘  Romeo  and  .Juliet,’  which  is,  to  our 
thinking,  his  finest  work,  and  is  an  expression  of  amorous 
■■  such  as  has  rarely  been  so  2>owerfully  realised  in 

i  ]»ainting;  it  certainly  throws  every  other  Romeo  and  .Juliet 

2*i<5t,ure  into  tbe  shade.  The  ‘  Last  Sight  of  England  ’  is 
!  another  work  of  real  itathos,  though  we  do  not  know  that 

I  it  is  not  injured  rather  than  strengthened  in  effect  by  the 

I 

! 
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mosaic  of  curiously  assorted  fifjures  crowde<l  into  the  back¬ 
ground.  ‘Juan  and  Haidee  ’  is  anotlmr  work  which  im¬ 
presses  one  as  a  complete  and  spontaneously  conceived 
whole.  ‘  Cromwell  at  his  Farm  ’  is  undoubtedly  a  powerfully 
conceived  work,  as  far  as  the  principal  figure  is  concerned, 
but  here  again  there  is  the  kind  of  mechanical  arrangement 
of  incidents  which  we  find  in  other  works;  the  horse  cropping 
the  hedge,  the  pig  about  to  run  between  his  legs,  the  servant 
calling  her  master  to  dinner,  all  put  together  in  a  kind  of 
puzzle- map  manner  to  show  how  long  Cromwell  has  sat  there 
in  thought ;  as  if  the  artist  sjiid,  ‘  You  see  how  completely  I 
‘  tell  the  story.’  Of  late  years  Madox  Hrown  was  occupied 
in  the  congenial  task  of  painting  frescoes  in  the  Manchester 
Town  Hall — honour  to  the  Manchester  folk  for  carrying  out 
this  scheme  and  entrusting  it  to  an  artist  of  serious  aims ; 
and  this  work  leil  him  almost  necessarily  to  study  a  more 
decorjjtive  method  in  (iomposition.  But  in  the  main  he  is, 
in  comparison  with  his  etlbrt,  a  disappointing  painter,  the 
majority  of  whose  pictures  command  our  respect  without 
awaking  our  sympathy  or  appealing  to  our  feelings. 

To  read  the  life  of  Jean  Fraii(,*ois  Millet  is  almost  like 
reatling  tin*  Bible.  Here,  at  least,  there  is  nothing  for 
question  or  doubt.  It  is  the  recnml  of  one  of  the  purest  and 
noblest  lives  ever  lived,  and  the  account  of  Millet’s  <*arly 
days  and  of  the  character  of  his  parents,  and  of  the  asso¬ 
ciations  and  influences  under  which  he  grew  up,  forms  the 
exact  reflex  and  explanation  of  the  character  of  his  artistic 
work,  aft(*r  it  took  the  form  under  which  it  finally  became 
fiimous.  In  a  liteniry  point  of  view,  too,  this  is  by  far  the  best 
written  of  the  biographies  lM*fore  us.  Millet’s  peasant  fath(*r 
and  mother  seem  like  characters  from  the  (Jld  Testament 
simple  people  with  grand  souls.  His  father,  .lean  Louis 
Millet,  was  a  man  not  without  accomplishments.  Ht;  loved 
music,  ‘  and  taught  the  village  choir  so  well  that  p(‘o{)le 
‘  came  from  all  parts  of  the  country-side  t()  hear  the  singing 
‘of  the  (rreville  choir.’  He  made  a  collection  of  chants  for 
their  use,  and  he  modelled  in  clay,  and  carved  flowers  and 
animals  in  wood;  so  that  there  was  not  wanting  in  his  son 
the  hereditary  disposition  towards  art.  But  it  is  the  pure 
love  of  nature  in  father  and  child  that  stands  out  as  their 
most  striking  characteristic. 

‘  One  day,  as  little  Fnin(;»is  snK)d  at  Ids  lather’s  side  watching  the 
setting  sun  sink  into  the  waves,  the  glory  of  the  scene  stirred  him  to 
enthusiastic  admiration,  and  he  ]ioured  otit  his  heart  in  an  ecstasy  of 
childish  rapture.  Jean  Louis  took  oil  his  cap  reverently  and  stiid, 
“  My  son,  it  is  (lod.”  The  hoy  uevir  lingot  that  word.’ 
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His  mother,  simple,  yet  full  of  good  sense  and  of  interest 
in  her  son’s  artistic  future,  is  as  interesting  a  figure.  Young 
Millet  loved  the  wind  and  the  sea  and  the  trees.  The 
verses  of  the  Bible  seemed  to  him  iu  those  days  ‘  like 
‘  gigantic  monuments ;  ’  an  expression  which  reminds  one 
strongly  of  Blake.  For  the  account  of  the  gradual  dawning 
of  his  artistic  genius,  and  the  grave  affectionate  delibera¬ 
tion  of  his  father  on  the  subject,  his  first  studies  under  a 
country  teacher,  his  yearning  towards  Paris  as  the  place 
which  seemed  to  him  the  centre  at  which  he  could  fulfil 
all  his  aims,  and  his  bitter  disappointment  on  his  first 
acquaintance  with  the  city,  we  must  refer  the  reader  to  the 
biography.  In  his  critical  remarks  on  the  works  of  various 
artists,  ancient  and  modern,  with  which  he  became  ac¬ 
quainted  in  Paris,  there  is  a  power  of  judgement,  expression, 
and  analysis  which  gives  them  the  deepest  interest,  lie 
had  hard  struggles  in  his  early  days,  and  it  will  surprise 
many  of  his  present  admirers  to  learn  that  he  was  first 
known  and  obtained  some  success  as  a  painter  of  little  pas¬ 
torals,  either  with  Watteau-like  figures  or  with  nude  nymphs. 
Like  almost  all  painters  with  a  passion  for  the  ideal  in  art, 
he  had  a  passion  .also  for  the  nude  figure,  and  attained  great 
power  in  treating  it.  But  his  reputation  came  back  to  him 
in  a  way  he  did  not  like.  He  heard  two  youths,  who  were 
looking  into  a  shop  window  at  one  of  his  pastels  of  women 
bathing,  refer  to  him  as  ‘  a  man  named  Millet  who  never 
‘  paints  anything  but  naked  women.’ 

‘The  words  were  a  shock  to  Millet.  Ilia  friimds  had  often  admired 
his  nude  figures  and  praised  his  skill  in  llesh-|Kiinting,  hut  never  until 
that  moment  had  he  realised  that  hia  reputation  as  an  artist  depended 
on  this  kind  of  work.’ 

He  thought  of  his  old  home  and  its  associations,  and  deter¬ 
mined  from  henceforth  to  paint  the  life  he  knew  and  to  paint 
from  his  heart.  Mrs.  Ady  seems  to  intend  to  convey  tin* 
impression  that  he  thought  he  had  Iteeii  prostituting  his  art 
in  painting  nudes ;  but  we  do  not  imagine  that  Millet  had 
any  such  feeling  about  the  nude  figure  per  xe :  he  was  too 
much  of  an  artist  for  that.  He  may  have  tlunight  that 
those  for  whom  he  painted  regarded  it  in  a  difierent  light 
from  his.  But  we  should  rather  conclude  that  his  feeling  was 
that  he  had  been  making  a  mere  plaything  of  art,  and  that 
henceforth  he  would  pursue  it  with  a  more  serious  purp<ise. 
It  was  shortly  after  this  that  he  and  his  wife  retired  to 
Barbizou,and  he  commenced  the  class  of  pictures  of  peasjint 
life  by  w'hich  he  is  now  best  known.  But  some  of  his 
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works  of  that  early  Paris  period  must  have  a  great  artistic 
value,  if  one  may  judge  by  the  one  specimen,  ‘  L’Amour 
‘  Vainqueur,’  which  found  its  way  two  or  three  years  ago  into 
a  London  exhibition  :  a  small  painting  of  a  half-nude  nymph 
with  blue  drapery,  dragged  along  by  a  little  knot  of  Cupids, 
painted  in  a  very  broad  style,  with  fine  colour,  and  most 
graceful  in  line  and  composition.  If  there  are  more  such 
works  as  this  of  his  extant,  one  would  like  to  know  some¬ 
thing  of  them. 

In  regard  to  the  class  of  pictures  of  which  the  ‘  Angelus  ’ 
is  the  most  famed  example,  it  can  hardly  lie  denied  that  the 
recent  fame  given  to  these,  and  the  enormous  prices  paid 
for  them,  are  the  result  of  a  reaction  which  has  run  into 
some  exaggeration.  In  his  own  way  Millet  stands  alone, 
for  simplicity  and  power  and  significance  in  the  depiction  of 
peasant  life,  and  for  breadth  of  style  in  his  treatment  of  his 
subjects.  In  his  youth  he  was  a  passionate  admirer  of 
Michelangelo,  and  some  one  not  inaptly  spoke  of  him  as  a 
‘  Michelangelo  in  sabots.’  It  is  evident  that  he  especially 
studied  breadth  and  balance  in  comjwsition.  Two  of  his 
own  declarations  on  this  point  are  very  significant.  ‘  No- 
‘  thing,’  he  said,  ‘  must  be  introduced  into  a  picture  but  that 
‘  which  is  fundamental.  Every  accessory,  however  orna- 
‘  mental,  which  is  not  there  for  a  purpose,  and  does  not 
‘  complete  the  meaning  of  the  picture,  must  be  rigidly 
‘  excluded.’  This  is  undoubtedly  a  true  gospel,  but  it  does 
not  follow  that  therefore  all  great  painting  must  be  as  simple, 
as  destitute  of  accessories,  as  Millet’s.  ‘  The  completion  of 
‘  the  meaning  of  the  picture  ’  will  be  susceptible  of  a  diffe¬ 
rent  interpretation  according  to  the  nature  of  the  meaning 
aimed  at.  To  keep  only  to  subjects  of  humble  life,  it  does 
not  follow  that  because  we  appreciate  Millet  we  are  to  cease 
to  appreciate  William  Hunt.  The  aims  of  the  two  are 
entirely  different  ;  the  system  of  each  is  complete  according 
to  his  aim.  We  do  not  say  that  Millet  is  not  much  the 
greater  artist  of  the  two.  But  with  all  Millet’s  greatness  it 
must  be  recognised  that  his  powers,  as  far  as  regards  the 
class  of  pictures  which  have  made  his  fame,  are  restricted 
within  rather  narrow  limits.  We  should  not  call  him  by 
any  means  so  great  a  painter  as  Frederick  Walker,  with 
whom,  however,  it  is  interesting  to  compare  him.  Referring 
to  Ruskin’s  charge  against  Walker  of  w'ant  of  simplicity, 
we  see  in  the  ‘  Angelus  ’  and  •  La  Bergere,’  unquestionably, 
a  much  greater  simplicity  than  in  the  figures  in  Walker’s 
most  prominent  pictures.  On  the  other  hand,  when  Millet 
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wished  to  use  a  rustic  figure  with  a  more  abstract  or  sjinboli- 
cal  signification,  as  Walker  did  in  ‘The  Plough,’ it  is  curious 
to  find,  as  in  ‘  The  Sower,’  that  he  also  idealises  the  figure 
in  grandeur  of  action.  Indeed,  but  for  a  certain  difference 
in  style,  the  ‘  Sower  ’  as  seen  in  engraving,  without  the 
colour,  might  almost  pass  for  a  figure  of  Walker’s;  the 
action  is  of  much  the  same  type.  The  other  dictum  of 
Millet  that  we  referred  to  is  as  to  the  value  of  a  half-light 
in  enabling  one  to  estimate  the  composition  and  balance  of 
a  picture.  ‘  If  a  sketch  seen  in  the  dim  twilight  at  the  end 
‘of  the  day  have  the  requisite  balance,  it  is  a  picture;  if  not, 
*  no  clever  an-angement  of  colour,  no  skill  in  drawing  or 
‘  elaborate  finish,  can  ever  make  it  into  a  picture.’  This  is 
surely  a  word  worth  remembering. 

Time  will  bring  round  a  soineAvhat  more  balanced  judge¬ 
ment  as  to  Millet’s  place  in  modern  art,  which,  as  we  hav«‘ 
suggested,  is  a  little  exaggerated  just  now.  But  it  is  to  b«; 
hoped  that  the  noble  examide  he  gave  of  a  life  devoted  in 
simple  earnestness  to  what  he  regarded  as  highest  and  most 
true  in  art  will  never  be  forgott(*n.  He  at  least  is  a  painter 
with  whom  we  can  go  behind  the  scenes  without  any  fear  of 
disillusion. 
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Art.  X. — 1.  The  Navj/  and  the  Nation.  By  Lieut.-Colonel 
Sir  George  S.  Clarke,  K.C.M.G.,  F.R.S.,  and  James  R. 
Thorsfield,  M.A.  London:  1897. 

2.  Imperial  Defence.  By  Sir  Charles  Dilke,  Bart.,  and 
Spenser  Wilkinson.  London:  1892. 

‘.i.  The  Great  Alternative.  By  Spenser  Wilkinson.  London: 
1892. 

i.  The  Nation'e  Aieakenimj.  By  Spenser  Wilkinson. 
London:  1896. 

\  REMARKAiiLE  changc  lias  come  over  public  opinion  in 
recent  years  on  the  subject  of  the  naval  and  military 
exij'encies  of  the  Empire.  The  ideas  of  the  so-called  Man¬ 
chester  sclusil  of  politicians  are  no  lonjjer  popular,  and  opti¬ 
mistic  statesmanship  bas(‘d  on  :i  belief  that  no  foreign 
power  would  ever  be  so  wicked  or  so  foolish  as  to  attack  us 
is  discredited  by  facts  constantly  forced  upon  the  unwilling 
notice  of  our  citizens.  The  British  Plmpire  cannot,  it  is 
clear,  afford  to  rely  for  its  security  upon  the  goodwill  of  the 
rest  of  the  world.  And  while  the  jicrception  of  the  danger 
of  inadequate  defence  has  been  borne  in  upon  ns,  changes 
of  conditions  and  circumstances  amongst  ourselves  have 
largely  removed  the  unpopularity  which  in  former  days 
attached  to  statesmen  who  advocated  ‘  bloated  armaments.’ 
The  successive  widenings  of  the  franchise,  and  the  steady 
alleviation  of  taxation  on  the  working  cl.asses,  have  combined 
to  render  parliamentary  constituencies  and  therefore  the 
House  of  Commons,  very  ready  to  welcome  an  expenditure 
on  fleets  and  armies  which  a  generation  ago  would  have 
appeared  extravagant  almost  to  tlie  degree  of  insanity. 

The  idea  of  ‘  Greater  Britain,’  the  ‘  Imperialist  ’  idea — to 
employ  a  much-abused  expression — the  notion  that  the  future 
of  the  Empire  is  dependent  upon  expansion  and  consolidation 
counts  for  much  at  the  present  day.  A  noble  sentiment  in 
itself;  but  which  in  the  hands  of  skilftil  manipulators  operating 
upon  an  unwary  public  may  be  made  to  cloak  schemes 
based  on  private  interest,  injurious  lx)th  to  the  welfare  and 
the  character  of  the  nation.  We  shall  not  here  bandy  words 
of  doubtful  import — ‘  Inn)erialist  ’  or  ‘  Little  Englander.’ 
All  of  us  recognise  that  the  bounds  of  the  United  Kingdom 
are  not  the  only  ramparts  we  have  to  guard. 

Let  ns  consider  the  situation.  The  navy  protects  our 
commerce  and  our  coasts,  but  aids  only  indirectly  in  the 
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defence  of  our  inland  frontiers.  The  defence  of  these 
frontiers  is  the  province  of  the  army ;  and  if  we  reflect 
upon  their  vast  extent,  the  inarches  of  India,  of  Canada,  of 
Bur  mail,  of  South  Africa,  of  East  and  of  West  Africa;  if 
we  recall  the  numbers,  the  restlessness,  the  predatory 
instincts  of  the  tribes  beyond  the  pale,  prepared  each  one 
of  them  to  take  instant  advantajje  of  any  moment  of  weak¬ 
ness,  it  will  Iw*  admitted  that  the  strength  of  our  armed 
forces  cannot  with  justice  be  called  excessive.  A  very  rough 
calculation  shows  that  the  inland  frontiers  of  the  Empire 
extend  over  12,0O(i  miles.  To  protect  them,  as  well  as  to 
maintain  within  them  the  ‘  pax  Britannica,’  we  have  a 
regular  army,  including  the  reserve,  of  300,0(X)  British  and 
130,000  Indian  troops.  Nor  is  the  whole  of  this  force,  or 
even  the  greater  part  of  it,  available  for  this  particular 
service.  From  the  300,000  British  troops  are  drawn  the 
garrison  of  the  British  Isles,  of  Malta,  Gibraltar,  and  other 
naval  ports,  and  only  220,000  are  serving  with  the  colours. 
We  do  not  wish  to  be  misunderstood.  The  enemies  which 
threaten  our  land  frontiers  are  not  indeed  of  the  same 
calibre  as  those  which  the  C’ontinental  powers  have  to  fear ; 
still  it  is  sutticiently  remarkable  to  find  an  inland  frontier, 
as  extensive  as  that  of  the  British  Empire,  for  the  defmce 
of  which  not  more  than  3<  i0,0OO  regular  soldiers  are  held  to 
be  sufficient.  ; 

Neither  political  party,  during  recent  years,  has  shown  a 
disposition  to  reduce  the  military  establishment  below  a 
working  minimum.  Within  the  last  twenty  years  the  regular 
army  has  been  increased  by  50,000  men,  the  reserve  has 
grown  to  80,000,  the  garrison  of  India  has  been  reinforced, 
and,  taken  as  a  whole,  the  military  situation,  so  far  as  regards 
mere  numbei's,  has  been  dealt  with  by  successive  Parlia¬ 
ments  in  prudent  and  economical  fashion.  A  legislative 
assembly,  however,  cannot  itself  deal  with  problems  of 
Imperial  strategy.  Owing,  in  great  degree,  to  the  accom¬ 
plished  and  far-seeing  writers  whose  names  appear  at  the 
head  of  this  article,  it  has  at  last  been  made  clear  that  the 
security  of  the  Empire  is  the  chief  business  of  our  armed 
forces,  and  not  merely  the  defence  of  England  or  of  India ; 
and,  recognising  that  the  security  of  the  Empire  is  a  most 
complicated  question.  Parliament  has  done  well  to  establish 
a  Council  of  National  Defence.  Nor  is  this  all.  The  War 
Office  has  been  placed  in  the  strongest  and  most  capable 
hands,  and  the  constitution  of  the  new  Council  is  in  itself  a 
sign  of  the  times.  A  statesman  than  whom  few,  to  say  the 
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least,  have  a  higher  reputation  for  business-like  capacity 
and  sound  judgement,  has  been  selected  to  preside  over  its 
delibemtions,  and  he  is  assisted  by  the  highest  professional 
ability  the  three  kingdoms  can  produce. 

Although  the  new  system  is  still  in  its  infiincy,  tlie  re¬ 
sults  already  produced  are  by  no  iinnins  insignificant.  The 
principal  of  these,  which  we  propose  to  review  in  d»*tail,  may 
i>e  summarised  as  follows  : 

1.  The  declaration  of  tlie  Council  of  Defence  tliat  the 
command  of  the  sea  is  absolutely  essential  to  the  security  of 
the  Empire. 

2.  The  increase  of  the  regular  army  by  three  battalions 
of  infantry  and  .‘hbOU  garrison  artillerymen. 

d.  The  reorganisation  of  the  cavalry. 

The  truth  of  the  first  proposition  has  never  b(*en  seriously 
questimied.  In  some  (juartt*rs  a  strange  attempt  has  been 
made  to  father  on  Lord  Wolseley  the  heresy  that  for  the 
defence  of  the  Empire  a  large  army  is  as  important  us  a 
large  navy.  He  has  certainly  spoken  with  much  frankness. 
He  has  never  attempted  to  disguise  his  belief  that  the 
supremacy  of  the  sea  is  not  easily  attained,  and  even  that, 
notwithstanding  the  numerical  superiority  of  our  battleships, 
it  may  not  always  remain  in  our  possession.  In  one  word, 
while  fully  accepting  the  declaration  of  the  Council,  he  has 
contemplated  the  possibility  of  our  naval  strength  under¬ 
going  a  temporary  eclipse,  and  he  has  therefore  insisted  on 
such  attention  being  paid  to  the  army  that  the  lu'art  of  our 
Empire,  in  case  of  disaster  on  the  ocean,  shall  find  adequab' 
protection.  This  cautious  attitude  has  commended  its(*lf  to 
the  men  of  light  and  leading  who  form  the  C'ouncil  of  Defence, 
but  we  may  permitted  to  believe  that  elsewhere  it  has  been 
altogether  inisunderstotMl.  ‘  It  is  futile,’  says  Sir  George 
Clarke,  ‘  to  pretend  to  discern  in  the  rwent  determination 
‘  to  rehabilitate  the  fleet  the  slightc'st  bmdency  to  ignore 
‘  the  need  of  an  army.’  *  This,  however,  is  hardly  an  exact 
definition  of  the  views  of  those  who  think  with  the  Com- 
mander-in-(fliief.  What  is  to  be  apprehended  is  this.  If 
the  nation  is  once  brought  to  believe  that  a  strong  navy 
is  an  absolutely  infallible  protection  agaiiist  invasion,  it  will 
s(H>n  begin  b»  believe  that  the  army  may  be  largely  reduced, 
and  alrea«ly,  as  might  have  been  exjMJcted,  the  deduction  has 
Is^en  drawn  that  England  has  Jio  need  of  her  Volunteers. 
Nor  can  we  agree  with  Sir  George  Clarke’s  stabunent  that  it  is 

•  The  Niivy  .md  the  Nation,  p,  .’t27. 


t 


National  Defence.  April 

only  of  late  years  that  the  infallibility  of  the  navy  has  been 
questioijed.  ‘At  the  beg,„m,.g  „f  tL  present  eenturv,’  he 
says  the  nation  had  learned  in  th(‘  school  of  expt^rience  to 
trust  the  navy.  How,  then,  if  this  trust  extended^  a  confi¬ 
dence  that  i‘^iis|on  was  impossible, does  he  account  for  the  fact 
that  even  after  Prafalffar  our  home  army— that  is,  the  army 
for  the  defence  of  En-land— was  larger  than  it  has  ever  bee?i 
before  or  since .  ould  it  not  be  more  true  to  say  that  the 
English  people  of  that  day,  with  all  their  experience  of  war 
considered  a  strong  second  line  essential  to  their  security  ?  ’ 
The  saine  writer  is  of  opinion  that  the  neglect  of  the 
n.ivj^  has  been  due  to  the  misreading  of  history  and  to  tlir» 

foi-t"ficL^*’'‘^^  nusconception,  that^armies  and 

loi  tifu  ations  are  a  bet^^^  means  of  defence  for  a  maritime 
Stab  .  But  this  IS  hardly  so.  Some  eminent  statesmen  may 
have  lK‘en  insufhciently  convinced  of  the  all-importance  of 
sea  power  but  surely  the  national  instinct,  as  to  the  true 
bulwarks  which  Britannia  nwds,  has  never  faltered  !  Neirlect 

in  r'hi  as  the  Oommander- 

n-Uuef  has  iKiinted  out,  tr»  the  Utopian  dream  that  war 
with  a  civilised  i>ower  was  no  longer  possible. 

of  invasion 

have  been  strongly  contested,  but  if  history  and  experienc- 
furnish  any  clue  to  the  conditions  of  naJal  warfare  his 
arguments  are  incontrovertible.  The  supremacy  of  the  sea 
will  fall,  in  the  future  as  in  the  past,  to  the  Power  whose 
navy  proves  itscdf,  either  in  a  great  battle  or  in  a  series  of 
engagements,  the  better  fighting  force.  But  success  on  the 
ocean  is  governed  by  the  same  principle  as  success  on  land  — 
concentration  of  superior  force  at  the  decisive  point.  This 
superiority  of  force  need  not  be  numerical;  it  may  he 

trfdTtionl^  training  and  prouder 

traditions.  Moral,  however,  is  not  everything.  It  must  lx* 

.supported  by  material  strength  sufficieiit‘to  give  effect  to  the 
inipulse  of  victory,  and  in  every  species  of  warfare  the  accumii- 

hnVtlo  f  ””  '““terial  and  physical  strength  on  the  field  of 
baitle  IS  at  once  the  mam  object  and  the  greatest  difficulty  of 

fi  ^  the  enemy  is  active  and  sagacious,  when 

the  territory  to  be  defended  is  of  vast  extent,  ivhen  tlm  lines 
of  communication  are  long  and  vulnerable,  the  operation 
becomes  delica^  in  the  extreme.  To  solve  the  problem 
f  f‘'"‘^*tions  is  the  highest  triumph  of 

f  P’  m  ^  f  intellect,  and  the 

^  that  unless  the 
strategy  which  directs  our  fleets  is  of  the  highest  order,  it  is 
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always  possible  that  we  may  bt>  iimnerically  inferior  at  the 
point  of  contact.  Ami  naval  strategy  has  peculiar  dithculties. 
The  obstacles  in  the  way  of  concentration  are  far  greater 
than  on  land. 

The  chances  of  misadventure  are  more  numerous.  Naval 
warfare  is  waged  on  an  element  which,  iis  regards  movement, 
can  hardly  be  considered  otherwise  than  uncertain.  Wind 
and  weather,  fog  and  hurricane,  shoal  and  current,  even  in 
these  days  of  steam,  must  always  tend  to  make  combination 
difficult.  A  squadron  of  battleships  is  not  so  easily  man¬ 
oeuvred  as  a  division  of  infantry.  Accidents  are  always 
possible,  and  the  complex  machinery  which  controls  these 
floating  batteries  cannot  be  implicitly  trusted.  Even  at 
l)eace  manoeuvres  the  signal  ‘  Not  under  control,’  indicating 
the  breakdown  of  the  sto'ering-gear,  is  not  infrequently 
observ«‘d ;  and  the  danger  of  collision,  especially  when  the 
enemy  is  at  hand  and  the  strain  upon  commanding  officers 
becomes  extreme,  is  a  very  real  one.  Moreover,  despite  the 
improvement  in  motive  and  material  power,  the  personal 
factor  plays  exactly  the  same  part  as  heretofore.  The  para¬ 
mount  influence  of  the  human  will  and  the  human  intellect 
can  never  be  disregardo'd.  Success  or  failure  must  always  to 
a  great  degree  depend  on  the  capacity  and  resoluticm  of  the 
subordinate  leaders,  and  a  loss  of  nerve,  or  even  a  miscon¬ 
ception  of  orders,  on  the  part  of  one  man  may  bring  about 
disaster. 

Such,  then,  are  the  difficulties  which  attend  the  concentra¬ 
tion  of  a  flcHit  for  battle,  strategical,  elemental,  meclnuiical, 
personal,  and,  as  few  of  them  can  be  foresetm,  it  must  be 
admitted  that  something  more  than  sujK-rior  numbers  or 
good  management  is  requir**d  to  overcome  them.  It  is  true 
that  both  sides  are  (*qually  liable  to  accident,  and  that  the 
bt'tter  trained  and  the  bett«*r  found  fleet  is  the  more  likely  to 
escape.  But  fortune  is  capricious ;  fogs  are  but  partial ; 
the  tmdurance  of  machinery  is  olx'dient  to  no  constant  law  ; 
and  Providence  is  not  invariably  on  the  side  of  the  big  batta¬ 
lions.  The  prudent  general  does  not  count  on  his  adversary’s 
mistakes.  ‘  We  should  always,’  says  Moltkc,  ‘  give  our 
‘  enemy  credit  for  doing  the  right  thing;  ’  and  the  prudent 
admiral,  although  he  may  Im*  vigilant  to  take  instant  advan¬ 
tage  of  his  adversary’s  mishaps,  will  never  overlook  the 
possibility  of  misfortune  visiting  himself  alone.  He  will 
make  provision  lieforehand  for  all  emergencies,  just  as  in 
1808  St.  Vincent  made  provision  for  the  failure  of  his 
system  of  blockade. 
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Aud  such  should  be  the  policy  of  a  great  maritime  Power. 
So  difficult  ail  art  is  strategy,  so  great  the  uncertainty  of  the 
sea,  that  even  with  superior  numbers  it  is  unwise  in  the 
exti-eme  to  exclude  the  possibility  of  failure,  and  even  of 
disast<.*r.  That  these  elementary  truisms  are  not  perfectly 
familiar  to  the  Sea  Lords  in  Whitehall,  it  would  be  ridicu¬ 
lous  to  assert.  It  needed  not  the  profound  philosophy  of 
Captain  Mahan  to  enlighten  English  admirals  as  to  the 
predominant  role  which  great  strategists  have  played  in  our 
naval  warfare.  It  is  not  improbable  that  until  his  volumes 
appeared  the  name  of  Lord  Barham,  whose  sound  aud  quick 
judgement,  despite  his  eighty  years,  did  so  much  to  thwart 
Napoleon’s  combinations  before  Trafalgar,  was  known  but 
to  few  even  of  his  oivn  profession.  But  Nelson  and  St. 
Vincent  have  never  been  regarded  merely  as  the  incarnation 
of  untiring  energy  and  fiery  courage.  They  rank  with 
Wellington  as  men  of  unerring  foresight  and  of  consummate 
ability,  the  counterpoise  set  by  Providence  to  the  stupendous 
genius  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.  ‘  A  la  guerre,’  said  the  great 
Emjx'ror,  ‘  les  hommes  ne  sont  rien,  e’est  riiomme  qui  est 
‘  tout;  ’  and  history  tells  us  that  this  is  as  true  of  war  upon 
the  sea  as  war  upon  the  land.  We  suspect,  however,  that  the 
scope  of  the  adage  is  not  always  realised.  It  appears  to  be 
assumed  that  naval  strategy  is  comparatively  simple ;  that 
certain  broad  principles,  effectively  applied  in  our  jmst  cam¬ 
paigns,  will  be  no  less  effective  in  the  future,  and  that  their 
application,  with  the  wealth  of  experience  we  have  to  guide 
us,  will  [ucsent  no  groat  difhculties.  We  are  of  opinion, 
however,  that  such  anticipations  are  likely  to  be  belied. 
‘  In  war,’  says  Clansewitz,  ‘everything  is  simple,  but  the 
‘  simple  is  most  difficult ;  ’  and  however  justly  we  may 
extol  the  courage  and  training  of  our  seamen,  the  skill 
and  character  of  their  officers,  and  the  perfection  of  the 
material,  wo  shall  be  leaning  on  a  broken  reeil  if  we 
expect  that  a  Nelson  or  a  St.  Vincent  will  be  always 
present  at  our  nc«!d.  It  is  u.sefnl  to  remember  that  not 
every  admiral  trained  in  the  long  wars  with  France  was 
a  sound  strategist  or  even  a  good  tactician.  It  was  not 
till  8t.  Vincent  commanded  the  Channel  fleet  that  the 
blockade  (»f  the  French  ports — the  relentless  pressure  which 
strangled  Na[>idcon — was  detinitely  adopted  ;  it  was  not  till 
Nelson  won  the  Nile  that  English  sailors  learned  that  it  is 
concentration  of  force  which  brings  about  decisive  success. 
We  have  mdy  to  run  the  finger  down  the  headings  of 
Captain  Mahan’s  paragraphs  to  realise  the  truth.  Over  and 
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uver  again  dues  lie  expust*  tlii;  »bui'lcuuiiiig8  ut  tneu  who 
were  undoubtedly  good  sailors.  To  hike  a  familiar  instance. 
If  Napoleon  was  foiled  in  his  design  of  invading  England, 
it  cannot  be  said  that  fortune  favoured  him.  During  the 
complicated  manoeuvres  which  preceded  Trafalgar  his 
enemies  made  two  misUikes.  Colder  permitted  Villeneuve 
to  effect  his  junction  with  the  squadron  at  Ferrol;  and  when 
the  French  admiral  left  that  port  in  order  to  effect  a  junction 
with  a  squadron  at  Brest,  Cornwallis  deliberately  divided  the 
British  fleet,  exposing  both  portions  to  the  danger  of  defeat 
in  detail.  The  weakness,  however,  of  the  human  factor  was 
the  ruin  of  Napoleon’s  combinations.  Villeneuve  would  not 
obey  orders  nor  risk  defeat. 

Hut  that  admirals  are  fallible,  that  interior  positions  such 
iis  those  held  by  the  British  fleet  are  of  great  strategic  value, 
are  by  no  means  the  most  useful  lessons  to  be  learned  from 
the  campaign  of  Trafalgar. 

It  is  far  more  important  to  note — and  it  ivould  be  idle  to 
imagine  that  it  has  not  long  since  been  noted  by  our  possible 
enemies — that  if  it  was  the  8uperii»r  strategy  of  the  British 
admirals  which  gave  them  the  dominion  of  the  ^ea,  it  was 
the  initial  weakness  of  the  French  which  permitted  its  early 
and  effective  a[»plication.  The  fundamental  principle  of 
this  strategy  was  the  blockade.  From  the  hour  that  war  was 
declared  the  French  fleets  were  shut  up  in  their  ports.  They 
were  compelled  to  surrender  the  initiative.  They  couhl 
make  no  Hght  for  the  advantages  of  ^wsition.  They  were 
condemnetl  to  immobility,  to  the  feeblest  of  all  strategy — the 
passive  defensive  —  and  for  exactly  the  same  reason  that  the 
French  soldiers  of  1870  were  so  condemned,  because  they 
were  unprepared  for  war.  Their  adversary  couhl  do  what  he 
pleased,  take  up  what  stations  he  pleased,  establish  his 
communications,  and  perfect  his  arrangements ;  and  they 
cmdd  do  nothing  to  prevent  him.  Had  the  Fiench  fleet  in 
1S0:{  Iwen  as  well  found  and  equi[»p«-d  ev**n  as  the  French 
Meet  of  1805,  it  wcmld  have  been  able  to  oppose  St.  Vincent 
with  a  more  aictive  and  enterprising  strategy  ;  the  eainpiign, 
in  all  human  [>robability,  would  have  taken  a  difl'ei'ent  aspect ; 
the  struggle  for  supremacy  would  have  been  long  continued, 
and  even  at  single  strategic  blunder  on  the  part  of  one  of 
our  admirals  might  have  had  the  must  disaistrous  results. 

Nor  will  the  campaign  of  the  future,  if  our  enemies  are 
well  commanded,  differ  only  in  strategical  conditions  from 
that  of  Trafalgar.  However  high  the  standard  of  i-fliciency 
which  the  British  navy  has  attained,  it  can  never  again  enjoy 
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the  same  immeasurable  sujjeriority.  The  fleets  which  will 
meet  in  any  naval  action  will  be  much  more  nearly  on  a  level 
than  those  which  met  in  the  great  battle ;  and  we  shall 
not  win  decisive  victories  unless  we  can  assemble  superior 
numbers. 

Whether  we  can  do  this  or  not  depends  in  the  first  place 
upon  the  stratc'gical  direction  of  our  fleets,  and  such  direction, 
unfoi’tunately,  is  not  always  left  in  the  best  qualiti<Ml  hands. 
It  is  not  only  the  sailors  that  will  have  a  voice  in  the  distri¬ 
bution  of  our  battleships.  Public  opinion  will  have  to  be 
reckoned  with;  the  exigencies  of  the  political  situation,  the 
omnipotence  of  Parliament,  and  civilian  control, — the  vanity 
of  a  War  Minister  has  before  now  overridden  the  warnings 
of  his  professional  advist'rs.  We  shall  do  well  to  remember, 
too,  that  the  task  of  the  British  navy  in  case  of  war  is  likely 
to  be  more  formidable  than  in  1 808-5.  We  shall  certainly  not 
find  our  enemy  unprepared.  The  i^rinciples  of  our  strategy 
are  perfectly  well  known,  and  measures  will  be  taken  to 
hinder  their  applicatii»n.  Nor  will  our  numerical  superiority 
inevitably  secure  us  the  initiative.  It  is  a  much-quoted 
maxim  that  the  defensive  is  the  natural  course  of  the  weaker 
side,  and,  when  threatened  by  superior  numbers,  a  passive 
attitude  is  undoubtedly  the  only  resource  of  the  ordinary 
leader.  Such,  however,  is  by  no  means  the  attitude  of  the 
trained  strategist,  aware  of  the  value  of  the  initiative  and 
the  far-reaching  results  of  a  calculated  daring.  If  we  read 
history  aright,  the  weaker  side,  whether  by  land  or  sea,  has 
generally  found  salvation  in  a  vigorous  offensive,  in  extreme 
activity,  and  in  skilful  strategy.  No  great  general  has  ever 
permitted  himself  to  be  imposed  upon  by  mere  numbers, 
llis  first  endeavour  on  beginning  a  campaign  has  been  to 
secure  the  initiative,  to  take  advantage  of  the  enemy’s  disper¬ 
sion,  or  to  compel  him,  by  feint  and  stratagem,  to  divide  his 
forces,  and,  by  one  means  or  another,  to  attain  superiority  at 
the  decisive  point.  What  may  be*  done  with  a  fleet  numeri¬ 
cally  inferior  is  to  be  learned  from  Rodney’s  campaigns 
against  l)e  Guichen  in  1780,  against  Di;  (irasse  and  the 
Spaniards  in  1 782,  at  the  time  when  the  French  navy  was 
really  formidable. 

It  is  sometimes  asserted  that  a  reverse  t«*  the  British 
fleet  means  the  loss  of  the  sujuvniacy  of  the  sea  and  the 
downfall  of  the  Empire.  We  differ.  That  a  naval  defeat 
would  be  a  national  calamity  of  the  deepest  import  we  have 
no  wish  to  deny ;  but  we  neither  believe  that  it  would  be 
fatal  to  our  commerce  nor  prevent  us  from  contimxing  the 
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conti'st.  In  the  first  place,  a  defeat  in  the  Meditermiiean 
would  not  ffive  the  enemy  command  of  the  ocean  west  of 
(Gibraltar.  Until  he  had  disposed  of  the  battleships  which 
held  the  Channel,  ho  could  do  no  more  than  threaten  the 
more  important  trade  routes,  while  in  distant  waters  our 
squadrons  would  still  hold  their  own.  Nor  does  it  neces¬ 
sarily  follow  that  if  the  fleet  in  the  Channel,  confronted  by 
superior  numbers,  were  compelled  to  seek  shelter,  the  Empire 
would  be  lost.  The  first  thought  of  a  defeated  commander 
is  to  retire  to  some  point  where  he  can  find  protection ;  the 
next  to  demise  fresh  combinations,  to  call  in  his  detachments 
to  refit  his  forces,  to  replenish  his  ammunition,  and  to  make 
good  his  losses  both  in  materiel  and  men. 

This,  we  take  it,  in  case  of  a  disaster  in  European  waters 
would  be  the  natural  policy  of  England.  The  Pacific  squadrons 
would  be  called  in,  the  defeated  ships  refitted,  the  last 
reserves  brought  into  commission,  and,  abandoning  for  the 
moment  the  prob'ction  of  our  remote  possessions,  a  vigorous 
eflbrt  would  be  m  ide  to  concentrate  8Ui)erior  numbers  against 
the  hostile  fleet.  That  a  lost  battle  means  a  lost  empire 
we  deny,  and  we  have  yet  to  learn  that  the  spirit  of  the 
British  people,  however  great  their  privations,  yields  readily 
to  despair. 

We  have  made  the  picture  a  dark  one.  We  have  con¬ 
ceded  to  the  enemy  every  ixissible  advantage  —the  better 
strategy  and  the  brighter  fortune— and  we  have  claimed 
nothing  for  ourselves. 

But  this  is  the  fashion  in  which  the  vibil  problem  of 
Imperial  defence  should  lie  approached.  We  cannot  aftVird 
risks.  We  must  allow  a  wide  margin  for  acciilent.  We 
must  recognise  that  a  naval  war,  under  certain  iiossible 
conditions,  may  be  a  long  struggle,  that  victory  may  be 
inconstant—*  no  one,’  says  Von  Moltke,  ‘  can  foretell  the 
‘  result  of  a  pitched  battle  ’—and  that  we  may  lose  the 
command  for  a  time  of  local  waters.  ‘  The  contingency  of 
‘  attack,’  says  Spenser  Wilkinson,  ‘  by  a  larger  combination 
‘  of  enemies  than  has  been  made  the  basis  of  the  standard 
‘  of  naval  preparation  appears  to  be  possible,  if  not  probable. 
‘There  is  also  the  possibility,  even  with  a  well-prepared 
‘  navy,  of  misfortune  and  consequent  defeat,  not  neceskrily 
‘  decisive  nor  final.’  *  ^ 

We  are  by  no  means  disposed,  however,  to  minimise  the 
consequences  which  the  defeat  of  even  a  single  British 

*  Tlie  Nation’s  Awakenina,  p.  :i33. 
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squadron  mi"ht  entail.  If  an  enemy  were  to  retain  the 
upper  hand  for  a  few  weeks,  or  even  for  a  few  days,  the 
political  and  commercial  situation  is  hardly  pleasant  to  con¬ 
template,  and  the  question  at  once  arises — to  what  use  might 
the  enemy  put  his  advantages? 

It  would  be  undoubtedly  to  his  interest  to  push  his 
success  by  every  means  in  his  power,  to  increase  our  em¬ 
barrassments  by  vigorous  action,  and  to  draw  a  solid  profit 
from  his  initial  success  before  we  were  in  a  position  to 
renew  the  contest.  How  would  he  do  this  ?  The  reply  is 
simple :  by  blockading  that  portion  of  the  fleet  which  still 
confronted  him,  and  by  striking  boldly  with  his  army  at  onr 
most  vital  point. 

We  are  aware  that  we  are  treading  on  delicate  ground, 
that  we  are  placing  ourselves  in  direct  opposition  to  a  most 
comfortable  doctrine.  So  far  as  we  understand  those  who 
insist  on  the  extraordinai’y  influence  of  a  ‘  fleet  in  being  ’ — 
and  we  must  confess  that,  after  long  research,  we  find 
that  the  phrase,  in  their  hands,  is  susceptible  of  many 
interpretations — the  presence  of  an  intact  squadron,  even 
if  unable  to  fight  the  hostile  fleet,  would  in  itself  be 
sufticient  to  prevent  the  disembarkation  of  an  army.  ‘  A 
‘  fleet  in  being,’  it  is  said,  ‘  undefeated  and  able  to  avoid  a 
‘  decisive  engagement,  is  an  absolute  bar  to  invasion  across 
‘  the  sea.’  The  same  writer,  however,  qualifies  this  asser¬ 
tion  by  declaring  that  ‘  a  temporary  evasion  of  the  fleet  in 
‘  being  is  always  possible — perlmps  in  some  rare  and  excep- 
‘  tional  cases  it  may  be  justified  by  sound  considerations  of 
‘  strategy  and  by  a  sound  estimate  of  the  relative  strength 
‘  of  the  forces  engiiged.’  *  This  admission,  reluctant  though 
it  be,  is  sufticient  for  our  purpose.  There  can  be  no  question 
whatever  that,  under  cover  of  a  superior  fleet,  a  military 
force  may  be  transferred  from  one  coast  to  another.  If 
that  fleet  is  confronted  by  an  undefeated  enemy,  if  the 
command  of  the  sea  is  still  disputed  and  free  communica¬ 
tion  with  the  mother-country  is  a  matter  of  uncertainty,  a 
militsii'Y  expedition  may  be  dangerous,  but  it  is  by  no  means 
doomed  to  inevitable  failure. 

The  principle  of  the  ‘  fleet  in  being  ’  appears  to  have  been 
overstrained.  We  have  several  instances  in  which  it  was 
successfully  defied.  It  was  defied  by  William  the  Conqueror, 
for  although,  when  he  crossed  the  Channel,  the  English 
fleet  was  dispersed,  it  wsis  more  formidable  than  his  own, 

*  Thf*  Nav'y  and  the  Nation,  pp.  12.’),  l,')8-0. 
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and  perfectly  capable  of  cutting  his  communications ;  it 
was  defied  by  Napoleon  in  the  expedition  to  Egypt,  and  he 
was  prepared  to  defy  it  in  1805 ;  it  was  defied  by  Hoche 
when  he  sailed  for  Bautry  Bay;  by  Rooke  when  he  captured 
Gibraltar  ;  by  La  Galissonniere  when  he  captured  Minorca  ; 
by  Barrington  when  he  captured  St.  Lucia ;  by  De  Bouille 
when  he  captured  Martinique ;  by  De  Grasse  when  he 
captured  Tobago ;  by  the  Allies  when  they  landed  in  the 
Crimea ;  by  McClellan  when  he  landed  on  the  Yorktown 
peninsula  in  1862  ;  and  by  Japan  in  the  war  with  China. 
On  the  other  hand,  there  are  exceedingly  few  instances 
where  a  State  in  temporary  command  of  the  sea  has  been 
deten*ed  from  invasion  by  ‘  a  fleet  in  being.’  Great  capital 
has  lH>en  made  out  of  the  incidents  connect'd  with  the 
battle  of  Beachy  lletul  in  1690.  Torrington,  the  English 
admiral,  was  defeated  by  De  Tourville,  and  for  six  weeks 
the  French  fleet  rode  triumphant  in  the  Channel.  But 
there  was  no  attempt  at  invasion,  and  the  reason  alleged 
is  that  the  English  fleet,  which  had  not  been  pursued, 
was  still  ‘in  being.’  In  support  of  this  theory,  however, 
there  is  a  singular  deficiency  of  proof.  The  only  testi¬ 
mony  which  its  advocates  produce  is  a  letter  of  Torring- 
ton’s.  ‘  Most  men,’  he  wrote,  ‘  were  in  fear  that  the  French 
‘  would  invade,  but  I  was  always  of  another  opinion  ;  for  I 
‘  always  said  that,  whilst  we  had  a  fleet  in  being,  they 
‘  would  not  dare  to  make  an  attempt.’  And  this  is  all.  No 
evidence  whatever  is  adduced  to  show  that  Louis  XIV. 
ever  seriously  contemplated  landing  an  army  on  the  English 
coast ;  we  have  merely  the  opinion  of  the  English  lulmiral, 
given  after  the  event,  that  he  did  not  believe  the  French 
would  dare  to  do  so. 

Another  English  sailor,  however,  and  possibly  not  less  able 
than  Torrington,  for  he  had  won  battles,  was  of  a  different 
mind : — 

‘  James,  on  his  return  to  the  French  Court  after  his  defeat  at  the 
Boyne,  urged  Lewis  XIV.  to  avail  himself  of  the  advantages  afforded 
by  this  French  naval  victory  at  Beachy  Head.  .  .  .  The  invasion 
would,  he  said,  be  an  easy  operation,  for  no  English  ships  dare  show 
themselves  in  the  Channel.  .  .  .  Most  fortunately  for  England,  no 
sufficiently  large  French  army  was  at  the  moment  available  for  the 
purjK)se  of  invasion,  for  the  troops  that  had  been  collected  near  St. 
Omer  were  reejuired  to  reinforce  the  army  in  Flanders.  England  was 
.siived  by  the  mistaken  policy  of  Lewis  XIV.  Instead  of  keeping  an 
army  of  some  twenty  or  thirty  thousand  men  in  readiness  for  the  in¬ 
vasion  of  England  in  the  event  of  a  naval  victory,  he  had  allotted 
all  his  available  troops  to  the  Low  Countries.  .  .  .  Thus  Enorland.  which 
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for  the  time  was  the  key  to  the  general  military  position  in  Europe, 
eould  not  be  made  to  feel  the  full  restdts  of  her  defeat  at  sea.’  * 

We  cannot  admit,  tlien,  that  the  Heet  in  beiiijr,  if  it 
were  held  in  check  by  a  superior  fleet,  would  be  a  sufficient 
deterrent  to  invasion.  It  is  perfectly  true  that  if  it  is 
essential  to  maintain  communications  with  the  mother- 
country,  and  a  fleet  exists  which  may  endanger  them, 
invasion  is  impracticable.  But  the  principle  does  not  apply 
if  the  invader  ‘  burns  his  ships.’  The  fleet  in  being  will 
not  prevent  him  transfeiriiig  his  troops  from  one  coast  to 
another,  and  the  importance  of  the  objective  may  induce  him 
to  accept  the  risk  of  hie  communications  being  severed.  And, 
be  it  borne  in  mind,  no  objective,  on  any  imssible  theatre 
of  war,  could  have  the  same  importance  as  London.  It  i.s 
impossible  to  foreseethe  consequences  that  would  ensue  if  it 
was  even  threatened ;  but  it  is  perfectly  certain  that  posses¬ 
sion  of  the  heart  of  the  Umpire,  if  only  for  a  few  days,  would 
do  more  to  pamlyse  the  national  defence  than  the  interruption 
of  our  trade  routes.  An  enemy  would  not  look  on  London 
as  did  Bliicher,  merely  as  the  richest  prize  that  could  be 
ottered  to  an  invading  army,  but  as  an  objective,  the  fall  of 
which  would  end  the  war  at  a  blow,  just  as  the  capitulation 
of  Paris  ended  the  war  of  1870-1.  But  the  question  arises, 
would  it  he  possible,  in  the  event  of  our  losing  the  command 
of  the  Channel  for  a  short  period,  f(ir  an  enemy  to  invade 
England  with  a  large  army?  Could  l.“)0,000  men,  with 
artillei'}’,  horses,  and  supply  trains,  be  landed  in  K«‘nt  or 
Sussex?  Would  a  hostile  government,  knowing  that  the 
communications  of  their  invading  force  would  be  insecure, 
and  that  at  any  moment  their  troops  might  find  themselves 
isolated  in  the  midst  of  a  teeming  ami  irritated  population, 
dare  to  venture  on  such  an  enterprise? 

The  Hrst  of  these  (piestions  may  bti  answered  in  the 
affirmative;  the  re.sourees  of  more  than  one  foreign  power 
would,  we  believe,  enable  them  to  e(|uip  and  transport  live 
army  corps.  To  the  last  question,  however,  so  numerous 
and  .so  complex  are  the  factors  involved,  it  is  absolutely 
impossible  to  give  a  decided  reply.  The  fact  remains,  how¬ 
ever,  that  such  an  enterprise  has  been  conceived.  We  confess 
we  are  utterly  unable  to  share  the  belief  that  the  stupendous 
preparations  of  Xapoleon  were  merely  intended  to  throw 
dust  in  the  eyes  of  Austria,  just  as  we  cannot  share  the 


*  Life  of  Jiihn  Churchill,  Duke  of  Marlborough.  By  Field- 
Mnohal  V  isf'ount  Wolseley.  Vol.  ii.  pp.  115-7. 
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belief  that  because  Villeneuve  failed  to  obey  orders  the 
whole  scheme  was  impracticable.  Moreover,  it  is  to  be 
remembered  that  Loudon  is  very  easil}’  reached  from  many 
irood  landiiif^-places,  and  that  it  is  even  more  vital  to  the 
existence  of  the  Empire  than  at  the  period  of  the  Great 
War.  Napoleon,  so  history  tells  us,  required  nothing  more 
from  his  navy  than  to  secure  the  passage  ot  the  troops, 
and  it  has  been  argued  that  his  demand  for  a  few  days 
only  was  merely  theatrical  declamation,  that  he  would  never 
have  committed  himself  to  English  soil  unless  the  fleet 
could  have  guaranteed  the  safety  of  his  communications. 
It  is  by  no  means  improbable,  however,  that  Napoleon  meant 
exactly  what  he  said.  We  may  be  |H3rfectly  certain  that 
he  realised  the  importance  of  his  objective,  and  that  he  knew 
the  interests  of  England  were  far  moie  closely  bound  up  in 
London  than  those  of  Pru.ssia  in  Berlin,  of  Austria  in 
Vienna,  or  even  of  France  in  Paris.  And  what  Napoleon 
realised  a  century  ago  others  have  realised  since.  The  art 
of  war  has  made  vast  strides  since  Waterloo.  In  the  statt' 
oflices  of  the  Continent  there  are  many  strategists,  scientifl- 
cally  trained,  who  have  absorbed  the  teaching  of  the  great 
captains,  and  who  are  continually  occupied  in  framing  plans 
of  cum{>iiign  upon  their  methods.  With  all  our  faith  in 
the  innate  strength  of  the  British  Empire,  we  can  hardly 
believe  that  it  would  survive  such  a  catastrophe  as  the 
capture  of  London,  and  we  may  rest  assured  that  our 
possible  enemies  will  strain  every  nerve  to  bring  this 
catastroidie  about.  We  have  but  little  taith  in  the  star¬ 
vation  theory.  Even  if  our  ships  were  swept  from  the 
seas,  it  would  be  but  indifferent  stratt^gy  on  the  part  of 
the  enemy  to  trust  to  our  ultimate  exhaustion  rather  than 
a  coup  lie  main;  for  it  would  be  impossible  to  be  certain 
that  the  {Hilitical  situation  might  not  change,  that  allies 
would  remain  constant,  and  neutrals  forbearing.  Blockade, 
moreover,  would  be  far  more  trying  and  expensive  than 
invasion.  It  is  certain,  then,  that  any  Great  Power,  or 
group  of  Powers,  which  chooses  to  declare  war  upon  ns  will 
always  have  an  eye  on  London,  and,  if  opportunity  offer, 
no  matter  how  great  the  risk,  it  is  always  possible  that 
invasion  may  become  an  accomplished  fact. 

As  to  the  physical  difficulties  of  invasion,  we  are  of 
opinion  that  they  are  less  formidable  than  the  moral. 

*  Tlie  fact  should  bo  realised  that  tlic  time  recpiireii  for  i)rci)uration, 
instead  of  being  a  matter  ol’  years,  would  now  be  a  matter  of  weeks, 
iuid  that  any  temjKirary  failure  or  inability  of  the  navy  to  protect  the 
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Channel  might  be  utiliaed  by  an  adversary  to  convey  a  large  military 
force  to  oiir  shores  in  an  extremely  short  space  of  time.  .  .  .  The  con¬ 
veyance  of  troops  by  sea  has  been  enormously  facilitated  by  modem 
inventions.  The  develoj)enicnt  of  modern  trade  has  led  to  the  (in¬ 
struction  of  numerous  additional  |>ort8,  whose  (juays  and  docks  iU'e 
furnished  with  steam  cranes,  electric  light,  atid  other  appliances  for 
lapid  loading.’  * 

The  same  writer  shows  that  78  ocean  steamers  would 
have  carried  the  Grand  Army  of  Napoleon,  ainonnting 
to  ll  ljOOtt  men,  7,000  horses,  OGtt  guns  and  waggons,  across 
the  Chiinnel,  and  that  in  eight  ports  on  the  northern  coast 
of  France  there  is  more  than  sufficient  wharfage  to  embark 
these  nnnibers  simultaneously.  Nor  do  we  think  that  any 
of  the  great  maritime  Powers  would  find  it  impracticable 
to  concentrate  the  requisite  amount  of  shipping.  According 
to  Colonel  Rothwell’s  calculations,  235,000  tons  gross  would 
suffice  for  the  transi>ort  of  ll  f.OOO  men  across  the  Channel; 
and  the  mercantile  marine  of  either  Prance  and  Germany 
would  provide  for  even  a  larger  total.  It  is  to  be  remem¬ 
bered  that  the  elaborate  arrangements  for  health  and  com¬ 
fort  which  we  are  accustomed  to  see  in  our  own  transports, 
destined  for  long  voyages  over  tropic  seas,  would  be  abso¬ 
lutely  unnecessary.  For  the  conveyance  of  guns  and  horses 
great  use  would  probably  be  made  of  flats  and  barges,  and 
the  men  might  be  packed  as  close  as  pilgrims  on  their  way 
to  Mecca ;  the  Turks,  indeed,  in  the  war  of  1877-8  did 
not  hesitate  to  load  a  man-of-war  with  5,(K)0  soldiers  in 
addition  to  the  crew.  Nor  is  it  only  the  superior  carrying 
capacity  of  modern  vessels  that  facilitates  operations  across 
the  sea.  Fleets  of  transports  are  no  longer  dependent  on 
the  weather ;  it  is  unnecessary  to  wait  for  the  ‘  Protestant 
‘  wind.’  Detachments  can  concentrate  at  the  rendezvous 
with  the  most  precise  punctuality  and  in  quick  time,  and 
the  superior  manceuvriiig  power  conferred  by  steam  renders 
it  an  easy  matter  to  assume  the  proper  formation  preparatory 
to  landing  the  troops.  This  in  itself  goes  far  to  make  the 
latter  operation  a  simple  and  rapid  process;  and  the  reduced 
miniber  of  vessels  diminishes  the  risk  both  of  confusion  and 
interference.  Lastly,  steam-launches  and  collai)sible  boats 
have  made  a  vast  difference,  as  regards  both  time  and  diffi¬ 
culty,  in  the  passage  to  the  beach  and  the  disembarkation. 
We  may  say  here,  moreovei’,  that,  although  an  army  i-equires 

*  Conveyance  of  Troops  by  Sea,  Colonel  J.  S.  Kotliwell,  H.A., 
‘  United  Service  Magazine,’  vol.  i.  p.  125. 
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fur  subsistence  uiid  supply  a  large  quantity  of  stores,  the 
amount  is  hardly  so  excessive  as  is  generally  conceived.  Six 
tons  per  diem-  and  this  includes  fooil,  forage,  am  munition, 
and  medical  supplies — is  ample  provision  for  1,000  men,  with 
the  requisite  number  of  aniimils;  and  2:1  steamers,  therefore, 
each  with  a  net  tonnage  of  1,200  tons,  would  have  carried 
forty  days’  supplies  for  the  Grand  Army.  It  can  hardly  be 
asserted,  then,  that  the  invasion  of  England,  if  commaud  of 
the  sea  can  be  temporarily  secured,  is  an  operation  beset  by 
insujKjrable  difficulties.  We  do  not  for  one  single  moment 
intend  to  imply  that  it  is  one  that  would  be  undertaken 
with  a  light  heart.  The  most  careful  preparation,  the  most 
vigorous  execution,  and  probably  some  aid  from  fortune, 
would  be  necessary  to  give  even  a  promise  of  success.  Hut 
of  such  vigour  and  preparation  our  possible  enemies  are  not 
incapable,  and  it  is  the  wiser  course,  for  a  country  thrown  on 
the  defensive,  to  trust  fortune  not  at  all.  Nor  is  history  to 
be  accepted  us  an  infallible  guide.  The  changes  wrought 
by  modern  science  must  be  taken  into  account,  and  the 
evidence  of  the  past  must  be  most  carefully  weighed.  It  is 
asscrte<l  that 

‘  There  is  only  one  c.xplanation  of  the  fact  that,  of  tlie  many  projected 
invasioDH  of  England,  none  ha-s  succeeded  for  eight  hundred  years,  not¬ 
withstanding  that  naval  Hiq)eriority  has  nut  existed  at  all  periods,  and 
that  the  military  forces  at  home  have  often  been  utterly  inadequate  to 
resist  the  strength  which  could  he  brought  against  them  if  the  sea  had 
not  intervened.'  All  the  great  o]>erationB  of  war  are  ruled  by  the 
measure  of  the  risk  involve<l,  and  until  the  defending  navy  has  been 
crushed,  the  risk  of  e.x|iosing  large  numbers  of  trans|X)rts  to  attack  is 
lot>  great  to  Ik*  easily  accepted.*  * 

With  all  due  respect  for  Sir  George  Clarke’s  authority, 
we  subtnit  that  this  reading  of  history  may  be  disputed. 
In  the  first  place,  while  mere  descents  have  been  frequently 
undertaken,  the  invasion  and  conquest  of  England  have  very 
seldom  been  projected ;  and  it  appears  to  us  that  the  real 
reason  has  not  been  the  risk  of  losing  troops  and  transports, 
but  deficiency  of  resources,  both  in  men  and  vessels,  and 
the  romparative  unimportance  of  the  ubjectire.  England  has 
not  been  a  Great  Power  for  eight  hundred  years.  It  is  only 
since  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  when  her  commercial 
greatness  first  became  an  acknowledged  fact,  that  she  has 
excited  the  envy  and  the  fear  of  other  nations.  Since  that 
date  invasion  has  only  once,  it  is  true,  been  seriously  proposed. 
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but  Napoleon,  with  everythin},'  against  him,  came  perilously 
near  success  in  1805.  Nor  can  it  be  denied  that  since  the 
era  of  Napoleon  the  conditions  of  warfare,  whether  by  sea 
or  land,  have  undergone  a  revolution.  All  means  ot  mobility 
have  been  completely  translornied.  Military  operations  are 
more  rapid  and  more  extensive,  and  signs  are  not  wanting 
that  maritime  expeditions  wilt  follow  the  same 
60,000  troops  were  landed  at  Old  Fort  in  18o4;  120, 000  on 
the  Yorktown  peninsula  in  1862;  and  in  both  cases  the 
difficulties  of  transport,  although  far  less  than  those  which 
confronted  Napoleon  in  1805,  were  far  greater  than  those 
which  would  present  theinselves  to-day.  The  perfect  orga¬ 
nisation  of  Continental  armies,  the  network  of  railways  con- 
vergim'  on  the  ports,  the  great  increase  ot  large  steamers 
and  commodious  harbours,  the  improvements  in  methods  of 
embarkation  and  disembarkation,  are  factors  which  cannot 
be  lightly  disregarded.  The  principles  of  strategy  remain 
the  same,  but  the  conditions  of  time  and  space  have  been 
considerably  modified;  and  although  the  resultant  advan¬ 
tages  are  equally  divided  between  the  attack  and  the  defence, 
the  task  of  preparing  an  invasion,  of  crossing  the  waters, 
and  of  effecting  a  landing,  has  been  very  sensibly  lightened. 

England  is  certainly  not  more  favoured  than  other  countries 
in  the  configuration  of  her  coast-line.  She  is  vulnerable 
everywhere. 


‘  1  liave  exiiniiiicd  and  reconnoitred,’  wrote  Wellington  in  Ids 
famous  letter  to  Sir  John  Hurgoyne,  ‘  over  and  over  agmn,  the  whole 
coast  from  the  North  Foreland  hy  Dover,  FolkesU)ne,  Beachy  Head, 
lirighton,  Arundel,  to  Selsey  Bill,  near  Portsmouth,  and  I  aay  that, 
excepting  immediately  under  the  fire  of  Dover  Castle,  there  la  nut  a 
sp<.t  on  the  coast  on  which  infantry  might  not  he  thrown  on  shore  at 
any  time  of  tide,  with  any  wind,  and  in  any  weather  .  .  . 
that  space  of  coiist  (that  is,  between  the  North  Foreland  and  .Vlsey  Bill) 
there  are  not  leas  tlian  seven  small  harliours,  or  mouths  of  rivers,  each 
without  defence,  of  which  an  enemy,  having  landed  his  infantry  on 
the  coast,  might  take  jiesseseii  n,  and  therein  land  his  cavalry  and 
artillery  of  alf  calibre,  and  estid.lish  himself  and  his  communications 
with  France.’  • 


The  ettect,  from  a  military  point  of  view,  of  an  open  sea¬ 
board  with  numerous  landing-places  is  undoubtedly  serious. 
The  enemy  has  placed  in  his  hand  the  inost  deadly  of 
strategic  weapons— the  power  of  surprise.  If  the  command 
of  the  sea  should  pass  into  his  hands,  ‘  the  silver  streak,’  no 
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longer  a  safeguard,  would  become  our  greatest  danger.  No 
screen  is  more  impenetrable  than  a  wide  stretch  of  water 
held  by  hostile  cruisers.  It  would  be  dithcult  in  the  extreme 
to  discover  when  the  invading  armada  left  its  ports  ;  it  would 
be  still  more  difficult  to  mark  its  route,  and  to  detect  the 
exact  point  on  which  it  was  directed.  And  of  all  disturbing 
iiiBuences,  ignorance  of  the  enemy’s  movements  is  the  most 
fatal.  Uncertainty  and  suspense  are  the  worst  enemies  of 
that  calm  confidence  and  steady  resolution  which  should 
mark  the  attitude  of  the  defence.  The  tnoral  of  both  Govern¬ 
ment  and  commanders  may  be  easily  affected.  The  weight 
of  responsibility  would  be  tremendous ;  the  excitement  of 
the  public  would  become  contagious,  and,  unless  clear  brains 
and  strong  wills  controlled  both  St.  Stephen’s  and  the  Horse 
Guards,  it  is  easy  to  imagine  that  false  steps  might  be  made, 
and  precipitation  take  the  place  of  promptitude. 

The  armed  forces  of  England  are  undoubtedly  sufficient 
to  defeat  an  invading  force  of  150,000  men.  It  may  be 
conlidently  assumed  that  250,t>00  combatants,  after  the  neces- 
siiry  garrisons  had  been  provided  for,  might  be  assembled 
for  field-service,  liut,  as  we  have  already  said,  numbers 
are  of  no  avail  unless  they  can  l>e  concentrated  at  the  deci¬ 
sive  point ;  and  where  the  enemy  has  the  initiative,  where  he 
can  suddenly  make  good  his  footing  at  any  point  on  a  long 
frontier,  and  where  that  point  may  be  within  five  or  six 
inarches  of  his  objective,  it  is  evident  that  the  task  of  concen¬ 
tration  will  be  no  simple  matter.  250,000  combatants,  then, 
are  not  a  man  too  many,  esisicially  when  the  contingent  of 
regular  troops  would  not  exceed  one-third,  and  when  the 
remainder  would  be  composed  of  somewhat  heterogeneous 
elements.  We  may  say  at  once  that  a  speedy  concentration 
of  onr  whole  force  in  the  neighlx>urhood  of  London  must  be 
the  first  measure  of  defence.  In  the  first  place,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  prevent  tlie  enemy  disembarking  his  troops 
when  and  where  he  pleased.  The  fascinating  picture,  so 
often  drawn,  of  thousands  of  skilled  ritlemen  pouring  a  hail 
of  lead  into  a  line  of  boats  crowded  with  troops  has  no 
place  in  military  realities.  It  may  be  taken  us  absolutely 
certain  that  the  enemy  would  use  every  endeavour  to  make 
his  landing  a  surprise.  Feints  would  be  made  at  various 
points  along  the  coast.  Half  an  hour  after  his  Meet  had 
anchored,  a  strong  force  of  infantry  would  be  thrown  on 
shore ;  and  even  if  the  defender’s  riflemen,  by  some  extra¬ 
ordinary  prescience,  happeneil  to  be  upon  the  spot,  they 
might  inflict  some  loss,  but  they  could  do  little  to  hinder 
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the  process  of  disembarkation.  The  invader  would  most 
certainly  advance  on  a  broad  front,  and  the  flanks  of  the 
defence  would  soon  be  turned.  Moreover,  he  would  take  care 
to  cover  the  disembarkation  with  fire  from  his  {gunboats,  and 
it  is  an  acknowledged  fact  of  war  that  no  troops,  however 
staunch  and  well  disciplined,  can  be  trusted  either  to  shoot 
straight  or  to  stand  fast,  unless  they  are  protected  by  strong 
works,  when  bombarded  by  the  huge  projectiles  of  marine 
ordnance. 

Nor  are  these  the  only  arguments  against  the  employment 
of  comparatively  small  forces — there  will  certainly  not  be 
time  to  assemble  large  forces — to  prevent  a  landing. 

‘  The  French,’  sjiid  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  ‘  would  have  an  iiiuuense 
advantage  over  us,  even  if  we  were  prepjired  to  opjose  a  landing.  .  .  . 
They  start  at  midnight,  and  arrive  off  our  coast  just  before  sunrise. 
The  dawn,  which  renders  everything  clear  to  them,  will  not  enable  us 
to  observe  what  they  are  almut.  They  will  have  a  full  half  hour  of 
light  l)etbre  we  shall  Ikj  able  to  distinguish  between  the  line  of  l)each 
and  the  line  of  sea,  ilir  less  to  observe  boats  in  motion.  And  let  me 
tell  you  that  in  calm  weather,  and  with  prcjwrations  well  settled  before¬ 
hand,  a  great  deal  may  be  done  towards  throwing  troops  ashore  on  an 
oj)en  beach  in  hall  an  hour.’  • 

Nor  do  we  think  that  the  procedure  sometimes  recom¬ 
mended,  that  bodies  of  troops  should  bo  pushed  forward  to 
harass  the  enemy’s  advance  and  to  wear  him  out,  is  likely  to 
prove  effective.  If  our  concentration  were  tardy  and  the 
enemy’s  movements  rapid,  such  tactics  might  be  unavoidable ; 
but  in  view  of  the  greater  part  of  our  forces  consisting  of 
inexperienced  troops,  easily  demoralised,  as  raw  soldiers 
always  are,  by  the  ill-success  or  retreat  of  advanced  detach¬ 
ments,  they  are  certainly  not  advisable.  Movements  to  the 
rear,  however  successfully  conducted,  have  a  far  more  dis¬ 
integrating  effect  on  the  troops  who  retire  than  on  those 
who  follow.  A  retreat,  even  without  fighting,  is  always  a 
disheartening  operation  ;  an  advance,  even  if  accompanied 
by  considerable  losses,  is  always  invigorating.  The  idea  that 
a  few  thousand  men,  making  ‘  a  fortress  of  every  hedge-row,’ 
would  seriously  impede  the  march  of  an  invading  army  is  no 
more  than  a  pious  opinion.  Hedge-rows  have  Hanks,  and 
so  numerous  are  the  roads  and  lanes  of  England  that  it  is 
generally  exceedingly  easy  to  find  an  avenue  of  approach 
which  will  turn  almost  every  position  that  can  be  occupied. 
A  strong  field  army  of  mobile  troops,  capable  of  speedy 
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concentration,  is  the  only  means  by  which  London,  in 
case  the  Channel  is  held  by  hostile  battleships,  can  be 
defended.  The  men  we  have  in  sufficient  numbers,  and 
well  armed.  Have  we  the  means  of  speedy  concentration  ? 
It  is  not  to  be  denied  that,  as  compared  with  Continental 
nations,  our  arrangements  for  assembly  are  of  an  anti¬ 
quated  type.  But  there  is  not  the  same  necessity  for  per¬ 
fection.  We  must  have  some  warning.  The  enemy  could 
hardly  gain  command  of  the  sea  directly  hostilities  began, 
nor  the  assembly  of  a  flotilla  of  transports  be  so  secretly 
managed  as  to  escape  our  notice.  Nevertheless  it  would  be 
unwise  in  the  extreme  to  jx)stpone  all  preparation  until  war 
was  declared.  A  force  of  250,000  men  cannot  be  trans¬ 
ported  with  the  same  ease  sis  a  St.  Leger  crowd.  The 
supply  of  food  and  forage  would  tax  our  resources  to  the 
utmost ;  and,  more  than  all,  the  enemy,  well  siware  of  our 
deficiencies,  would  in  all  human  probability  make  the  most 
vigorous  efforts  to  attack  our  field  army  while  it  was  still  in 
process  of  assembly.  We  must  confess  that  at  the  present 
moment  the  prospect  of  a  speedy  concentration  is  not  alto¬ 
gether  reassuring.  As  regards  the  transport  of  the  troops  by 
rail,  we  believe  that  the  railways  may  be  depended  on.  The 
Railway  Volunteer  Corps,  composed  of  the  most  experienced 
officials  in  Great  Britain,  is  perfectly  capable  of  meeting  our 
military  needs,  and,  were  it  merely  a  question  of  the 
assembly  of  men,  horses,  and  materiel,  concentration  would 
be  an  easy  process.  The  supply  of  food  and  forage,  how¬ 
ever,  stands  on  a  different  footing.  For  an  army  of 
250,000  men  our  means  of  transport  are  deficient.  We 
do  not  mean  to  say  that  nothing  has  lieen  done — far  from 
it :  a  great  deal  of  most  praiseworthy  and  patriotic  energy 
has  been  exerted  in  this  diri’ction,  i)rincipally  by  the  Volun¬ 
teers,  but  much  remains  to  do  before  we  can  be  as  certain 
that  our  men  will  be  fed  at  the  i»lace  of  concentration  as  we 
are  that  they  will  arrive  there.  This  is  a  point  to  which, 
sooner  or  later,  public  attrition  will  inevitably  lx;  attracted, 
and  it  is  full  time  that  it  should  be  considered.  The  Swiss 
Republic,  with  a  military  budget  of  one  and  a  half  million 
sterling,  can  turn  out  at  forty-eight  hours’  noli<;e  an  army 
of  100,000  men,  perfectly  equipped  for  war,  with  supply- 
wagons,  ambulances,  field-hospitals,  ammunition-columns, 
and  field-bakeries,  absolutely  complete,  not  only  in  materiel 
but  in  personnel,  and  every  Swiss  citizen  is  aware  how 
the  matter  stands.  In  England,  with  a  military  budget  of 
eighteen  millions,  not  one  single  citizen  outside  the  War  Office 


526 


National  Defence. 


Aju-il, 


has  any  knowledge  whatever  on  this  important  point.  Can 
you  put  three  army  corps  in  the  field  ?  ('an  yon  put  t  wo  ■> 
Can  you  plac(*  a  single  division  of  infantry  on  a  war  footing 
within  a  given  period?  Is  there  a  single  brigade  of  Militia 
which  is  completely  equipped  ?  The  Swiss  can  reply  at 
once.  The  Englishman  cannot  reply  at  all. 

We  are  confident,  however,  that  all  cause  of  conqtlaint 
will  soon  be  removed.  The  question  of  supply  and  trans¬ 
port  has  already  engaged  the  attention  of  the  Horse 
Guards,  and  the  Council  of  National  Defence  has  shown 
no  disposition  to  underrate  the  possibilities  of  invasion. 
It  has  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  those  who  have  suggested, 
directly  or  indirectly,  the  reduction  of  our  military  esta¬ 
blishments.  Not  only  has  the  value  of  the  Volunt<*»>rs 
received  adcqiiate  recognition,  but  the  measure  of  ser¬ 
vice  which  is  to  be  demanded  from  them  is  clearly 
indicated.  It  is  not  pretended,  nor  do  the  Volunteers 
themselves  pretend,  that  our  citizen  battalions  are  capable 
of  defeating  regular  troo[ts  in  the  open  field.  We  shotild 
not  expect  a  brigade  of  Yeomanry  to  ride  dow'ii  a  regiment 
of  Hanoverian  Dragoons  or  of  French  Cuirassiers,  but  for 
certain  purpt)ses  a  section  of  Veomcji  might  be  even  more 
useful  than  a  section  of  Uhlans.  So  with  the  Volunteers. 
For  certain  purposes  they  are  eminently  useful.  Behind 
entrenchments  such  troops  may  be  invaluable ;  and  we 
therefore  consider  the  project  of  providing  deisms  of  tools 
and  materiel  at  varums  p<dnts  round  London  an  exceedingly 
Sound  measure.  It  is  not  only  more  economical  than  at 
once  erecting  a  series  (jf  works,  but  more  ett'ective.  Fortifi¬ 
cations  often  serve  a  purpose  which  their  designers  can 
hardly  have  intended.  They  protect  certain  avenues  of 
approach,  but  they  also  warn  the  enemy  that  it  is  unwise 
to  advance  in  that  direction.  Entrenchments  thrown  up 
as  soon  iis  he  definitely  commits  himself  to  a  fixed  line  of 
operations  are  far  more  likely  to  be  useful.  The  Duke  of 
Wellington’s  project  for  the  defence  of  (Quebec  by  means  of 
an  entrenched  camp,  written  some  years  after  Waterloo,  has 
the  following  pregnant  words: — 

‘1  wouhl  rccoiiiiiifiKl  tliat  tlie  C4iiiip  should  only  he  traced  out,  and 
lliat  it  should  be  executed  afterwards  while  the  enemy  should  be  on  the 
advance.  Xo  work  of  this  kind  can  be  considered  jHirfect  in  itself,  nor 
can  its  defects  be  kept  secret  from  the  power  likely  to  attack  it ;  and 
it  is  as  well  that  he  should  not  have  the  advantjige  of  frainintr  his 
plan,  and  forming  his  means  of  attack  with  an  c.xact  foreknow¬ 
ledge  of  the  system  of  defence  to  be  opjiosed  to  hitn  and  of  all  its 
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defects.  For  this  reason,  a.s  well  a.s  to  avoid  immediate  expense,  I 
would  recommend  the  con.struction  of  the  works  to  be  delayed,  although 
I  consider  an  entrenched  camp  ujK)n  the  heights  of  Abraham  naeful,  and 
even  necessary,  con.sidering  the  kind  of  troops  [the  Canadian  militia] 
which  may  be  a-ssembletl  for  the  defence  of  Quebec.’  * 

But  to  repulse  an  invading  army  something  more  will 
be  required  than  a  line  of  stoutly  defended  earthworks. 

‘  The  antidote  of  entrenchments,’  it  has  been  said,  ‘  is 
‘  manoeuvre.’  Every  improvement  in  firearms  makes  generals 
the  less  inclined  to  knock  their  heads  against  prepared 
positions,  and  there  is  no  Continental  army  which  is  not 
fully  alive  to  theadvantiigesof  attack  at  the  point  where  it  is 
least  expected.  Such  attacks  are  to  be  met  only  by  resolute 
counter-strokes,  by  assuming  the  offensive  at  the  propitious 
moment ;  and  it  is  by  such  means,  and  not  by  a  mere 
passive  defence,  that  victory  is  made  decisive.  But  of  all 
tactical  operations,  the  counter-stroke  is  the  most  difficult. 
So  far  as  history  is  any  guide,  it  demands  a  first-rate 
general  and  first-rate  troops.  Not  only  must  the  exact 
moment  be  seized,  but  the  three  arms — infantry,  cavalry, 
and  artillery — must  work  in  the  closest  combination,  the 
subordinate  leaders  must  be  skilful,  and  the  troops  capable 
of  rapid  and  orderly  manoeuvres  under  heavy  fire.  For 
such  an  operation  our  regular  troops  will  be  available, 
supported  by  the  best  of  the  Militia,  and,  as  regards  the 
physical  material,  this  force  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired. 
More  than  half  the  men  in  the  ranks  of  the  regulars 
would  be  reservists,  exactly  as  would  be  the  case  with 
Cennan  or  French  battalions;  but  between  the  English 
reservists  and  those  of  the  Continental  Powers  there  can  be 
no  comparison.  The  former,  with  the  exception  of  a  small 
percentage  of  (Jnardsmen,  have  served  with  the  colours 
either  for  sevtm  or  eight  years,  the  latb'r  for  two  and  a 
half  at  most ;  the  former  have  as  a  rule  seen  something  of 
campaigning,  the  latter  have  never  fired  a  shot  in  earnest ; 
the  former  have  been  so  long  under  discipline  that  implicit 
obedience  has  become  a  second  nature,  the  latter  no  sooner 
acquire  the  habits  of  soldiers  than  they  are  dismissed. 
Nor  is  the  difference  in  the  non-commissioned  officers  less 
marked.  The  English  sergeants  are  professional  soldiers, 
men,  as  a  rule,  who  make  the  army  a  career,  who  have  long 
experience  of  command,  and  who,  under  the  exigencies  of 
foreign  service,  are  constantly  placed  in  positions  of  the 
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gravest  responsibility.  The  best  of  the  Militia,  too,  have  cer¬ 
tain  soldierly  characteristics  which  go  far  towards  efficiency. 
The  force  appears  to  attract  a  large  number  of  old  soldiers 
who  have  completed  their  time  in  the  Reserve,  but  who  have 
still  a  hankering  after  a  military  life  ;  and  this  element  intro¬ 
duces  a  strong  backbone  into  the  majority  of  the  battalions. 
Moreover,  the  force  has  good  traditions  of  discipline;  the 
officers  are  at  least  capable  of  maintaining  their  authority, 
and  the  training  at  the  territorial  headquarters  teaches  the 
young  soldier  invaluable  lessons.  Whatever  may  be  said 
of  the  three  army  corps  which  will  be  used  for  offensive 
action,  it  will  not  be  denied  that  they  are  exceedingl}’  well 
disciplined  ;  and  discipline  is  of  moro  value  in  war  than  either 
training  or  inb'lligence.  Let  it  be  rememben'd  that  the 
discipline  of  |>eace  is  one  thing,  the  discipline  of  battle 
another.  Good  behaviour  in  quarters  is  not  the  discipline 
of  battle,  nor  is  temperance,  nor  clean  language,  nor  even 
submission  to  the  law.  These  are  merely  the  characteristics 
of  any  well-regulated  society.  A  i*egiment  of  Volunteers,  for 
instance,  billeted  in  a  country  town,  would  in  all  probability 
have  a  smaller  record  of  misdemeanours  than  a  regiment  ol 
regulars.  Yet  the  latter  might  be  exceedingly  well-disci¬ 
plined,  and  the  former  have  no  real  discipline  whatever.  Self- 
respect— for  that  is  the  discipline  of  the  Volunteer — is  not 
battle  discipline,  the  discipline  of  the  cloth,  of  habit,  ol 
tradition,  of  constant  association,  and  of  mutual  confidence. 
Self-respect,  excellent  in  itself,  and  by  no  means  unknown 
amongst  regular  soldiers,  does  not  carry  with  it  a  mechanical 
obedience  to  command ;  nor  does  it  merge  the  individual 
in  the  mass,  and  make  combined  effort  an  instinct.  In 
battle  the  question  is  not  whether  the  men  have  clean 
consciences  and  blank  defaulter  sheets,  but  whether  they 
will  follow  their  officers  to  the  death,  hold  shoulder  to 
shoulder,  and  obey  without  thought  or  hesitation.  The 
older  the  soldiers  the  better  the  battle  discipline,  and  we 
may  congratulate  ourselves  that  the  majority  of  our  rank 
and  file,  while  preserving  the  vigour  of  manhood,  are  far 
older  soldiers  in  point  of  service  than  any  in  Europe. 

But  something  more  is  necessary  for  an  army  than  a 
well-disciplined  soldiery.  It  is  not  enough  that  troops 
should  be  capable  of  working  in  battalion  or  brigade.  To 
be  really  effective,  each  of  the  three  arms — cavalry,  infantry, 
artillery — must  understand  how  it  may  best  support  the 
others,  and  large  masses  of  men,  guns,  and  horses,  organised 
in  divisions  or  in  army  corps,  must  be  as  easily  handled  as 
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single  units.  Noi*  is  the  necessary  aptitude  to  be  derived 
from  practice  in  small  bodies.  The  movement  and  attack 
of  a  few  hundred  men  have  but  little  in  common  with  the 
movement  and  attack  of  many  thousands,  covering  a  wide 
area,  and  demanding  the  most  incessant  exertions  and  much 
experience  on  the  part  of  their  stiff  and  officers  to  prevent 
confusion  and  to  insure  combination.  There  are  few  English¬ 
men  who  are  not  aware  that  manoeuvres  on  the  largest 
scale,  in  which  the  battleships  are  brought  together  as  fleets, 
are  absolutely  essential  to  the  efficiency  of  the  navy.  But 
although  our  regiments,  batteries,  battalions,  taking  them 
individually,  are  certainly  no  l>etter  trained  than  otir  battle¬ 
ships,  and  would  just  as  certainly,  if  war  were  to  break 
out  with  a  Great  Power,  be  required  to  act  en  mauxti,  the 
necessity  of  their  being  trained  en  masse  is  consistently 
ilisregarded. 

Those  who  follow  the  parliamentary  debates  may  well  be 
forgiven  if  they  should  imagine — and  we  are  not  sure  that 
imagine  is  the  right  word — that  very  few  even  of  our  most 
enlightened  representatives  realise  in  the  very  smallest 
degree  the  enormous  difficulties  which  attend  the  movements 
of  large  bodies,  or  that  they  have  even  a  distant  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  the  businesslike  training  of  foreign  armies  and 
the  extraordinary  progress  of  the  military  art.  The  reason 
that  British  soldiers  have  been  denied  the  opportunities  so 
freely  granted  upon  the  Continent  may  be  attributed  to  the 
belief  that  the  army  will  never  really  be  employed  against  a 
civilised  foe.  This  ostrich-like  attitude  has  now  been  aban¬ 
doned,  and  the  Council  of  Defence  has  acknowledged  that 
invasion  is  a  possibility.  But  invasion  means  that  our  troops 
will  be  called  upon  to  act  en  masse,  and  it  will  therefore 
be  no  more  than  logical  to  give  our  home  army  the  requisite 
training.  The  Government  must  not  be  content  with  half¬ 
measures.  As  Sir  Henry  Campbell-Bannerman  pointed  out 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  the  troops  should  be  trained  on 
the  same  sort  of  ground  on  which  they  would  be  required  to 
tight — that  is,  in  the  cramped  and  intersected  country  round 
London — and  we  are  firmly  convinced  that  if  the  question 
were  thoroughly  understo^nl,  if  the  military  authorities  were 
permitted  to  explain  the  need,  the  good  sense  of  the  people 
would  support  the  late  Secretary  for  War.  It  is  essential 
that  the  Slanoenvres  Bill  should  become  law.  Rumour  has 
it  that  the  nnreasimable  and  selfish  fears  of  the  ga,me-pre- 
serving  interest  block  the  way.  This  it  is  itnpossible  to 
believe,  or  that  the  acquisition  of  Salisbury  Plain,  in  itself 
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paratively  little  use.  Those  who  uphold  it,  however,  appear 
to  overlook  some  of  the  finest  cavalry  work  that  was  ever 
done — the  achievements  of  Stuart’s  and  Sheridan’s  horsemen 
in  the  War  of  Secession,  over  much  the  same  {ground  as 
we  have  in  England.  And  the  American  regiments  were 
not  merely  mounted  infantry.  They  were  just  as  ready  to 
charge  with  I'anne  blanche  as  to  dismount  and  fight  on  foot ; 
and,  if  they  never  attained  the  precision  of  manajiivre  which 
characterises  the  squadrons  of  Europe,  they  were  admirably 
adapted  for  the  work  assigned  to  them.  Never  were  cavalry 
more  absolutely  ‘  the  eyes  and  ears  ’  of  an  army  than 
Stuart’s,  or  more  effective  in  pursuit  than  Sheridan’s.  And 
it  is  these  two  tactical  phases  which  are  the  peculiar  duties 
of  cavalry,  and  which  no  other  arm  but  cavalry  can  perform. 
Of  their  vast  importance  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  speak. 
An  array  is  far  more  helpless  without  cavalry  than  witliout 
artillery.  If  it  is  well  supplied  with  mounted  men  it  can  at 
least  secure  itself  from  surprise,  it  can  march  and  sleep  in 
security,  it  can  find  out  what  the  enemy  is  doing,  and  it  may 
possibly  surprise  him.  Without  cavalry,  guns  and  riflemen 
are  at  the  mercy  of  inferior  numbers.  Neither  effective 
armament  nor  strong  entrenchments  can  prevent  their  being 
out-manceuvred.  Nor  can  guns  and  riflemen  achieve  a  de¬ 
cisive  triumph  without  help  from  the  sister  arm.  As  they 
cannot  find  the  enemy  without  cavalry,  so  without  cavalry 
they  cannot  annihilate  him,  and  no  success  can  be  con¬ 
sidered  complete  until  the  hostile  army  is  dissolved  into  a 
panic-stricken  mob.  Infantry  is  useless  for  pursuit,  field 
artillery  but  little  better;  it  is  the  cavalry  and  horsed 
batteries  alone  that  crown  the  victory.  We  cannot,  then, 
be  too  careful  that  our  mounted  regiments  are  affordocl 
every  facility  for  improvement,  that  their  officers  are 
thoroughly  educated,  and  the  horses  well  drilled;  and  until 
these  reforms  have  been  effected  our  home  army,  however 
strong  in  number,  cannot  be  considered  in  a  satisfactory 
condition. 

While  we  congratulate  the  Government  on  having  adopted 
General  Luck’s  pro|K)sals,  we  notice  with  pleasure  that  they 
have  determined  to  encourage  the  Yeomanry.  The  Oom- 
mander-in-Chief  has  not  been  slow  to  mark  his  appreciation 
of  this  useful  force,  and  we  believe  that  the  more  people 
understand  of  war,  the  more  they  will  see  the  value  of  sup¬ 
plementing  our  cavalry  by  a  large  number  of  intelligent, 
well-mounted,  and  hard-riding  scouts.  Information  is  of 
such  supreme  importance  in  war  that  it  is  impossible  to 
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have  too  luatiy  men  in  search  of  it,  and  we  are  lirmly  con- 
vinced  that  as  scouts  and  patrols  the  Yeomanry  will  render 
most  eliicicnt  service.  During  the  Civil  War  in  America 
men  of  the  same  type,  with  even  less  discipline  and  probably 
no  more  training,  did  most  remarkable  work  uixm  the 
Confederate  outpost  line,  and  more  than  one  successful 
general  owed  his  opportunities  to  the  dash  and  intelligence 
of  his  raw  cavalry.  The  one  thing  wanted  in  the  Yeo¬ 
manry,  and  still  more  in  the  Militia,  is  trained  officers. 
Given  resolute  and  skilful  leading,  the  regular  army  will 
find  in  these  forces  most  useful  auxiliaries,  the  one  good 
horsemen,  the  other  well  disciplined ;  and  the  news  that  the 
Horse  Guards  are  giving  their  earnest  attention  to  these 
troops  of  the  second  line  affords  the  liveliest  satisfaction  to 
those  who  know  the  disadvantages  under  which  they  at 
present  labour.  The  Militia,  especially  those  regiments 
which  are  largely  leavened  with  old  soldiers,  are  probablv 
superior  to  the  German  Landwehr  or  the  French  territorials , 
the  men  are  not  forced  into  the  ranks  by  conscription,  but 
give  their  services  of  their  own  free  will ;  their  officers, 
taken  as  a  whole,  are  less  efficient,  but  they  come  from  a 
better  class,  more  accustomed  to  command,  and  the  rank 
and  file  are  younger.  The  Yeomanry,  even  as  they  exist 
to-day,  are  but  little  inferior  to  the  reserve  cavalry  of  the 
Continent,  and  would  be  far  more  mobile  and  at  home  in  a 
cramped  and  difficult  country. 

Taken  as  a  whole,  the  measures  adopted  by  the  Govern¬ 
ment  for  the  defence  of  flngland  are  very  satisfactory.  They 
are  certainly  not  costly  ;  they  entail  but  a  small  increase  in 
the  military  establishments;  they  lay  no  new  burden  on  the 
people ;  and  they  do  much  to  ensure  the  effective  co-oj)eration 
of  each  branch  of  the  service.  The  great  blot  is  the  omission 
to  provide  the  ground  and  opportunities  for  adequate  training, 
and  should  occasion  arise  for  its  employment  against  a 
civilised  foe,  whether  at  home  or  abroiid,  the  British  army 
will  most  assuredly  suffer  for  want  of  that  practice  en  mmxc 
which  is  now  denied.  The  opposition  to  extended  manceuvres, 
like  those  of  France  and  Germany,  does  not  proceed  from  a 
large  class.  We  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  the  i)re- 
sence  of  the  troops,  after  the  harvest  has  been  gathered  in, 
is  cordially  welcomed  by  the  farmers,  who  find  a  new  market 
for  their  produce  and  receive  liberal  compensation  for  all 
damage.  As  we  have  said,  however,  it  is  rumoured  that  a 
foolish  and  unworthy  apprehension  on  the  part  of  a  few 
landowners  blocks  the  way.  Opposition  on  such  grounds 


1897. 


National  Defence. 


533 


is  worse  than  a  blunder.  Should  the  public  come  to  under¬ 
stand — and  owing  to  the  Volunteer  movement  military  know¬ 
ledge  is  fast  spreading”  that  the  want  of  manoeuvre-ground 
means  increased  loss  and  suffering  in  war,  it  will  have  ample 
cause  for  irritation.  It  is  almost  ludicrous,  in  a  democratic 
State  generally  supposed  to  be  governed  on  common-sense 
principles,  that  such  opposition  should  have  the  slightest 
weight ;  it  would  be  pitiable  indeed  should  it  be  allowed  to 
tie  the  hands  of  a  strong  Government;  for,  jealous  as 
England  is  of  individual  rights,  to  sacrihce  the  efficiency  of 
her  whole  army — Regulars,  Militia,  and  Volunteers — to  the 
pleasure,  or  even  the  necessities,  of  a  few  landowners  would 
bo  to  exalt  the  individual  above  the  State. 

It  is  probable  that  the  necessity  of  relieving  the  undue 
strain  on  the  line  regiments  has  been  considered  more  pressing 
than  the  Manoeuvres  Bill.  For  this  year  the  troops  can  make 
shift  with  their  ordinary  eiercising-grounds ;  but  the  disloca¬ 
tion  of  the  short-service  system,  due  to  the  abnormal  number 
of  battalions  retained  abroad,  is  an  evil  which  demands  im¬ 
mediate  remedy.  Under  the  regimental  system  established 
by  Lord  Cardwell,  each  line  regiment  should  have  a  bat¬ 
talion  on  foreign  service,  and  a  battalion  at  home  to  act  as 
feeder  to  the  other,  training  the  recruits,  instilling  in  them 
the  first  elements  of  enprit  de  corpe  and  discipline,  and  send¬ 
ing  them  out  efficient  soldiers.  At  the  present  moment, 
however,  no  less  than  five  regiments  have  both  battalions 
abroad — ^a  circumstance  which  entiiils  some  hardship  on 
both  men  and  officers,  interferes  most  seriously  with  the 
adecpiate  instruction  of  the  young  soldiers,  makes  recruiting 
difficult,  and  reduces  the  army  in  tlreat  Britain  by  l-,00() 
bayonets.  The  shortest  way  to  restore  the  balance  between 
the  foreign  and  home  battalions  would  have  been  to  create 
ten  new  battalions  of  the  line ;  that  is,  to  give  a  feeder  to 
esveh  of  the  battalions  retained  abroad.  The  Government, 
however,  have  rejected  this  expedient — first,  on  the  score  of 
expense ;  secondly,  on  the  ground  that  men  would  not  be 
forthcoming — and  have  preferred  to  add  two  battalions  to 
the  Guards,  one  to  the  Cameron  Highlanders,  and  to  replace 
three  battalions  of  the  line  at  Gibraltar  by  three  battalions 
of  the  Guards.  The  result  of  this  measure  will  be  that  the 
home  army  will  only  be  diminished  by  1,60(>  men,  and  that 
only  two  line  regiments  will  have  both  battiilious  on  foreign 
service. 

The  scheme  has  been  violently  opposed,  but  we  are  very 
strongly  of  opinion  that,  if  an  addition  to  the  line  be 
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judged  impracticable,  no  better  could  have  been  devised. 
It  has  been  suggested  that  the  Mediterranean  fortresses 
should  be  handed  over  to  the  Marines.  The  Admiralty, 
however,  has  resolutely  set  its  face  against  such  an  innova¬ 
tion  ;  and,  in  face  of  the  notorious  deficiency  of  trained 
seamen,  it  would  be  unwise  in  the  extreme  to  tie  down  a 
magnificent  naval  reserve — for  such  the  Marines  are — to 
garrison  duty.  It  has  also  been  urged  that  the  Colonies 
themselves  should  provide  troops  for  the  defence  of  the 
coaling  stations  along  their  coasts.  At  present,  however, 
but  little  has  been  done  in  this  direction  :  the  Colonies, 
although  quite  willing  to  furnish  Militia  and  Volunteers  for 
their  own  protection,  have  as  yet  evinced  no  marked  inclina¬ 
tion  to  subsidise  a  permanent  force  for  Imperial  purixtses. 

The  objection  that  a  year’s  service  in  the  Mediterranean 
is  likely  to  injure  the  efficiency  of  the  Household  troops  we 
cannot  for  a  moment  entertain.  It  is  to  be  remembered,  in 
the  first  place,  that  a  large  proportion  of  Guardsmen  enlist  for 
seven  years,  and  to  spend  twelve  months  of  that  period  in  a 
pleasant  climate  and  a  healthy  station  can  hardly  be  con¬ 
sidered  a  hardship.  Nor  will  the  men  who  enlist  for  three 
years  only  be  the  worse  soldiers  for  a  short  spell  of  garrison 
duty.  The  German  soldier,  for  instance,  remains  with  the 
colours  for  two  years,  and  we  have  yet  to  learn  that  the 
British  Guardsman  of  twenty-four  months’  service  is  less 
efficient  than  his  German  amfrere.  The  troops  at  Malta 
and  Gibraltar  are  undoubtedly  at  a  disadvantage  as  regards 
field  training.  There  is  space  for  drill,  there  is  space  for 
ranges,  but  beyond  drilling  and  shooting  the  soldier  can 
learn  little  of  his  work  on  a  campaign.  He  can  neither 
march  nor  manoeuvre.  But,  as  we  liave  already  suggested, 
field  training  is  not  everything.  Discipline  is  the  mainstay 
of  all  efficiency ;  and,  while  discipline  can  bo  as  readily 
maintained  at  Malta  or  Gibraltar  iis  in  London  or  Dublin, 
the  officers  in  the  Mediterranean  stations  will  be  brought 
into  closer  contact  with  their  men  than  is  possible  in  Great 
Britain.  Moreover,  the  management  of  boats,  practice  in 
embarking  and  disembarking — operations  with  which  every 
English  soldier  should  be  familiar — will,  if  the  means  be 
supplied,  afford  a  very  useful  and  efficient  substitute  for 
field  training.  Quartered,  too,  in  the  Mediterranean,  the 
Guard  battalions  will  not  only  be  at  once  available  for  any 
minor  expedition,  but  should  be  better  fitted  for  service  in 
a  hot  climate  than  battalions  whose  experience  of  trying 
weather  is  confined  to  the  Long  Valley  or  the  Bisley  ranges. 
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Nor  do  we  believe  that  the  prospect  of  a  temporary  exile 
will  have  the  slightest  effect  upon  recruiting.  That  the 
attractions  of  London  and  Dublin  are  so  great  as  to  over¬ 
come  the  adventurous  spirit  innate  in  all  young  healthy 
Englishmen  we  cannot  bring  ourselves  to  imagine,  and  the 
Guardsmen,  when  they  leave  the  colours,  are  not  likely  to 
be  less  useful  citizens  because  they  have  seen  something 
of  the  Empire.  Even  if  it  were  found  necessary,  in  order 
to  facilitate  recruiting,  to  take  an  inch  or  two  from  the 
standard  height  of  our  Pretorians,  we  should  hardly  regret 
it.  The  smartest — we  say  it  deliberately — and  at  the  same 
time  the  smallest  soldiers  in  England  at  the  present  moment 
are  the  Rifles;  the  smartest,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
smallest,  soldiers  in  the  Indian  army  are  the  Goorkhas. 
That  stature  should  have  anything  to  do  with  efficiency 
for  war  may,  before  Goliath  encountered  David,  have  been 
a  fashionable  idea  in  Gath ;  it  is  hardly  worthy  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  But  although  we  are  very  firmly 
convinced  that  a  short  tour  of  foreign  service  will  benefit 
the  Household  troops,  and  go  some  way  towards  filling 
a  gap  in  our  military  organisation,  we  fear  that  the 
Government  has  been  ‘  penny  wise  and  pound  foolish.’ 
Two  regiments  have  still  both  battalions  abroad,  and,  even 
as  we  write,  a  third  has  been  placed  in  the  same  predicament. 
It  has  been  said  that  the  necessity  of  retaining  them  on 
foreign  service  is  only  temporary,  and  that  as  soon  as  the 
emergency  has  passed  away  the  feeding  battalions  will  be 
recalled  and  the  equilibrium  essential  to  the  efficiency  of 
Lord  Cardwell’s  system  at  once  restored.  It  is  open,  how¬ 
ever,  to  grave  doubt  whether  that  equilibrium  can  ever  be 
maintained  unless  the  authorities  have  a  small  surplus  of 
battalions  to  work  upon.  With  our  enormous  Empire,  our 
vast  extent  of  inland  frontier,  it  is  almost  impossible  that 
emergencies  of  the  same  character  which  have  caused  the 
present  dislocation  shoiild  not  continually  recur.  It  may  be 
said,  perhaps,  that  the  recruiting  problem  blocks  the  way. 
This,  however,  has  by  no  means  b^n  proved  ;  and  we  are 
certainly  of  opinion  that  an  attempt  should  have  been  made 
to  raise  four  new  battalions  of  the  line.  Even  for  the  security 
of  England  we  have  not  a  single  man  more  than  is  necessary, 
and  the  responsibilities  devolving  on  the  officers  in  our 
outlying  dependencies  are  very  great.  It  is  absolutely 
essential,  then,  that  every  man  who  joins  a  battalion  on 
foreign  service  should  be  thoroughly  efficient.  The  half- 
trained  recruits  of  the  Zulu  campaign  should  be  a  warning. 
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But  directly  both  battalions  of  a  regiment  are  sent  abroad 
it  is  soldiers  of  this  stamp  that  fill  the  vacancies  in  the 
ranks ;  and  it  is  certainly  probable,  to  say  the  least,  that  for 
some  years  to  come  more  than  one  regiment  will  be  placed 
in  this  most  unsatisfactory  situation. 

In  discussing  the  strategic  j)088ibilities  of  a  naval  war  we 
have  made  no  reference  to  the  coaling  stations,  and  it  is 
certainly  important  that  their  role  should  not  be  overlooked. 
The  situation  of  these  ports  confers  on  the  British  fleets  an 
inestimable  advantage.  Possessed  of  a  secure  base,  or  of 
a  series  of  bases,  on  whatever  sea  they  may  be  operating, 
our  naval  commanders  will  possess  a  freedom  of  manoeuvre 
which,  to  a  very  great  extent,  will  be  altogether  denied  to 
any  possible  adversary.  A  hostile  squadron,  even  if  it  is 
accompanied  by  a  convoy  of  coal  transports,  must  sooner  or 
later  come  to  the  end  of  its  resources  ;  and  even  at  the  best  of 
times  it  will  be  more  or  less  tied  to  the  few  and  far-separated 
localities  where  it  can  replenish  its  supplies.  A  British 
sqnadron,  on  the  other  hand,  aware  that  on  every  coast  it 
will  find  both  food  and  fuel,  can  pass  from  continent  to 
continent  without  hesitation,  changing  its  line  of  operations 
at  will,  and  covering  a  much  wider  range  than  its  trammelled 
foe.  So  great  is  this  advantage  that  vigorous  efforts 
to  destroy  or  capture  these  stations  are  certainly  to  be 
expected,  for  the  enemy  would  derive  far  greater  benefit 
from  such  enterprises,  successfully  carried  out,  than  from 
the  bombardment  of  a  commercial  port;  and  for  this  reason 
Cape  Town  is  more  likely  to  be  attacked  than  Liverpool, 
Sierra  Leone  than  Edinburgh. 

As  to  the  strength  and  species  of  attack  to  which  the 
coaling  stations  are  exposed  there  is  complete  unanimity  of 
opinion,  and  we  shall  not  stop  to  discuss  the  question  why 
the  garrison  of  Malta  should  be  stronger  than  that  of  Hong 
Kong,  or  the  garrison  of  Aden  than  that  of  St.  Helena.  On 
one  point  all  parties  are  agreed,  that  the  ports  shall  be 
adequately  fortified,  with  guns  enough  to  hold  their  own 
against  bombardment  and  troops  enough  to  man  the  guns. 
The  addition,  then,  of  8,600  to  the  garrison  artillery  has 
been  opposed  by  no  one,  and  the  officers  of  the  Royal 
Regiment,  the  most  efficient  military  force  in  the  Empire, 
if  not  in  the  world,  are  fortunately  not  averse  to  even 
protracted  service  across  the  seas. 

It  has  been  universally  recognised  that  this  increase  of 
establishment  is  in  full  accordance  with  those  general  prin¬ 
ciples  the  close  observance  of  which  can  alone  ensure  the 
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security  of  the  Empire.  *  Above  and  beyond  the  details  of 
‘  local  defence  lies  the  domain  of  national  policy.  .  .  .  Th(‘ 
‘  necessity  of  maintaining  naval  supremacy — vital  to  us  alone 
‘  among  the  Powers  of  the  world — ought  to  dominate  every 
‘  other  eonshleration.*  *  This  lucid  statement  of  the  true 
end  and  object  of  all  military  measures  has  been  closely 
observed  by  those  wh*)  ar»‘  now  resjmnsible  for  Tm|)erial 
defence.  Not  only  have  the  demands  of  the  navy  been 
complied  with  in  strengthening  the  garrisons  of  the  coaling 
stations,  but  in  every  other  measui'e  which  has  been  approved 
by  the  House  of  Commons — in  the  provision  for  entrench¬ 
ments  round  London,  in  the  increase  of  the  Guards,  and  in  the 
reorganisation  of  the  cavalry.  What  the  creation  of  new 
cavalry  brigades  has  to  do  with  the  navy  may  not  at  first 
sight  be  apparent.  It  is  beyond  question,  however,  that  if  the 
precautions  against  invasion — and  amongst  these  the  proper 
organisation  of  our  mounted  forces  is  included  -are  of  such 
nature  as  to  dispel  the  apprehensions  of  the  nation,  the  navy 
will  have  a  freer  hand.  No  battleships  will  be  held  back  for 
local  defence ;  the  admirals  will  be  p<*rmitted  to  seek  out  the 
enemy  wherever  he  may  be  found ;  and  it  will  be  possible, 
provided  the  strategy  is  sound,  to  concentrate  their  whole 
available  force  at  the  decisive  |>oint.  Moreover,  in  case  of 
a  naval  reverse,  the  security  of  London  will  give  time  for 
new  combinations  and  for  refitting,  and  there  will  be  no 
need  for  the  fleet  to  risk  a  second  engagement  until  there 
is  a  certain  prosirect  of  victory.  Again,  a  well-organised  and 
efficient  army  is  necessary  in  order  to  enable  the  navy,  if 
successful  in  battle,  to  complete  the  victory. 

We  cannot  during  a  naval  war  afford  to  commit  our 
sailors  to  operations  on  laud. 

‘  The  absolute  need  of  military  forces  must  arise.  To  facilitate  the 
work  of  the  navy  in  guarding  our  sea  communications,  it  may  be 
necessary  to  employ  troops  for  the  capture  of  positions  which  aid  the 
naval  operations  of  an  enemy.  There  comes  a  point  at  which  the  em¬ 
ployment  of  military  force  is  alike  more  economical  and  more  decisive 
than  any  action  possiViIe  to  a  navy.  And,  further,  a  defensive  policy 
will  not  suffice  to  bring  war  to  a  rapid  conclusion,  or  to  secure  adecpiate 
guarantees  for  a  lasting  peace.  For  all  these  reasons,  mobile  troops, 
not  sedentary  garrisons,  are  supremely  important.  “If  we  be  once 
“  driven  to  the  defensive,”  said  Kaleigh,  “  farewell  might.”  So  af>on 
as  the  navy  has  obtained  physical  or  moral  supremacy,  military  force 
— the  real  offensive  weapon  of  the  nation — is  set  free  for  action.’ t 


•  The  Navy  and  the  Nation,  p.  9. 
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subsidies  into  useful  friends.  Not  a  month  passes  but  the 
sphere  of  our  Empire  widens ;  not  a  month  passes  but  it 
becomes  the  clearer  that  for  honour  and  existence  we  must 
depend  upon  ourselves  alone.  At  no  period  of  our  history 
has  our  isolation  been  more  pronounced ;  at  no  period  have 
the  words  of  a  great  poet,  though  uttered  in  no  prophetic 
spirit,  been  more  forcibly  emphasised : 

‘  Alone  must  live  ever 
The  kings  of  the  aea.’ 


No.  CaCLXXXI.  will  he  puhlieheil  in  July. 
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326. 

J. 

X,  A*.,  his  ‘  •  »p(!n  Air  ’  reviewe»l,  202 
Jessv,  E.,  his  ‘Gleanings  in  Natural  History’  review»Hl,  202. 

.lotirtl,  I‘roj'>‘xm>r  Jl.,  his  life  and  works  revieweil,  105  -family 
history,  409 — St.  Paul’s  School,  410  — scholarship  at  Balliol,  Ml 
— ‘old  .Master,’  Dr.  Jenkyns,  Ml — kindness  to  p<K)r  .students, 
1 1 2  — ( t.xfonl  in  1836,  41.3 — lleilfoixl  Scholarship,  M  1— fellow 
and  tutor  of  Balliol,  4  lo  di.stinguished  pupils,  M5  lectures  on 
(ireek  philosophei’s,  416 — ‘fits  of  silence,’  117 — inteiest  in  his 
pupils,  418 — univei-sity  lectures,  419 — characteristics  of  his 
teaching,  420 — intercourse  with  Stanley  and  Ward,  421  — 
acquaintance  with  German  theology,  422 — woik  on  St.  Paul’.s 
Epistles,  423,  427 — controversy  aroused,  425 — essay  on  ‘Inter¬ 
pretation  of  Scripture’  in  ‘Essays  and  Reviews,’  423,  430 — 
salary  as  Greek  professor  increased,  426 — introduces  study  of 
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into  Uxforti  schools,  430 — trausLution  of  Plato’s  Dialogues, 
430 — translations  of  Thucydides  and  of  i\.ri8totle’s  ‘  Politics,’  432 
— Indian  Civil  Service  Coinmission,  433 — Master  of  Balliol,  434 — 
Itall  in  college  hall,  43r» — cricket  ground,  436— friendships,  436 
— later  years,  43S — estimate  of  his  character,  438. 

K. 

/*.  A'.,  his  l>ook  on  Urpheus  reviewed,  441. 

L. 

LnUenxnul,  C.,  his  ‘  De  Paris  au  Desert’  reviewed,  110. 

L>n-Atn»  /‘harsnlin,  Mr.  Ri«lley’8  translation  of,  reviewed,  139 — 
proper  material  fur  epie  poems,  140 — Pompey  and  Csesar  as  its 
iiei-oes,  141 — Pompeye  character,  143  Cato  refusing  to  consult 
Oracle  of  Ammon,  1 46 —mythological  allusions,  148 — epigrams, 
149  Latin  hexameters,  l.'il — obscurities  and  inaccuracies,  153 — 
opinions  of  Shelley,  Niebuhr,  and  Macaulay  upon,  154— Mr. 
Ridley’s  translation,  154  — SUvtius’s  iulmiration  for,  155. 

M. 

Mnttii,  A’.,  his  ‘Orpheus’  reviewed,  441. 

MrtCfloneN,  J.,  his  *  Judieial  Statistics’  reviewetl,  156. 

}/nrk«,  ll.  A'.,  his  ‘  Pen  and  Pencil  Sketches  ’  reviewed,  487. 

.^^ark^l,  J.  0'.,  his  life  of  F.  Walker  reviewed,  487. 

M€Ulieu\  T.,  his  ‘  Kepoi-ts  of  Commercial  Cases  ’  re\  iewed,  1 56. 

Miclte/,  A’.,  his  liook  on  Rembrandt  reviewed,  327. 

Millef,  J.  F.,  his  life  reviewed,  487. 

Mlntit,  Country  of,  her  life  of  Sir  (4.  Elliot  reviewed,  465. 

Morrix,  Williniti,  his  works  reviewed,  63  ‘  Defence  of  (Juinevere,’ 

64  ‘ (lilliflower  of  (Sold,’  66 — 'Summer  Dawn,’  67 — ‘Earthly 

Para4liiH^’  68,  73 — ‘  Jason,’  71 — ‘  Sigurd,’  75 — ‘  v^bieids  of  Virgil,’ 
76 — ‘  Po«‘m8  by  the  Way,’  77 — influence  u|xjn  household  taste 
in  furniture  design,  78 — lecture  on  architecture,  79 — Keliuscott 
Press,  81 — Iretures  on  ndation  of  art  to  life,  82. 

Mnt'roy,  ^1.  .S'.,  and  A.  II.  Sotifli,  their  Ixjok  on  Athenian  va8«*s 
ivvicwixl,  111. 

Mnrmy,  J.,  his  «dition  of  Cibljon’s  autobiographies  reviewed,  275. 

N. 

Xftliiituil  Ihfrucf,  review  of  liooks  concerning,  507 — Council  of 
National  Defence,  .509  -command  of  the  .se<i  necessary  to  the 
se«  urity  of  the  Empire,  509 — conditions  of  naval  warfare,  510 — 
provision  for  emergencies,  511— lessons  from  our  (‘nemies,  513 — 
consequences  of  naval  defeat,  514— possibility  of  invasion  in  spite 
of  the  fleet,  516  — im[jortance  of  London  to  an  invader,  518 — 
vulnerability  of  our  coasts,  522 — forces  available  to  resist  inva¬ 
sion,  523— means  of  transport,  525  — Volunteers,  526 — entrench- 
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ments,  526 — Militia,  527 — Manoeuvres  Bill,  529,  533 — cavalry, 
530  Yeomanry, 531 — regulararmy,  533 — Marines,  534 — Guards, 
534 — coaling  stations  for  the  fleet,  536 — reforms  under  Lord 
Wolseley,  538. 

Neu'sjxipers,  Statemneu,  atid  the  Public,  review  of  Mi-.  Cooper’s 
book  concerning,  215 — fifty  years  of  new.spaper  work,  216 — 
‘Scotsman’  eighty  years  ago  and  now,  216 — parliamentary 
reporting,  217 — professional  ‘liners,’ 218 — Mr.  Beales  and  Hyde 
Park  railings,  219 — thirty  years’  experience  among  Scots,  219 — 
founders  of  ‘Scotsman,’  220 — three  editors  in  eighty  years,  221  — 
‘Scotsman’s’  principles,  221 — value  of  provincial  new.spapers,  222 
— leading  journals,  222 — parliamentary  reporters’  gallery  opened 
to  provincial  Press,  223 — .special  wire  and  special  train,  223 — 
Mr.  Gladstone’s  Midlothian  campaigns,  223 — Home  Rule  struggle, 
225 — Cabinet  Minister  as  .special  correspondent,  227 — ‘Scots¬ 
man  ’  and  Mr.  Gladstone’s  Home  Rule  Bill,  228 — honours  for 
newspaper  men,  231 — independent  Liberals,  231  —a  newspaper’s 
personality,  232 — war  correspondence  and  public  inter»*sts,  2.33. 


O. 


O’Jirieu,  li.  It., 
reviewed,  35. 


his  edition  of  Wolfe  Tone’s  autobiography 
P. 


Paiutcrs  behind  the  Scenes,  review  of  books  concerning,  487 — auto¬ 
biography  of  Mr.  W.  P.  Frith,  489 — Mr.  H.  S.  Marks,  490 — 
Fr^ericic  Walker,  491  ;  poetic  suggestiveness  of  his  pictures, 
492 — Mr.  Ruskin’s  criticisms  upon  Walker,  496 — D.  G. 
Rossetti,  497 — Ford  Madox  Brf)wii,  501 — J.  F.  Millet,  503 — 
Millet’s  ‘  Angelus,’  505 — Millet  compared  with  Hunt  and  Walker, 
505. 

Payne,  J.,  his  translation  of  Boccaccio’s  ‘  Decamerrm  ’  reviewed,  306. 

Pinkerton,  P.,  his  translation  of  Matteo  Bandello’s  stories  reviewed, 
.306. 

Prothero,  K.  E.,  his  wlition  of  Gibbon’s  letU-i-s  reviewed,  275 


R. 

Hichtenlterger,  (I.  L.  and  E.,  their  l)Ook  on  Louvre  Museum 
reviewed,  327. 

Ridgeway,  IF.,  his  article  on  Mycenman  objects  reviewed,  441. 

Ridley,  E.,  his  translation  of  Lucan’s  ‘Phars;ilia  ’  reviewed,  139. 

Rijton,  Dean  of,  his  edition  of  Profcs.sor  .lowett’s  ‘  College  Sermons  ’ 
i-eviewed,  405. 

Roberts,  Lord,  review  of  his  ‘Forty-one  Years  in  India,’  I  - 
early  training  on  Afl'ghan  frontier,  2 — Mutiny  at  Meerut,  .3  — 
siege  of  Delhi,  4  —  stonuing  of  Delhi,  5  —  fidelity  of 
native  servants,  5 — prepaiations  for  final  assault,  6 — death 
of  Nicholson,  7 — Delhi  taken,  8 — relief  of  Lucknow,  9 — 
Cawnpore,  10 — causes  of  Mutiny,  11  ;  possibility  of  recurrence, 
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12 — Umlieyla  campaign,  13 — Abyssinian  War,  14 — Lushai 
expedition,  14 — AH'ghaii  War,  15 — British  advance  into  Kuram 
V alley,  1 7  — inassacri!  of  Cavagiiari  and  British  Mission  at  Kabul, 
20 — march  upon  Kabul,  21 — tribal  insurrection,  24 — defence  of 
Sherpur,  24  -  Abdul  Rahman  installed  as  Amir,  27 — Maiwand 
disaster,  27  relief  <»f  Kandahar,  28  Cuinmander-in-Chief  in 
India,  31. 

Rohde,- Erwit^  his  l»ook  on  (Jreek  religion  reviewed,  441. 

Rooks,  review  of  books  concc'rning,  202 — language  of  birds,  202 — 
often  confoundtd  with  crows,  203 —differences  lK*tween  them  and 
crows,  205 — unfounded  complaints  against  them,  205 — services  as 
instfct-destroyers,  20(J,  211 — fond  of  walnuts,  206 — parliaments 
in  th*i  air,  207  —domestic  scenes,  208 — quarndsomeness,  209 — 
attack  on  wheat  stack,  211 — fanner’s  friend,  212 — slaughter  of 
the  innocents,  212 — tenacious  ineinory,  213  -  ‘Comey,’  214. 

Roscher,  his  article  <m  Greek  mythology  reviewed,  441. 

Rossetti,  D.  G,,  his  letters  and  memoir  reviewed,  487. 

H. 

Saurin,  J.,  his  l»ook  on  Algeria  reviewed,  110. 

Scharf,  G.,  his  catalogue  of  pictures  at  Blenheim  Palace  reviewed, 
327. 

SnUptvred  Tombs  of  Hellas,  review  of  books  concerning,  441 — 
Attic  stela*,  442,  462 — beehive  tombs,  443 — Mycenaean  tombs, 
144 — Spartan  stela*,  446  -  hero-worship,  447— commemorative 
tablets,  147 — 8«-pulchral  Itanquets,  448  -  eternal  symposium,  449 
— incense,  419 — adoration  paid  to  the  dead,  4.50 — Greek  painted 
\ases,  451 — Athenian  white*  lekythoi,  452 — Lesche  of  thti 
Cnidians  at  Delphi,  453  tiescent  into  Hades,  4.55—  punishments 
in  Hades,  157 — Gem*  and  his  ass,  458 — Oipheus,  460 — Apollo 
and  Bacchus,  461-  doctrines  of  Orphisni,  461-  melancholy  of  the 
Greeks,  464. 

Smith,  C.  //.,  his  catalogue  of  Gre**k  vase*  reviewwl,  441. 

Sfoierby,  J,  G.,  his  l>ook  on  rooks  reviewed,  202. 

T. 

ToUetnache,  L.  A.,  his  life  »»f  Professor  Jowett  reviewed,  405. 

‘Tressady,  Sir  George,’  review  of  Mrs.  Humphir  Ward’s  novel, 
84  contested  election,  87 — court.ship,  88 — Lord  and  Lady 
Maxwell,  90 — political  influence  of  ladies,  9 1  —  lalnmr  problem, 
95 — East  End  distress,  97 — d(*scriptiun  of  Parliamentary  strife, 
97 — Lord  Maxwell’s  Bill,  100 — miners’  strike  and  colliery 
explosion,  104— characters  in  the  novel,  105 — romance  in  House 
of  Commons,  107 — merits  of  the  book,  109. 

U. 

Ulster  before  the  Union,  review  of  l)Ooks  concerning,  3.5 — antiquarian 
discoveries  at  White  Linen  Hall,  Belfast,  36— century’s  changes 
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in  political  sentiment,  38 — partisan  histories,  40 — Protestantism 
and  Nationalism  of  Grattan’s  Parliament,  40,  46 — origin  "and 
objects  of  Irish  Volunteers  of  last  century,  42,  47 — Flstermen 
opposed  to  concessions  to  Roman  Catholics,  43,  50,  53 — influence 
of  French  I’evolution  upon  Ulster,  48 — Northern  Whig  Club, 
49 — Wolfe  Tone,  50 — United  Irishmen,  52 — Orange  movement, 
57,  61 — Peep  of  Day  Boys,  58 — Defenders,  59 — Battle  of  the 
Diamond,  60 — Ulster  and  the  Union,  61. 

V. 

Viotard,  A'.,  his  book  on  Kabylia  reviewed,  110. 

W. 

Wnngeu,  his  ‘  Treasures  of  Art  in  Great  Britain  ’  reviewed,  327. 

Walker,  F.,  his  life  reviewed,  487. 

Ward,  Mrs.  Humphry,  her  novel  ‘  Sir  George  Tressady  ’  reviewed,  84. 

Waters,  W.  G.,  his  translations  of  ‘Nights  of  Straparola  ’  and 
‘  Novellino  of  Masuccio  Salernitano  ’  re\  iewed,  306. 

Wilkinsoti,  S.,  his  books  on  Imperial  Defence  reviewed,  507. 

Y. 

Young,  R.  H.,  his  book  on  Belfast  reviewed,  35. 
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